








THB CRANI0L0C1ST. 


Chief again, or Cromwell’s head, of which we 
have heard,” said a third. Or— or, a head of 
celery!" cried a fourth, who was impatient at 
these speculations. Inquiries were made for the 
criminal, but he had not yet arrived. The charge- 
book of the watch-house had not been brought 
up, and all waited on the tip-toe of expectation 
to have their difficulties solved, or their curiosity 
gratified. At length a man entered the lower part 
of the office with a bag in his hand, which he 
deposited on a form, and then went out. There 
it is!” said one: "There it is!” said another, 
and they approached to get a sly peep. The first 
man felt it — " Here it is, sure enough,” said he, 
and called on his friend to feel it also ; he did 
feel it, and shrewdly remarked, “that it was a very 
long head; but,” added he, “ here’s another ! ” — 
“ Another ! ” cried a voice from the fire-place, 
and an old gentleman waddled forward—" What, 
two heads ! “ Aye, indeed ! ” said the first, " two 

heads ! only the second is rather smaller than the 
first.”— To what extent further these discoveries 
might have gone, we know not; but while all 
were engaged in pondering on the extraordinary 
affair, the celebrated ilfr. Johmtone, the informer, 
who has produced such crusty feelings among the 
bakers, suddenly came in, and finding the bag 
under the paws of the Philistines, he seized it,, 
and very coolly desired all parties to let his 
loaves alone, until they were produced before the 
Magistrate. This sudden metamorphoses of two 
heads into a four and a two-pound loaf, produced 
a burst of laughter, and the lovers of the marvel- 
lous returned to their former stations, completely 
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discomfited, there to wait till the real head should 
be forthcoming. 

At last a group, consisting of a constable of 
the night, an Irish watchman, and three other 
persons, , one of them the prisoner, was conducted 
to the presence of the Magistrate, the prisoner 
being the most respectable of the dramatis per- 
sona. The charge-book being produced, it there 
appeared that William Howard was charged on 
suspicion of stealing a head, by one Cornelius 
Murphy, a watchman. 

Corney was then called forward, and desired to 
state the case. “ An I will, plase your Worship,” 
said he, and he wiped his mouth. “ As I was 
calling the hour of half-past two this morning, I 
mates this man with a head upon his sJtoulders.” 

Sir R. Bimie — ^That was very extraordinary ; 
but I think it would have been much more extra- 
ordinary if you had stated the converse of the 
fact, and said that you met him without a head 
upon his shoulders. 

Comeg — Yes, plase your Worship, but be 
had two heads, and the second head was on bis 
right shoulder. 

Sir Richard — You have established one fact in 
his favour ; it was not on the wrong shoulder. 

Carney — Right or wrong, plase your Worship, 
Hhere it was; and says I to him, very civilly, 
catching a howld of him by the scrniT of the neck, 
where are you going with the head ? What’s that 
to you, says he. TTis to me, says I, as I’ll let you 
know. Lay go o’ me, says he. I won’t, says I; 
and with that I kotch howld of the head ; who’s 
head’s this ? says I. It belongs to a friend of mine. 
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says he. Docs it, says I — then you’ll walk uitli 
your friend’s head to the watch-house, if you 
plase. 

Sir R. Bmik — Where did he say he got the 
head ? 

Corney — Plase your Worship, he said he had 
got it of a girl in the street ; and I axed him what 
he was going to do with it? 

Sir R. Rirnie — Well, and what did he say? 

Corney — That he was going to take it home, to 
be sure. 

Sir R. Birnie — Did he say what use he was 
going to make of it ? 

Corney — Yes, plase your Worship; he said 
something about my taking him for a carrion- 
crow knowledgist — but, I says. I’ll neither take 
you for a carrion-crow, nor any other sort of a 
croio, and, by my sowl, you shan't crow over me. 

Sir R, Birnie — I suppose he said he w^as a Cm- 
violoyist. This happens to be the season for tin* 
(U’aniolotjical mania. 

Corney — M was something of that sort, your 
Worsliip. 

Sir R. Bir rtie — what happened then? 

Corney — I walked his bones otF to the watch- 
house, plase your V orship. 

Str Richard — Dead and all? 

Corney — Xo,your Worship, I carried the head' 

Sir Richard — VVeil, what happLued then? 

Corney — Why, when I got there, your Wor- 
ship, he said he was a crow-knowledgist, as I said 
afore, and wanted to feel the head of the con- 
stable of the night; but he knew better things, 
and wouldn’t let him; he then axed to feel my 



THK CRANIOLOGIST. 




head, to sec if I had the organ of watchfulness, 1 
think he called it. “ Och,” says I, you may save 
yourself the trouble, for the devil an organ I have, 
bar’ll my rattle and my watch-box,'* and so with 
that he laughed, and wanted to get my wig oil*, 
swearing by his conscience, that he was sure 1 
had the organ of drowsiness in a very prominent 
degree. No matter what I’ve got,” says I, “ but 
you seem to have got the organ of thievishness, 
or you wouldn’t have stolen this head ; and so 
make up your mind to have a night’s lodging for 
nothing; and so with this he was put in the black 
hole, your Worship.” 

During this dialogue, the greatest anxiety w as 
manifested by the curiosos to see the head, but 
up to this time it had not been produced. Sir R. 
Birnie, who evidently understood the joke, now 
called for the production of the stolen pericra- 
nium, when, to the astonishnient, as well as dis- 
appointment, of all, a rough-carved bust, being 
an admirable likeness of a Saracen’s Head, was 
handed up ! ‘‘ Oh ! ” cried several at once, ‘‘ it’s 
a sign only!” and then they scratched their own 
heads. 

Corney—To be sure it is; it’s the Saracens 
Head, Snow-hill, that was stole from the gateway 
hist night, and here’s the jontleman that it be- 
longs to. 

A person in the service of Mr. Mouit|;ain, of the 
Saracen’s Head Inn, Skinner-street, then came 
forward, and stated, that the head in question 
was one of two heads which had been fixed at 
the entrance to the inn-yard, to attract the eyes 
of passengers, and had evidently been torn down 
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wantonly, for it was of no intrinsic value to any 
one but Mr. Mountain. 

Mr. William Howard was then called on for 
his defence, when he stated, that he had been a 
head waiter, and was going home to his lodgings, 
when he overtook some girls of the town with the 
head in question in their possession; he accused 
them of having stolen it, and they all ran away 
laughing. When he got it to the light^he thought 
he recognized an old friend — and intended to have 
carried it back to Skinner-street in the morning. 
The watchman, however, stopped him in his 
progress ; and not believing that he was serious 
in detaining him— he joked a little upon the 
favourite science of craniology ; but, as for the 
head in question, it could be of no use to him 
except for fire-wood. This was the head and 
front of his offending.” 

Sir R. Bimie gave credit to this statement, and 
ordered Mr. Howard to be discharged, and the 
ferocious-looking Saracen to bo re-conducted to 
his former post, unless in reality any of the Cra- 
uiological Societies might be desirous of inspect- 
ing its organic symptoms. His Worship then 
incidentally remarked, that the circumstance of 
“ the Saracen’s Head” being painted with so 
gigantic and terrific an aspect, arose originally, 
from the story of the first Christian assailants of 
the Infidels. These men were beaten by the 
Saracens, and on their returning to this country 
they described their enemies as men of gigantic 
stature and horrible physiognomy, thereby endea- 
vouring to lessen their own disgrace. 

Morning Chronicle. 
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ANNUS MIRABILIS; 

Or, a PARTHIAN GLiVNCE AT 1823. 

January. — Dr.Doyie, a Roman Catholic Bishop, 
in his pastoral charge, recommends Orangemen 
to be civil; Orangemen and Papists not to be 
bigoted; nothing new under the sun. — ^The Duke 
of Sussex swallows an embrocation at Bognor ; 
Royal Dukes at public dinners, have swallowed 
stranger things, and no danger apprehended.<—Ca- 
nonical clergy of Durham, convivially defended 
by the Reverend Dr. PMl-pots; to the best of his 
knowledge and belief, not a stall in the diocese 
that does not contain an animal over-worked and 
under-fed. 

February . — Several wild swans seen flying over 
Brighton, to the no small amazement of several 
tame geese, who happened to be waddling along 
the Stcinc ; the bills of the former said to be three 
inches long; those of the latter much longer. — 
Two Englishmen, by mistake, confined all night 
ill the Catacombs at Paris, let out next morning, 
by means of a skeleton key.— Valentine’s day 
Mr. Freeling applies to the Postmaster-general 
lor two waggons, to convey the extra letters, and 
for permission to get them drawn by the asinine 
inditers, yoked in pairs. 

March.— hotA Manners refuses to dine with the 
Lord Lieutenant. Query, Title in abeyance when 
the note was transmitted?— Action brought by 
Mr. Crmkshank against the proprietor of a stage 
coach, for breaking bis leg— most ungrateful 
return for an intended benefit. 
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April, — Old woman taken for a witch at Tauii- 
ton; and Mr. Ex-Sherifl' Parkins for the Goddesfc^ 
of Justice ill London^ owing to his skill in holding 
a balance in hand. — Mrs. M‘Kinnon executed foi 
murder at Edinburgh. General averment in all 
the Scottish Journals, that the family of McKinnon 
is originally Irish, and not Scotch. — Cork mail 
runs one day without being fired at from behind 
a hedge. Then is doom’s-day near 

May. — Easter hunt; droves of unhorsed Lon- 
doners find their way as they can, from Epping 
Forest to Bishopsgatc-street — all on foot Ik 
fights.” — Lady Mayoress’s Easter Ball ; great 
scrambling after ices in the Egyptian Hall. — 
Query ^ Isis ? 

June. — An old soldier advertises to quell l/ie 
Irish rebellion for 10,000/. Query, which of them f 

July. — The proprietors of Vauxhall Gardens 
inform the public, that nothing can damp their 
ardour;” certainly if the present weather cannot, 
nothing can. By a fatal accident, (and it may 
be added, an unaccountable one), the perpetual 
Curate of Sawley loses his life. — Much money 
taken at a door in Fleet-street by a speculator, 
who exhibited, at a shilling a head, a live man 
who had not been U Fonthill Abbey. 

August. — Theghost of John Knox makes his ap- 
pearance in Cross-street, Hattou-garden, arrayed 
in black rvhiskers, and a dand} sliirt-collar. — 
Prince Ilohenlohe miraculously cures a lady 
of respectability, who had been for many years 
one of the religious community of Rnnelagh; * 
the chief part of the miracle being the conversion 
of a fashionable community into a religious one. 
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September. — A London Gazette is published 
without a single wkerecis: in the evening the 
several tradesmen illuminated their houses. — 
Fall of the Trocadcro announced upon the Royal 
Exchange ; benevolent hope expressed by an Al- 
derman, that it did not hurt any body. 

October. — In consequence of the projected 
improvements in 8t. James’s Palace, several old 
women have received notice to quit. — Afemorial 
of a murdered gentleman inserted in the Dublin 
papers. 

November. — Mr. Sinclair the singer denii's the 
temperature of his sitting-room, not wishing to 
be thought a greater fool than he is.” — Mr. 
Maberley’s horse bazaar is removed to the winter 
theatres. — The autlior of Wavcriey said to have 
a curious mode of acquainting liis domestics of 
his wants, by having the words breakfast, lunch, 
dinner, supper,” painted upon a board. N. R. 

' The only poet on record who can call I'or four 
meals a day. — A 50/. bill said to be swallowed 
by a donkey at Liverpool, and the printed statc- 
iiient of it swallowed by several of the species in 
liOitdon, 

December. — Dreadful storm of w ind blow s over 
the metropolis; an eddy of the remorseless gale 
. . tries divers school-boys prematurely to town 
*1or the Chrislnids holidays; numeious caitifis in 
white great coats arc blown from their own houses 
iato those of other people, 3\uittcring something 
about the complimenls of the season ; and dinner- 
cards whisk through the air. bringing heteroge- 
neous relations together on Christmas-day. 

Aot Moiithhj j^lu^nzine. 

n 5 
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ISLINOTON WORTHIES. 

Here is Mr. Quick^ who can scarcely walk^ 
Mrs. White a decided tawny; 

And Rhodes is supported by milk and chalk. 
And Miss Hog is too lean to be brawny ; 

Mr. Flower 's a flourishing Aaron's Rod, 
Hogarth 's a garden-painter, 

French out of Britain has never trod. 

And Miss Rose than a lily is fainter. 

jBracebridge an arch has never made. 

Smith never beaten an anvil; 

Miller knows nought of the floury trade, 

And Stockstill will never be stand still ; 

Grammar is heard in a public house, 

A Post is as prim as a quaker ; 

And good Mister Uon he squeaks like a mouse. 
While old IMistress StilFis a shaker. 

i\liss Brown is fair, and Miss Black is red. 

And Peter Blunt is civil ; 

Nelson to sea was never bred. 

Old Angel 's very ‘ devil ;* 

Farry beats all by parrying law^ 

Stringer ne'er wound a reel. 

Edge never used nor set a saw, 

Nor Fast withstood a meal. 

Ee Dieu, sirs, keeps a house for beer; 

Tom Paine 's a goodly fellow. 

And, in spite of Cobbett, he will appear 
111 fles<li and bones, though sallow ; 

Tailor a stitch has never sewn, 

Serjeant was ne’er enlisted. 

Slim, with surprise, is lusty grown. 

And Miss Roper’s still untwisted. 
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Miss Martins never Aedged their wings, 

Miss Swallows never travel, 

Miss Bird nor Starling ever sings, 

Miss Ssone is as soft as gravel. 

Here ’s widow Jay completely dumb, 

Here widow Cross good natured ; 

Here's Mr. Handy withoata thumb, 

And Cowie human featured. 

Here’s Mr. Fox without a tail, 

Thomson who is no poet ; 

Cooper who cannot make a pail. 

And Sell who will not show it. 

Draper has never dealt in cloth, 

Excepting his profession ; 

Armstrong has never killed a moth. 

Or Garret kept possession. 

Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, have nc’t r 
Been scribes in sacred writ; 

Water’s so dry, he covcis beer, 

And Lack entraps with wit; 

Jolly is sick, Gay is sad. 

Badger 's a gentle fellow ; 

Goode, like bis name, is rarely bad, 

Or Pearman ever mellow. 

I've hosts of others left in store, 

Anon, ril ring their cliaiiges. 

When memory flings their pleasures o’er, 

And fancy round them ranges ; 

For Islington contains such folks 
As love with friends to mingle — 

To please the married with their jokes, 

And marry all the single. 


Literary Chroun lc, 
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MRS. RAMSBOTTOM’S TOUR, 

AS IT ORIGINALLY APPEARED IN BULL. 


Faris, Dec. 10 , 18 ‘ 13 . 

MY dear MR, B. 

The kindness with which you put in the 
account of our party last year, induces my mama 
to desire me to write to you again, to know if 
you would like to insert a journal of her travels. 

My papa has retired from business — he has 
left the shop in the Minories, and has taken a 
house in Montague-place, a beautiful street, very 
far west, and near the British Museum, and my 
two younger sisters have been sent over here to 
improve their education and their morals, and 
mama and 1 came over last week to see them, 
and if they had got polish enough to take them 
home again. Papa would not come with us, 
because when he was quite a youth, he got a 
very great alarm in Chelsea Reach, because tiie 
watermen would put up a sail, and from that 
time to this, he can never be prevailed upon to 
go to sea — so we came over under the care of 
Mr. Fulmer, the banker’s son, who was coining 
to his family. 

Mama has not devoted much of her time to 
the study of English, and does not understand 
French at all, and therefore, perhaps, her journal 
will here and there appear incorrect ; but she is 
a great etymologist, and so fond of you, that 
although I believe Mr. Murray, the great book- 
seller in Albemarle-street, would give her I do 
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not know bow many thousand pounds for her 
book, if she published it “ all in the lump,” as 
papa says, she prefers sending it to you piece- 
meal, and so you will have it every now and 
then, as a portion of it is done, f have seen 
Mr. Fulmer laugh sometimes when she has been 
reading it ; but 1 sec nothing to laugh at, except 
the hard words she uses, and the pains she takes 
to find out meanings fur things. She says if yon 
do not like to print it, you may let Murray have 
it ; but that, of course, she would prefer your 
doing it. 

1 enclose a portion; more shall come soon. 
Papa, I believe, meaifs to ask you to dinner when 
we get back to town ; he says you are a terrible 
l)ody, and as he has two or three weak points in 
liis character, he thinks it better to be friends 
with you than foes. I know of but one fault he 
has; yes, perhaps, two — but I will not tell you 
what they are, till I see whether you publish 
mama’s- journal. 

Adieu — I was very angry with you for praising 
little Miss M. at the Lord Mayor’s dimier : I 
know her only by sight— we are not quite in those 
circles yet, but I think when we get into Mon- 
tague-place, we may see something of life. She 
(S a very pretty girl, and very amiable, and that 
’ is the truth of it ; but you had no business to say 
so, you fickle monster. Yours truly, 

LAVINIA RAMWBOTTOM. 


We proceeded, after reading this letter, to open 
the enclosure, and found what follows. We do 
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not presume to alter oim teord ; birt when any 
tiiffin^ difficnlty occurs, arising from die depdi of 
Mrs. Ramsbottom's leseatcb, we bave rentured 
to insert a note. The title/of the manuscript is— 

ENGLAND AND FRANCE. 

BY DOROTHEA JULIA RAMSBOTTOM. 

And thus, gentle reader, it ran : 

** Having often heard travellers lament not 
having put down what they call the memory- 
billiom of their joumies, I was determined, while 
I was on my tower, to keep a dairy (so called 
from containing the cream of one’s information), 
and record everything which recurred to me — 
therefore I begin with my departure from London. 

Resolving to take time by the firelock, we 
left Mountague-place at seven o’clock, by Mr. 
Fulmer’s pocket thermometer, and proceeded 
over Westminster-bridge, to explode the Eu- 
ropean continent. 

I never pass Whitehall without dropping a 
tear to the memory of Charles the Second, who 
was decimated after the rebellion of 1745, oppo- 
site the Horse Guards— his memorable speech to 
Archbishop Caxon rings in my ears whenever I 
pass the spot— 1 reverted my head, and affected 
to look to see what o’clock it was by the dial on * 
the opposite side of the way. V 

“ It is quite impossible not to notice the 
improvements in this part of the town; the beau- 
tiful view which one gets of Westminster Hall, 
and its curious roof, after which, as everybody 
knows, its builder was called WHliam Roofus. 
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** Amonggt the lighter specimeos el asedeiii 
aiehitectare, is Ashley’s AmpleAeatre, on yonr 
right, as yon cross (he bridge, (arfaich eras built, 
Mr. Fulmer told me, by the Court of Anhos and 
the House of Peers). In this ampletheatre there 
are equestrian perfornumces, so called because 
they are exhibited nightly — during the season. 

“ It is quite impossible to quit this ' mighty 
maze,* as Lady Hopkins emphatically calls 
London, in her erudite 'Essay upon Granite,’ 
without feeling a thousand powerful sensations— 
so much wealth, so much virtue, so much vice, 
such business as is carried on within its pre- 
cincts, such influence as its inhabitants possess 
in every part of the civilized world — it really 
exalts the mind from meaner things, and casts 
all minor considerations far behind one. 

" The toll at the Marsh-gate is ris since we 
last come through— it was here we were to have 
taken up Lavinia’s friend, Mr. Smith, who had 
promised to go with us to Dover ; but we found 
his servant instead of himself, with a. billy, to 
say he was sorry he could not come,'becanse bis 
friend Sir John Somebody, wished him to stay 
and go down to Poll at Lincoln. I have no 
doubt this Poll, whoever she may be, is a very 
^respectable young woman ; but mentioning her, 
by her- Christian name only, in so abrupt a man- 
ner, bad a very unpleasant appearance at any 
rate, ‘ 

" Nothing reihaikable occurred till we reached, 
the Obstacle in St. George’s Fields, where our 
attention waa arrested by those great institutions, 
the " School for the Indignant Blind,’' and the 
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Misanthropic Society*' for making shoes^ both 
of which claim the gratitude of the nation.. 

At the corner of the lane leading to Peckham, 
1 saw that they had removed the DolJygraph, 
' which used to stand upon a declivity to the right 
of the road — the dollygraphs are all to be super- 
seded by Serampores. 

“ When we came to the Green Man at Black- 
heathy we had an opportunity of noticing the 
errors of former travellers, for the heath is green, 
and the man is black : Mr. Fulmer endeavoured 
to account for this, by saying, that Mr. Colman 
has discovered that Moors being black, and 
Heaths being a kind of Moor, he looks upon the 
confusion of words as the cause of the mistake. 

N.B. Colman is the eminent Itinerary Sur- 
geon, who constantly resides at St. Pancras. 

As we went near Woolwich we saw at a 
distance the artillery officers on a common, a 
tiring away with their bombs in mortars like any- 
thing. 

“ At Dartford they make gunpowder ; here 
we changed horses; at the inn we saw a most 
beautiful Rhoderick Random in a pot, covered 
with flowers ; it is the finest I ever saw, except 
those at Dropraorc . — Note (Rhododendron). 

“ When we got to Rochester we went to the 
Crown Inn, and had a cold collection : the charge 
was absorbent — I had often heard ihy poor dear 
husband talk of the influence of the Crown, ami 
a Bill of Wrights, but I had no idea what it 
really meant till we had to pay one. 

As we passed near Chatham I saw several 
Pitts, and Mr. Fulmer showed me a great many 



MRS. RAMSBOTTOM’S TOUR. 17 

buildings — I believe he said they were tortyfica- 
tions; but I think there must have been near 
fifty of them. He also shewed us the Lines at 
Chatham, which I saw quite distinctly, with the 
clothes drying on them. Rochester was remark- 
able in King Charles’s time, for being a very witty 
and dissolute place, as 1 have read in books. 

“ At Canterbury we stopped ten minutes, to 
visit all the remarkable buildings and curiosities 
in it, and about its neighbourhood. The church 
is beautiful : when Oliver Cromwell conquered 
William the Third, he perverted it into a stable — 
the stalls are still standing. The old Virgin who 
shewed us the church, wore buckskin breeches 
and powder ; he said it was an archypiscopal 
sea ; but I saw no sea, nor do 1 think it possible 
he could see it either, for it is at least seventeen 
miles off. We saw Mr. Thomas Rockett’s 
tomb — my poor husband was extremely intimate 
with the old gentleman, and one of his nephews, 
a very nice man, who lives near Golden-square, 
dined with us twice, I think, in London — in 
Trinity Chapel is the monument of Eau de 
Cologne, just as it is now exhibiting at the 
JDiarrea in the Regent’s Park. 

“ It was late when we got to Dover: we walked 
about while our dinner was preparing, looking 
f&rward to bur snug tete-d-tete of three. We 
went to look at the sea ; so called, perhaps, from 
the unmterrupted view one has, when upon it. 
It was very curious to sec the locks, to keep in 
the water here, and tlie keys, which are on each 
side of them, all ready, I suppose, to open them 
if they were wanted. 
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" Mr. Folmer looked at a high place, an^ 
talked of Shakspeare, and said out of his oym 
head these beautiful lines: 

Half way down 

Hangs one that gathers camphire; dreadful trade.*^ 

This, I think it but right to say, I did not 
myself see. 

Methinks he seems no bigger than his head^ 

The fishermen that walk upon the beach 
** Appear like mice.” 

‘‘This, again, I cannot quite agree to; for 
where we stood, they looked exactly like men, 
only smaller; which I attribute to the effect of 
distance — and then Mr. Fulmer said this: 

— — And yon tail anchoring bark 

" Diminished to her cock — her cock a boy V 

** This latter part I do not in the least under- 
stand, nor what Mr. Fulmer meant by eoek a boy 
•—however, Lavinia seemed to comprehend it all ; 
for she turned up her eyes, and said something 
about tbe immortal bird of heaven ; so I suppose 
they were alluding to the eagles, which doubtless 
build their aviaries in that white mountain — 

{ ' nmorial Bard of Avon, the lady means). 

" After dinner we read the Paris Guide, and 
looked over the list of all the people who had 
been incontinent during the season, whose names 
are all put down in a book at the inn, for the 
purpose — we went to rest, much fatigued, know- 
ing that we should be obliged to get up early, to 
be ready for embrocation in the packet in the 
morning. 

** We were, however, awake with the owl, and 
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a>waUdiig a way before eight, we went to see the 
castle, which was built, the maa told us, by 
Sehser, so called, I conclude, ftom sdaing wbat> 
ever he could lay his hands on; the man said, 
moreover, that he had invaded Britain, and con- 
quered it ; upon which I told him, that if he 
repeated such a thing in my presence again, I 
should write to Mr. Peel about him. 

“ We saw the inn where Alexander, the Auto- 
graph of all the Russias, lived when he was here*; 
and as we were going along we met twenty or 
thirty dragons, mounted on horses, and the ensign 
who commanded them was a friend of Mr. Ful- 
mer’s ; be looked at Lavinia, and seemed pleased 
with her Tooting assembly--~he was^quite a sine 
qua non of a man, and wore tips on his lips, like 
Lady Hopkins’s poodle. 

** I heard Mr. Fulmer say, he was a son of 
Marrs ; he spoke it as if every body knew his 
father ; so 1 suppose he must be the son of the 
poor gentleman who was so barbarously mur- 
dered some years ago, near Batcliffe Highway ; 
if he is, he is uncommon genteel. 

" At twelve o’clock we got into a boat, and 
rowed to the packet; it was very fine and c!«ar 
for the season, and Mr. Fulmer said, he should 
not dislike pulling Lavinia about all the morning. 
'This, I believe, was a naughtycal phrase, which 
I did not rightly comprehend; because Mr. F. 
never offered to talk in that way on shore to 
either of us. 

The packet is not a parcel, as I imagined, in 
which we were to be made up for exportation, 
but a boat of considerable size ; it is called a 



2a 


MRS. RAMSBOTTOM’s TOUR. 


catter — why, I do not know, and did not like to 
ask. It was very curious to see how it rolled 
about ; however, I fell quite mal-apropos ; and, 
instead of exciting any of the soft sensibilities of 
the other sex, a great unruly man, who held the 
handle of the ship, bid me lay hold of a com- 
panion, and when I sought his arm for protection, 
he introduced me to a ladder, down which I 
ascended into the cabin, one of the most curiou.s 
places I ever beheld, where ladies and gentlemen 
are put upon shelves, like books in a library, and 
where tall men are doubled up like boot-jacks, 
before they can be put away at all. 



Ih si^ned by T Rowlandson. 


A gentleman in a hairy cap, without his coat, 
laid me perpendicularly on a mattrass, with a 
basin by my side, and said that was my birth ; I 
thought it would have been my death, for I never 
was so indisposed in all my life. I behaved 
extremely ill to a very amiable middle-aged gen- 
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tleman, with a bald head, who had the misfortune 
to be attending upon his wife, in the little hole 
under me. • 

“ There was no symphony to be found among 
the tars, (so called from their smell), for just 
before we went off, I heard them throw a painter 
overboard, and directly after, they called out to 
one another to hoist up an ensign. I was too ill 
to inquire what the poor young gentleman had 
done ; but, after 1 came up stairs, 1 did not see' 
his body hanging anywhere, so I conclude they 
had cut him down. I hope it was not young 
Mr. Marr, a venturing after my Lavy. 

“ I was quite shocked to find what democrats 
the sailors are : they seem to hate the nobility, 
and especially the law lords. The way 1 dis- 
covered this apathy of theirs to the nobility was 
this — the very moment we lost sight of England, 
and were close to France, they began, one and 
all, to swear first at the peer, and then at the 
bar, in such gross terms, as made ray very blood 
run cold. 

1 was quite pleased to see Lavinia sitting 
with Mr. Fulmer in the. travelling carriage 
on the outside of the packet. But Lavinia 
afforded great irroofs of her good bringing up, by 
contmanding her feelings. It is curious what 
cbuld have agitated the billiary ducks of my 
stomach, because 1 took every precaution which 
is. recommended in different books, to prevent 
ill-di8po.sition. 1 bad some mutton chops at 
breakfast, .some Scotch marmalade on bread and 
butter, two eggs, two cops of coffee, and three of 
tea, besides toast, a little fried whiting, some 
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potted charr, and a few shrimps ; and after break* 
fast, I took a glass of warm white wine negus, 
and a few oysters, which lasted me till we got 
into the boat, when I began eating gingerbread 
nuts all the way to the packet, and then was per* 
suaded to take a glass of bottled porter, to keep 
every thing snug and comfortable.” 


Paris, Dee. 28 , tSSS. 

DBAR MR. B. 

1 NEVER was SO surprised in my life, as when 
we got your paper here, to see that your printing 
people had called ma’ and me Higginbottom. 1 
was sure, and I told raa’ so, that it could not be 
your fault: because you could not have -made 
such a mistake in my hand-writing, nor could 
you have foigotten me so much, as to have done 
such a thing ; but I suppose you were so happy 
and comfortable with your friends (for judging 
by the number of your enemies, yon must have a 
host of them) at this merry season, that you did 
not pay so much attention to your correspondents 
as usual. I forgive you, my dear Mr. B. Christ- 
mas comes but once a-year, and 1 assure you, 
we had a small lump of roast beef (portion pour 
deux), ftom M. Godeau’s, over the way, to keep 
up our national custom — the man actually asked 
ma’ whether she would have a rost-hif de mouton ; 
so little do they know anything about it. I send 
another portion of ma’s diary; you spelt it dairy 
in the paper : T don’t know whether ma’ put it so 
herself; she is quite pleased at seeing it pub- 
lished, and Mr. Fulmer called, and said it was 
capital. 
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We haBe jut come from the Ambassadox’s 
chapel, and axe going to see St. Cloud diiecfly, 
so I cannot write much myself, but must say 
adieu. Always believe me, dear Mr. B., yours 
truly, 

liAVINIA RAMSBOTTOM. 


ENGLAND AND FRANCE, 

BY DOROTHEA JUUA RAMSBOTTOM. 

( Continued,), 

** When we came near the French shore, a 
batto (which is much the same as a boat in Eng- 
land) came off to us, and to my agreeable sur- 
prise, an Englishman came into our ship ; and 1 
believe he was a man of great consequence, for I 
over-beard him explaining some dreadful quarrel 
which had taken place in our Royal Family. 

'' He said to the master of our ship, that owing 
to the Prince Leopold’s having run foul of the 
Duchess of Kent while she was in stays, the 
Duchess bad missed Deal. By which I conclude 
it was a dispute at cards: however, I want to 
know nothing of state secrets, or I might have 
heard a great deal more, because it appeared that 
the Duchess’s head was considerably injured in 
the scuffle. 

“ I was very much distressed to see that a fat 
gentleman who was in the ship, had fallen mto a 
fit of perplexity by over-reaching himself— he lay 
prostituted upon the floor, and if it had not been 
that we had a doctor in the ship, who immedi- 
ately opened his temporary artery and his jocular 
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.vein, with a lancelot which he had in his pocket, 
I think should have seen his end. 

It was altogether a most moving spectacle : 
he thought himself dying, and all his anxiety in 
the midst of his distress, was to be able to add 
a crocodile to his will, in favour of his niece, 
about whom :hi6 appeared very sanguinary. 

It was quite curious to see the doctor flea- 
bottomizc the patient, which he did without any 
accident, although it blew a perfect harrico at 
the time. I noticed two little children, who 
came out of the boat, with hardly any clothes on 
them, speaking French like anything; a proof 
of the superior education given to the poor in 
France, to that which they get in England from 
Doctor Bell of Lancaster. ' 

When we landed. at Callous, we were ex- 
tremely well received, and I should have enjoyed 
the sight very much, but Mr. Fulmer, and another 
gentleman in the battq, kept talking of nothing 
but how turkey and grease disagreed with each 
other, which, in the then state of my stomach, 
was far from agreeable. 

We- saw the print of the foot of Louis Des- 
weet, the French King, where he first stepped 
whcn^<^^ ^returned to his country: he roust be 
a pr^mgibus heavy man, to have left such a 
deep mark in the stone; we were, surrounded 
by Commissioners, who were so hospitable as to' 
press us to go to their houses without any cere- 
mony. Mr: Fulmer showed our pass-ports to a 
poor old man, with a bit of red ribband tied to 
Ms button-hole, and we weki before the Mayor, 
who is no more like a Mayor than my foot-boy. 
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" Here they took a subscription of ow per- 
sons, and one of the men said that LaTinia; had'a 
jolly mapton, at which the clerks ladled, and 
.several of them said. she was a jolly feel, which 
I afterwards understood meant a -^etty-girl ; I 
misunderstood it for fee, which, bhiRlr public 

office, was a very natural mistake.' 

** We went then to a place they call the Do- 
Anne, where they took away the poll of my ba* 
mch ; I was very angry at this, but they told me 
we were to travel in Lemopade with a biddy, 
which I did not understand, but Mr. Fulmer was 
kind enough to explain it to me as we went to 
the hotel, which is in a narrow street, and con- 
tains a garden and court-yard. 

“ I left it to Mr. Fulmer to order dinner, for I 
felt extremely piquant, as the French call it, and 
a very nice dinner it was — ^we had a purey, which 
tasted very like soup : one of the men said it -was 
made from leather, at least so I understood, but 
it had quite the flavour of. hare I. think it right 
here to caution travellers against the^fish at this 
place, which looks very good, but which 1 have 
reason to believe is very unwholesome, for one 
of the waiters called it poison while spes^ijag to 
the other: the fish was. called marine si^ffiH^but 
it tppeared like veal cutlets. 

* They are so fond of Buonaparte still> that 
they call the table-cloths Naps, in compliment to 
him — riiis I remarked to myself, but said noriiing 
about it to anybody else, for fear of conse- 
quences. 

One of the waiters who spoke English, asked 
me if 1 would have a littile Bergami, which sur- 

o 
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prised me, till Mr. l^almer said, it was the wine 
he was handing about, when 1 refused it, prefer* 
ing' to take a glass of BucepWus. 

. Whmi we had dined we had some coffee, 
which is here called cabriolet; after which, Mr. 
Fulmer asked if we would have a chasse, which 
I thought meant a hunting party, and said 1 
was afraid of going into the fields at that time 
of night — but I found chasse was a lickure 
called cure a sore (from its healing qualities, I 
suppose), and very nice it was— after we had 
taken this, Mr. Fulmer went out to look at the 
jolly feels in the shops of Callous, which 1 thought 
indiscreet in the cold air; however,' I am one as 
always overlooks the little piccadillies of youth. 

" “When we went to accoucher at night, I wa.s 
quite surprised in not having a man for a cham- 
bermaid ; and if it had not been for the entire 
difibrettce of the stile of fhrniture, the appear- 
ance of the place, and the language and dress of 
the attendants, 1 should never have discovered 
that we had changed otir country in the course 
of the day. 

** In the morning early we loft Callous with the 
Lemonade, which is Shafts, with a very tall post- 
boy, in a violet-colqured jacket, trimmed with 
silver; 'be rode a little horse, which is called a 
biddy, and wore a nobbed tail, which thumped 
against his back like a patent self-acting knocker. 
We saw, near Bullion, Buonaparte’s conserva- 
tory, out of which he used to look at England in 
former days. 

Nothing remarkable occurred till we met a 
courier a travelling, Mr. Fulmer said, with des- 
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|)>atch«8; ' tiiese men were called couriers im- 
mediately after the return of -the. Boidwns, in 
compliment to the London newspapef, which 
always wrote in their favour. At Monttule, Mr. 
Fulmer shewed me Sterne’s Inn, and there be 
saw Mr. Sterne himself, a standing at the door, 
- with a French cocked hat upon bis head, over a 
white night cap. Mr. Fulmer asked if he had 
any becauses in his house : but he said nO'; whpt 
they were I do not know to this moment. 

“ It is no use describing the different places 
on our rout, because Paris is the great object of 
all travellers, and therefore 1 shall come to it at 
once— it is reproached by a revenue of trees ; on 
the right of which you see^a dome, like that of 
Saint Paul’s, but not so largb. Mr. Fulmer told 
me it was an invalid, and it did certainly look 
very yellow in the distance^ on the left you per- 
ceive Moat Martyr, so called from the number of 
windmills upon it. 

** I was very much surprised at the height of 
the houses, and the noise of the cm'riages in 
Paris: and was delighted when we got to our 
hotel, which is called Wag Ram ; why, I did not 
like to inquire; it is just opposite the Royal 
’J'imber-yard, which is a fine building, rite name 
of which is cut in stone — Timbre lioyalL. 

* ** The hotel which I have mentioned, is in the 
Rne de la Pay, so called from its being the 
dearest part of the town. At one end of it is the 
place Fumdum, where there is a pillow as high 
as the Trojan’s Pillow at Rome, or the pompous 
in Egypt ; this is a beautiful object, and is made 
of all the- guns, coats, waistcoats, hats, boots 
c2 



88 MBS. bamsbottom’s toub. 

aqd belts, which belonged to the French who 
wejte killed by the cold in Prussia at the fire of 

'' At file top of the pillow is a small apaitmeot, 
which they call a paTillion, and over that a white 
fiag, which I concluded to be hoisted as a remem- 
brauce of Buonaparte, being very like the table- 
cloths X noticed at Callous. 

“ We. lost no time in going into the gardens of 
the Tooleries, where we saw the statutes at large 
in marvel : here we saw Mr. Backhouse and Harry 
Fdney, whoever they might be, and a. beautiful 
grope of Cupid and Physic, together .with, several 
of the Imsks which Lavy has copied, the original 
of which is in the Vacuum at Borne, which was 
formerly an office for government thunder, but is 
now reduced to a stable where the Pope keeps 
his bulls. 

“ Travellers .like us, who are mere birds of 
prey, have no time to waste,, and therefore we 
determined to see all we could in each day, so 
we wemt to the great church,, whiph is called 
.Naughty Dam, where we saw a priest doing 
something at an .altar. Mr. Fulmer begged me 
to observe the knave of the church, but 1 thought 
it too hard to call the man names in bis own 
country,,.^fiiough Mr. Fulmer said he believed 
he was e^rcising the evil spirits in an old lady 
in a black cloak. 

" It was a great day at this church, and we 
staid for mas, so called from the .crowd of people 
who attend it—tbe priest was very much in- 
censedr^we waited out the whole ceretno^y, and 
heard Tedeum sung,, which occupied three hours. 
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** We returned over the Pont Neuf, so esdled 
from being the north bridge in Paris, altd hore 
we saw a beautiful image of Henry Carter; it is 
extremely handsome, and quite green— »I fitncied 
I saw a likeness to the Carters of Portsmouth ; 
but if it is one of his family, his posteriors are 
very much diminished in size and figure. 

" Mr. Fulmer proposed that we should go and 
dine at a tavern called Very— becausO every 
thing is very good diere; and accordingly we 
went, and I never was^so malapropos in myiife : 
there were two or three ladies quite in nubflms ; 
but when I cOme to look lat the bilFof fare, I 
was quite anileated, fbr f perceived that Charlotte 
de Pommes might be sent for for one shilling and 
twopence, and Patty de Veau fdr halfb'^rown. 
I desired Mr. Fulmer to let ns go btii' fae'con* 
vinced me there was no harm in the plttOO, by 
shewing me a dignified clergyman of the Church of 
England and his wife, a eating away like anything. 

“ We had a vonlez vous of fowl, and some 
sailor’s eels, which were very nice, and some 
pieces of crape, so disguised by the sauce that 
nobody who had not been told what it was, 
would have distinguished them frOm pancakes; 
after the sailor’s eels, we . had some pantaloon 
/jutlets, which were savoury : but I did not like 
the writing paper; however, as it was a French 
custom, I eat every bit of it ; they call sparrow- 
grass here asperge, I could not find out why. 

“ If I had not seen what wonderfhl men the 
French cooks are, who actually stew up shoes 
with partridges, and make very nice dishes too, 
I never could have believed the influence they 
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have in tiie politics of the country ; every thing: is 
now decided by the cooks, who make no secret 
of their feelings, and the party who are still for 
Buonaparte call themselves traitors, while those 
who are partizans of the Bonbons are termed 
Restaurateurs, or friends of the Restoration. 

After dinner a Frpnch monshenr,' who, I 
thought, was a waiter^ for he had a bit' of red 
ribbon at his button-hole, just the same as one 
of the waiters had, began to talk to Mr. Fulmer, 
and it was agreed we should go to the play— 
they talked of Racing and Comhill, which made 
me think the mounsheur had been in England;, 
however, it was arranged that we were to go and 
■see Andrew Mackay at the Francay, or Jem 
Narse, or the Bullvards ; but at last it was de- 
cided unanimously, crim. con. tliat we should go 
to see Jem Narse, and So we went — but I never 
saw the man himself after all. 

A very droll person, with long legs and a 
queer face, sung a song, which pleased me very 
much, because 1 understood the end of it per- 
fectly: it was 'tal de lal de lal de lal,’ and 
sounded quite like English. After he had done, 
although every body laughed, the whole house 
called out ‘ beast, beast,’ and the man, notwith- 
standingt was foolish enough to sing it all over 
again.” 

“ Muunlugue-place, Fritlup, April 23, 1824. 

" MY DEAR MR. BULL, 

“ 1 think you will be surprized at the prescription 
of this letter, with the P. P. mark of the two- 
penny post ; but poor Mr. Ramsbottom beii^ 
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seriously ill-disposed, wfi were off from Furls at 
a moment’s notice, for as good fortune would 
have it, my embargo, which 1 wrote abeut, was 
quite removed, by the use of Stjeei^’s hppalittle- 
dog and bang shows every night. 

“ Mr. R. is a little better, and has lost a go6d 
deal of what the, French call song;- indeed our 
medical man relies very much on the use of his 
lancaulet. The fact is, that the turtles is come 
over from tlie West Hinges, and Mr. R. com- 
mitted a fox paw at the King’s Head, in the 
Poultry, which caused our doctor, (who lives in 
this neighbourhood, and is lively as he is kind) 
to !fa.y, that, as Mr. Ramsbottom nearly died by 
Rleaden, so bleeding must restore him. Bleadeu 
is the name of the gentleman who keeps the 
King’s Head, and bleeding, as you know, is the 
vulgar term for fleabottomizing. 

“ I fear you have not received my journal 
regular; nor do 1 think I have told you of bur 
seeing the Lonver, which we did the very day 
before we left Paris. I own, amongst the sta- 
tutes, the Fighting Alligator pleased me most. 
As for Ruben’s pictures, 1 could not look at 
them : for though Mr. Fulmer kept talking of the 
drapery, I saw no drapery at all; and in one, 
wiiich is of Adona.ss preventing Venice from 
being chaste, the lady is sitting on a gold striped 
jacket. Mr. Fulmer said she bad got an enor- 
mous anacreonism, at which Lavy laughed; so 
1 suppose it had some allusion to her favourite 
writer, Mr. Moore, who is called Anacreon— *why 
I never could understand, unless it refers to the 
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fashionable Maladies, which he has introdacedl' 
into the best society. 

“ A beautifnl statute of Apollo with the Hypo- 
crite pleaded me very much, and a Fawn, which 
looks like a woman, done by Mens. Praxytail, a 
French stone-mason, is really curious. 

A picture of the Bicknells, is, I suppose, a 
family grope; but the young women appeared 
tipsy, which is an odd state to be drawn in. The 
statute of Manylaws is very fine, and so is Cupid 
and Physic, different from the one which I noticed 
before. 

Mr. Fulmer shewed us some small old black 
pictures. Which I did not look at much, because 
he told us they were Remnants, and of course 
very inferior. A fine painting, by Carlo my 
Hearty, pleased me; and we saw also something, 
by Sail Yatarosa, a lady, who was somehow 
concerned with the little woman 1 have seen at 
Peckam Fair, in former days, called Lady Morgan. 

“ We bad one dinner at Riches, a coffee-house 
on the Bullwards, and curious enough, it was the 
very day that poor Mr. Bam overeat himself in 
the city. We had some stewed Angles, and a 
couple of Pulls, done up in a dish of Shoe ; which 
is much of a muchness with English fowl and 
cabbage. We had afterwards an amulet sulphur, 
and some things, done in crumbs of bread, which 
they wanted to pass off upon me as wheat-ears ; 
but 1 had not lived at Brighton two seasons for 
nothing, and do happen to know the difference 
between wheat-ears and oysters; and so I told 
them. 
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'* Mr. Fulmer ordered a bottle of Oil of Purdry, 
which tastjed a good deal like Champaigne, but 
he said it was mouse ; the girls liked it, and 
Lavy laughed so loud, that she quite astonished 
an officer of the Chindammery, who was drinking 
cafe at the next table. 

“ I have left my third and fourth daughters 
in Paris, to finish their education : they will be 
taught every thing that girls can be taught, and 
are to be regularly boarded every day (without 
regard to its being Lent) for less than seventy 
pounds per ann. ; and they learn so many more 
things in France than girls do in England, that 
when they return they might set up for mistresses 
themselves. What an advantage there must be 
to a young woman, who is likely to have occasion 
for it in her latter end, in a continent education ; 
they call these schools puncheons. 

“ 1 desired, of course, that the Popish Prater, 
or Priest, might have no communication with my 
girls. 1 don’t approve of what they call the horal 
confession; to be sure it is a mere matter of feel- 
ing ; but r saw one young lady in Saint Suiplice 
one day a confessing away to a fine handsome 
Prater, and I thought it would been much better 
done in some private place, than a church. 1 
understood afterwards she was a lady who had 
been long married, but her husband had no hair 
to his property, and she used to come every day 
and confess to the Prater, and pray for a child — 
poor thing, she seemed very much ih earnest. 

“ The onion of Lavy with Mr. Fulmer is post- 
poned ; his ant is dead, and it would not be 
respectful to be married while the dool (as the 
c 5 
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French call it) continues. T am driven to the 
last moment, as Lavy and her sister are analyz- 
ing themselves to go to see the great picture of 
Pompey, in the Strand. Lavy means to write t(^ 
you next week herself. Yours truly, 

** DOROTHEA J. UAMSBOTTOM.” 

[The Uaipshottoin Ball and Card Party will be found in our 
Volume of the last year; which also contains the Spirit of Jola\ 
Bull, from the conunencement.*j 


THE SILENT HOUR. 

TO * • * * 

Tjie hour is come — the cherish'd hour, 
When from the busy world set free, 

1 seek at length my lonely bowser, 

And muse in silent thought on thee. 
And, oh! how sweet to know that still, 
Tho' sever'd from tliee widely far, 

Our minds llie self-same thought can till — 
' Our eyes yet seek the selt-same star, 
(.'ompulsion from its destined course 
The magnet may awdiile detain. 

But when no more withheld by force, 

It trembles to its north again. 

Thus, tliough the idle world may hold 
My fetter’d thoughts awhile from thee. 
To thee they spring, when uiicontrollVi, 

In all the warmth of liberty. 

The faithful dove, where'er by day 
Through fields of air her pinions rove, 
Still seeks, when daylight dies away, 

The shelter of her native grove. 

So at this calm, this silent hour, 

Whate’er the daily scenes I see, 

My heart (its joyless wand'rings o'er) 
Returns unalter'd still to thee. 


John BuiL 



DcMgiicvl by Uobeit Ciuik»liank. 


THE DOUBLE ASSAULT; 

Or, a regular UPSET. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.^Xo. If. 

Mr. Phineas Wiggins, a Westminster 
chandler, appeared before the Magistrate, to 
charge Mr, Theophilus Thoughtful with having 
«tssaultcd his person, damaged and destroyed his 
goods, defamed his character, and otherwise mal- 
treated him, * 

Mister Phineas Wiggins, was a little dapper- 
looking costermonger, with a countenance some- 
what resembling an intelligent muffin, compressed 
into certain indefinite forms by the thumb and 
linger of the kitchen deity: he w^as clean robed, 
shaved, and decorated with his white /agr in front, 
and tiddivated up to his elbows in a pair of un- 
blemished (not lawn) but Holland sleeves : all of 
which personal illustrations had been no doubt < 
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assumed, to give his Worship some idea of the 
assaultee’s great respectability. 

The assaulter, Mr.Theophilus Thoughtful, was 
of the generic race denominated exquisite, not the 
superlative or hyper-ex. — nor yet of the outre dandy, 
or double distilled; but of the gentler species, 
partaking of the idler, or insipid, and the genteel 
dulness of the finished roue. In bis altitude, as 
much above the assaultee as he was in manners ; 
in his person he bore evident marks of deterio- 
ration ; strong symptoms of having been in con- 
tact with some hard substances in front, and vice 
versa, of having endured the “ pitiless peltings” 
of some soft substances behind ; the yellow ves- 
tiges of which still clinging about his exterior 
vestment, created very suspicious (but unde- 
served) sensations in the olfactory organs of the 
bystanders. 

Mr. Fhincas Wiggins opened his case thus : — 
“ May it pleese yur Vurship, I keeps a chandler’s 
shop and heating-house in Peter-street, Vestmin- 
ster, vere I sells a number of small articles, with 
hoysters and green grocery, and on tothcr side 
my shop I cooks hot joints, good soups, and rich 
puddings in th^day time; and at night I frizzles a 
few sheep’s heads, and makes prime hot-faggots 
out of thur plucks, for the benefit of the public. 
Veil, your Vurship, as T said, there I have been 
living, man and boy, any time these twenty years— 
thought much of by my vife, treated kindly by 
my neighbours, respected by the gentlemen-cos- 
termongors, and always reckoned a remarkably 
honest man. Now, pleese your Vurship, last 
Friday night, about half-past nine o’clock, 1 vas 
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valking by the AdmiralUty in my vay home 
with some fine sheep’s plncks, three pound 
of candles, half an ounce of black pepper, two 
ounces of mustard, and a prime lot of new-laid 
heggs, in a hamper on my knowledge-box, when 
1 overtook this here gemman swaggering along 
before me, ven just at the same unlucky 
moment one of the Golden-cross porters vas 
coming tother way, loaded like an helephant, 
with a trunk upon his nob. “ How are you 
Phinee ?” says he (for he’s a bit of a customer, 
your Vurship) ; ven £ vent for to look up to see 
hoo it vas, and flush comes this hero gemman 
against me, and up vent the hamper, and down 
came the candles, and the mustard, and sheep’s- 
heads, and the eggs, all smash into the mud, and 
slap came the porter’s box upon them, and wery 
queero 1 looked about it, your Vurship may de- 
pend on’t. “ Hallo ! !” says I — “ you’re a pretty 
gemman, am’t you;”— “Vat do yon mean by 
that? ” says he. — “ Can’t you see were you’re a 
going, my master?” says the porter. — “ No, I 
can’t, you rascal,” says he, “ for you’ve shov’d 
out my eye.”— “ Veil, Sir,” says I, " that’s no 
Gad a mercy o’mine ; you’ve spoil’d all my com- 
modities, and smashed my eggs : and now you 
must pay for ’eVn.” — “ Dam your eggs,” says 
he, “ they were all rotten and then he pro- 
ceeded to scrape himself down, and took no 
notice of me.— Altho’ I was choking vith rage at 
being called in the public street a dealer in rot- 
ten eggs, howsomdever I put it to him again, if he 
meant a poor man like me to suffer for his vant 
of keeping a good look out.— “ Vy, as to that,” 
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says he, I think I’m the greatest suferer^ 
having got myself all bedaubed with your rotten 
filth ; and eye jamm’d into ray head by that 
faaniiKtars trunk.” And then he said sometbuig 
about hinditing us both for an assault ; and ven 
1 tried to monstrate, he swore he would tip me 
a smeller^ and a ameller he vou’d have tipt me, if 
I hadn’t called the vatch ; and so here he is, your 
Varship,. to answer for his doings.” 

Mr. Thcophilus Thoughtful having made a pro- 
found bow to his Worship, now advanced to the 
table; he was, he said, a literary character, and 
had been. on the evening in question to his prin- 
ter’s at Charing-Cross, to correct some proof 
sheets; when returning peaceably homewards^ 
buried in deep abstraction on his forthcoming 
work, and contemplating on the profound science 
of metaphysics, he all at once felt the angle of a 
huge mass forced longitudinally into the orifice 
of his ocular organ with the violence of an earth- 
quake, and at the same time felt his spinal ex- 
tremities and his ultimatum covered by a shower 
of slimy material of a very offensive odour, which 
he had since discovered to be the dura mater of 
a hamper of rotten eggs ; in the concussion his 
head had suffered s< verely, as his Worship could 
perceive, and his wardrobe had been rendered 
entirely unfit for future service. Instead of 
apx^earing there as the assaulter, he contended he 
ought to be considered as the assaultee, for ho 
verily believed both the fellows were stupidly 
drunk. 

Bless my soul ! how can you say so ? ” said 
Mr. Phineas Wiggins, interrupting him — you 
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mean you was stupidly blind, — or you vou’d 
never ha^ e backed into my egg-basket.” 

Sir Richard Birnie, after condoling with poor 
Mr. Theophilus Thoughtful on the damage he 
hud already sustained, advised him to come to 
some compromise with Mr, Phineas Wiggins, as 
the best way of backing out of the business ; for, 
observed Sir Richard, if literary characters will 
walk in the public streets blitad-folded among the 
illiterate, they must expect to meet with a few 
bard knocks. 

To this truism Mr. Theophilus Thoughtful rea- 
dily assented ; paid the chandler for his eggs ; — 
apologised for having called them rotten drew 
the patch over his clouded vision ; and retired 
from the office ruminating on the incident, and 
determined to make something of it, and reiin- 
l.'urse himself by writing an essay on the subject 
for the Monthly Magazines, — Original. 

SONNET, FRO.\I THE ITALIAN. 

There is no God, the fool in secret said — 

Tliere is no God that rules on earth or sky: 

Tear off the band that fohls the wretch’s head, 

That God may burst upon his faithless eye. 

Is there no God? — the stars in myriads spread, 

If he look up, the blasphemy deny, 

^ Whilst his own features in the mirror read. 

Reflect the image of Divinity. 

Is there no God ? — the stream that silver flows, 

The air he breathes, the ground lie treads, the trees, 

Tiie flowers, the grass, tlie sands, each wind that blows, 

All speak of God : throughout one voice agrees, 

And eloquent his dread existence shows : 

Blind to thyself, aJi, see him, fool, in these. 

London M'lgazine, 
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CROSS READINGS. 

Visitors to the metropolis are respectfully 
invited — to be sold by auction by Messrs. Adams, 
at 42s. to 48s. per dozen. 

Ever anxious to prevent imposition. Day and 
Martin respectfully inform the public that — the 
lirst number of the Monthly Critical Gazette will 
be — a general assortment of warrants, subpoenas, 
summonses, &c. 

Important information — His Grace the Duke 
of Wellington — arrived at C. Holmes’s waggon- 
warehouse, Jesus College Lane — where he was 
enthroned, and put in possession of — five or six 
bakers — and the up-shot is not a little snrp rising 

University intelligence. — Congregations will be 
holden for the purpose of— the removal of— lOd 
pipes of wine. 

Letters from St. Petersburgh of the 20tb March 
state, that — Dr. Bethel, the newly-appointed Bi- 
.shop of Gloucester, arrived in — the Independent 
Tallyho Post Coach. 

Birth — The Lady of , Esq., of— a 

fine-toned piano-forte — empty casks, and a variet y 
of other effects— For particulars inquire of tlie 
auctioneer. 

Mirmr, 

' « 

ADVICE. 

Mr. 

Your eyes are so bad, you’d do well to repair. 

And seek the assistance of oculist Ware. 

Lord 

Not I, by my faith, for so bad as they arc, 

is mainly— nay, solely— occa.sioiied by wear, Chronkl^, 
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THE PRAISE OF EATING. 

Ye sons of the platter give ear 
Venter habet aures^ they say. 

The praise of good eating to hear, 

You’ll never be out of the way; 

But with knives sharp as razors, and stomachs ns keen, 
Stand ready to cut through the fat and the lean — 

Through the fat and the lean,— 

Sit ready to cut through the fat and the lean. 

The Science of eating is old, 

Its antiquity no man can doubt. 

Though Adam was squeamish, we’re told 
Eve soon found a dainty bit out ; 

Then with knives sharp as razors, and stomaclis as keen, 
Our passage let’s cut tlirough the fat and tlie lean — 

&c. & 


Through the world, from the West to the East, 
Whether City, or Country, or Court, 

There’s no honest man, whether Laic or Priest, 

But with pleasure partakes in the sport. 

And with knife sharp as razor, and stomach as keen. 

His passage doth cut through the fat and the lean — 

- See. & 

They may talk of their roast and their boiled. 

They may talk of their stew and their fry, 

I am gentle simplicity’s child. 

And I dote on a West-Hiding pie, 

•While with knife sharp as razor, and stomach as keen, 

I splash through the crust to the fat and the lean — 

&c. c\ 

Bl<icku'ood*s Ma^azif 
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TRAVELLING. 

Going abroad is now so common and so vulgar, 
that it is almost more genteel to stay at home ; 
and a person who has travelled the five hundred 
miles out of England, which constitute capability 
for the Travellers’ Club, is much less of a curi- 
osity than one who has travelled the same dis- 
tance tn it. The cataracts of the Nile are better 
known than the Falls of the Clyde; those rave 
about St. Peter’s who never saw St. Paul’s; 
and like the Scotchman who hurried home from 
Italy to see a magnificent view on his own estate, 
of which he had first received intelligence from a 
foreigner — so Englishmen will be put to the blush 
at Versailles and St. Denis, by puzstling ques- 
tions about Windsor and Westminster Abbey. — 
A book in praise of our country is perhaps the 
only sort of book that would not pay the ex- 
pences of publication ; it would have the dulncss 
of a sonnet to one’s wife, and the insipidity of 
English wines ; it would be as little purchased as 
British lace, and as little regarded as an appeal 
in behalf of British manufacturers. Not till war 
again closes the Continent, and tourists and tra- 
vellers are thrown out of foreign employ, will 
they condescend to visit or describe our own 
lovely scenery. Then Devonshire and Derby- 
shire, Wales and Westmoreland, must per farce 
excite ecstacies and employ pens ; then exagge- 
ration will succeed indifference, Mont Blanc bow 
to Ben Nevis, and Milan Cathedral shrink before 
York Minster. Rather than not add his mite to' 
the mountain of books that is overwhelming our 
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land^ a predestined author would accomplish his 
fate by publishing First Impressions on Box- 
hill/’ or Reminiscences of Clapham Common.” 

New Monthly* 


MISCHANCES IN MARRIAGE. 

It happened four couple one day were presented 
At the same parish churcli to be wed ; 

* Tfiey had plighted their vows,'^«nd their friends had conseiued ; 

So the lirst to the altar was led. 

Die service proceeded till come to the clause — 

For better, worse, richer, or poorer 
For worse*' and for poorer’* he would not — because 
From these he could never insure her ; 

But CO " richer" niid better" he vow’d to comply. 

The parson demurr'd to proceeding : 

The bridegroom persisted the words to deny. 

And retired with a bow of good breeding. 

Die second approach’d, and the service was read, 

Till the bridegroom proceeded to ring her, 

When alas ! it appeared they could never be wed, 

For the poor bride hud lost her I'ing finger. 

To the third, a young couple, no obstacle rose. 

That they should not then be united; 

And the service proceeded almost to its close, 

And their vows were about to be pliglited,— ^ 

[3ut, jusCas those vows had nearly pronounced 
By the bride, iii a voice linn and steady, 

'V stra iger arriv’d in great haste, and announced 
'Vhal the bride had a husband already, 

‘ Mischance on mischance,’’ cried the priest in a pet; 

But the fourth couple still was rernaiiiing, 

\nd hoping, of them all his fees he should get, 
lie determined to stifle couiplutniug. 
tut scarce liad he read to tlie first warning clause, 

When the father desired, as a favour, 
te would hasten the reading the service — because 
Tfte bride was just taken in labour. 

Literary Chronicle. 
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AN EPITAPH, 

Or, punning RUN MAD. 

Here lies old John Magee, late the landlord at the Sun, 

He never had an ail^ unless when all his ale was done : 

The Sun was on the sign, tho' what sign his sun was on, 

No studior of the Zodiac could ever hit upon. 

Some said it was Aquarius, so queerious he’d get; 

But he declared no soda-hack should ever share his whet ; 

His burnish’d sun was sol-o, soul-hcart’ning was his cheer. 

And quaffing of good porter long kept him from his hievy 
As draughtsman he’d no equal, his drawings were so good, 

And many a noble draught has he taken from the wood , — 

Rare spirited productions, with tasty views near Cork; 

And then he had a score or two rum characters in chalk. 

Above the mantle-taillee his tally it was nail’d, 

And tho’ he had lost one eye-sight, his hop^ticks never fail’d. 
Good ale and cider sold here, oft made the soldier half, 

And sailor Jack, his sail aback, would hoist aboard his malt ; 
Most cordially he’d pour out a cordial for the fair, 

Whose peeper meant to ogle the pepper-mint so rare. 

While buxom Jean would toss off the juniper so gay, 

And swear it was both sw'ect and nice as any shrub in May. 

At last John took to drinking, and drank till drunk with drink, 
His stuffing he would stuff in till stuff began to shrink ; 

Tho’ mistress shook her hand high, he suck’d the sugar-candy. 
And often clos’d his brand eye by tippling of the brandy : 

His servants always firking, his hrlLins ran so fast. 

And staggering round his oar-rails, his barrels breath’d their last 
And when he treated'a/Z/nmds his Hollands ran away, 

Nor reap’d he fruit from any seed for aniseed to pay. 

And tho’ he drank the bitters, his bitters sti’l increas’d, 

He pufft the more parfait aucour till all his efforts ceas’d. 

The storm, alas ! was brewing, the brewer drew his till. 

And Mrs. Figg, for ’bacca, to back her brought her bill. 
Distillers still’d liis spirits, but couldn’t still his mind; 

He told the bailiff he would try a bail if he could find ; 

But fumbling round the tajj-room. Death tapp’d him on the head 
So here he lies quite flat and stale, because, d’ye see, he’s dead. 

Literary Gazette. 
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SINGULAR ADVERTISEMENT. 

The following singular advertisement is copied 
from The New London Connecticut Gazette: 

THE SUBSCRIBER 

Being determined not to move from this state, requests all 
persons indebted, to pay particular attention to his 
New definition of an Old Grammar, viz. 

Present Tense 
I am. Thou art. lie is. 

1 am * ^ In want of money. 

"I’hou artf (^Indebted to me. 

Tie is t i Shortly to be authorised, for the want thereof to 
' take the body. 

Unless immediate payment is made, you must expect to take a 
lecture upon my new pluraL 

I'he Subscriber offers for sale, at his store, two rods south of the 
Fish-market, the following articles, viz. 

Solid ArgufnentS’-^liot Oysters, boiled Lobsters, Ilam and Eggs, 
Butter and Cheese, 6cc, 

AgUations^CideTf Vinegar, Salt, Pickles, &c. 

Grievances — Pepper-Sauce, Mustard, Cayenne- Pepper, &c. 
Punishments — Eum, Brandy, j^in. Bitters, &c. 

Snperjluilics — Snuff, Tobacco, Segars, Pomatum, &c. 
Pxtrfwrdmaries, — Sea Serpent’s Bones, Wooden Shoes, Water 
Witches, etc. 

N. B, The above articles will be exchanged for 

Necasaries, viz. — Bank Bills at par, Crowns, Dollars, half dittoi, 
quarter ditto, Pistareens, Nine-penny pieces, Four-penny- 
halfpcnnny ditto, or Cents. 

Term (if Payment^One half the sum down, and the other half 
on the delivery of the articles. 

* Andrew Smith. t Any one the coat fits. 

I Hezekiah Goddard, Sheriff’s Deputy. 
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Rudiments gratis, viz. 

Those indebted fur ... Arguments 
Must not be - - • Agitated ; 

Nor think it a - - - - Grieranre 

If they should meet * - Punishment 

For calling for such ... Superfluities ; 

Nor think it - • - Extraordinary 

That I find it - - - - Necessary 

To demand immediate - - Payment. 

ANDREW SMITH. 

The smallest favour itiankfully received. 

New London, March 1, 1819. J. W. Jun. 


THE GHOST AND THE COUNTRY CLUB. 

In all ages, persons of weak intellects have 
believed in apparitions; and in all relations of this 
kind, there is manifestly an endeavour to make 
the events as supernatural, wonderful, and as 
well attested as possible, to prevent the suspi- 
cion of trick, and to silence all objections’ which 
might be made to their credibility. In compli- 
ance with this custom, we will recount a story 
of a ghost, which scemsdto possess all the de- 
sired requisites. 

At a town in the West of England, twenty-four 
persons were accustomed to assemble once a 
week, to drink, smoke tobacco, and talk politics. 
Like the academy of Rubens, at Antwerp, each 
member had his peculiar chair, and the pre- 
sident’s was more elevated than the rest. As 
one of the members had been in a dying state 
for some time, bis chair, whilst he was absent, 
remained vacant. 

When the club met on the usual night, inqui- 
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Ties were naturally made after their associate. 
As he lived in the adjoining house, a particular 
friend went ' to .inquire after him, and returned 
with the melancholy intelligence, that he could 
not survive the night. This threw i gloom on 
the company, and all efforts to torn the conver- 
sation from the sad subject before them were 
ineffectual. About midnight the door opened; 
and the form, in white, of the dying or dead man, 
walked into the room, and took his seat in his 
accustomed chair. There he remained in silence, 
and in silence was he gazed at. The apparition 
continued a sufficient time in the chair to assure 
all who were present of the reality of the vision. 
At length he arose, and stalked towards the door, 
which he opened, as if living — went out, and shut 
the door after him. After a long pause, some 
one, at last, had the resolution to say, If only 
one of os had seen this, he would not have been 
believed; but it is impossible that so many of 
us can have beet) deceived.” The company, by 
degrees, recovered their speech, and the whole 
conversation, as may be imagined, was upon the 
dreadful object which had engaged their atten- 
tion. They broke up, and went home. In the 
morning,; inquiry w'as made after their sick friend. 
It was answered by an account of bis death, 
which happened nearly about the time of his 
appearance in the club-room. There could be 
little doubt before ; but now, nothing could be 
more certain than the reality of the apparition, 
which had been simultaneously seen by so many 
persons. It is unnecessary to .say, that such a 
story spread over the country, and found credit 
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even from infidels : for in this case, all reasoning 
became superflnons, when opposed to a plain 
fact, attested by three-and-twenty witnesses. To 
assert the doctrine of the Jived laws of nature, was 
ridiculous, when there were so many, people of 
credit to prove that they might be unfixed. Years 
rolled on, and the story was almost forgotten. 

One of the club was an apothecary. In the 
course of his practice he was called to an old 
woman, whose business it was to attend sick 
persons. She told him that she could leave the 
world with a quiet conscience, hut fur one thing, 
which lay upon her mind. Do yon not remember 
Mr. whose ghost has been so much talked 
of? I was his nurse. On the night of his death 
1 left his room for something I wanted. 1 am 
sure 1 had not been absent long ; but, at my 
return, I found the bed vnthout my patient I Ue 
was delirious, and 1 feared that he had thrown 
himself out of the window. I was so frig(vr)ened 
that I had no power to stir ; but, after some 
time, to my great astonishment, he entered the 
room, shivering, and his teeth chattering, laid 
himself down on the bed, and died ! Considering 
my negligence as the cause of his death, T kept 
this a secret, lur fear of what might be done to 
me. Though I could have contradicted all the 
story of the ghost, 1 dared not to do it. I knew, 
by what had happened, that it was he himself 
who had been in the club-room (perhaps recol- 
lecting it was the night of meeting) : but I hope 
God and the poor gentleman’s friends will for- 
give me,. and I shall die contented.” 

, Lady's Magazine. 
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WATCHES AND WATCHEES. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STKEET— No. HI. 

It behoves every person who carries a watch 
in his fob at this moment, to watch his fob well 
— or^eas the poet singeth, 

■ “ He who a watch would wear, this he must do— ' 

“ Pocket his wiacb, and watch his pocket too;” 

otherwise every sach persbn will be in imminent 
tlanger of having his watch go very irregularly. 
Scarcely ah hour passes in this metropolis, with- 
out some unfortunate igentkiilihn or other finding 
his watch eHher going too fast, or quite gone; 
and no wonder; for the' said metropolis never 
was more infested with these wiiose bnsihessfit 
is to get them to go, at the present moment. 
One of these watch-wftching worthies, a stout 
young Irishman, named Johq: Sheen,: who bas 
made it |iis busihess to w%toh for watefies about' 
tlie Opera-house every night thU ee^|i, was 

D ‘ 
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brought before Sir Richard Bimie, charged with 
having made a violent attempt on the watch of a 
gentleman, named Stevens. V 

This Mr. Stevens was leaving the Opera-house 
on Saturday night, when John Sheen, backed by 
other professors, went bustling up in front of him, 
while another worthy from behind, suddenly en- 
circled his head mth both hands; and then John 
Sheen made such a desperate tug at his watch, 
that the pendant broke. John Sheen and his 
companion instantly made off, in different direc- 
tions, with the chain and seals ; and Mr. Stevens 
followed John Sheen, crying, “Stop thief!” but, 
unfortunately, in thus following, slipped down, 
and fractured his arm. John Sheen also cried, 
“Stop thief!” as he ran; but the ruse did not 
answ'er; for the w'atchmcn caught him, as he was 
trying to give his pursuers the slip, by creeping, 
on all fours, under the hackney-coachcs whicli 
w'cre then and there assembled. 

The property was not found upon him ; and in 
his defence, he boldly denied having had any 
thing to do with the matter. 

“What brings you at the Opera every night?” 
said the Magistrate. “ I never was at the Opera 
in my life!” replied John. — “Perhaps not; but 
what brings you at the Opera-Ao««e?” said the 
Magistrate. “To look at the folks coming out,” 
replied John; “but I defy any body to say I am 
there every night, or that 1 ever did any thing 
wrong.” 

This was an unfortunate challenge for poor 
John ; for it was instantly answered by the oaths 
of at least half a dozen witnesses, by whose 
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evidence it appeared, that ho had been several 
times pmished for picking pockets^ and one of 
them ad^d, that his own father, when told of his 
present capture, said, I am glad of it ! and 1 
hope they will transport him this time, or else he 
will come to the gallows !” 

He was fully committed to. take his trial, for 
having taken the chain, &c. from the prosecutor, 
with force and violence. 

Be//’* £»/e in London. 


TOUCHING THE SPANISH*. 

*• Gold from Law can take out the sting." 

Beggar's Operas act iii. scene IS. 


The ago of chivalry is gone/* 

And Quixote^ brave, heroic Don^ 

Disowns the wretch of Cadiz: 

But he that truckles to the foe, 

May well all gallantry forego, 

And war with gentle ladies. 

It well becomes such righteous laws. 

The Spaniard’s and the Frenchman’s cause, 

(No deeper need we probe them), 

That they, whom women helpless left, 

Of manly succour all bereft/ 

Should bully first, then rob them ! 

* See the late Spanish judgments on women. 

Chronicle^ 
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TH^ SPIRITS OF THE AG«. 

No. L— JEREMY BENTHAM. 

Mr. Bentham is one of those persons who 
verify the old adage, that a prophet has no 
honour,' except out of his own country.” His 
reputation lies at the circumference, and the 
lights of his understanding are reflected, with 
increasing lustre, on the other side of the globe. 
His name is little known in England, better in 
Europe, best of all in the plains of Chili and 
the mines of Mexico. He has offered consti- 
tutions for the New World, and legislated for 
future times. The people of Westminster, where 
he lives, know little of such a person ; but the 
Siberian savage has received cold comfort from 
his lunar aspect, and may say to him with Cali- 
ban, " I know thee, and thy dog, and thy bush” — 
the tawny Indian may hold out the hand of fel- 
lowship to him across the Great Pacific. Wc 
believe that the Empress Catherine corresponded 
with him ; and we know that the Emperor Alex- 
ander called upon him, and presented him with 
his miniature in a gold' snuff-box, which the phi- 
losopher, to his eternal honour, returned. Mr. 
Hobhouse is a greater man at the hustings. Lord 
Rollc at Plymouth-dock ; but Mr. Bentham won*ld 
carry it hollow, on the score of popularity, at 
Paris or Pegu. The reason is, that our author’s 
influence is purely intellectual. He has devoted 
his life to the pursuit of abstract and general 
truths, and to those studies — that waft a thought 
from Indus to the Pole,” — and has never mixed 
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himself up with personal intrigues or party poli> 
tics. He once,, indeed, stuck up a handrbill to 
say, that*lie (JTeremy Bentham) befaig of sound 
mind, was of opinion, that Sir Samuel Romilly 
was tbe most proper person to represent West- 
minster; but this was tbe wbim of tbe moment. 
Otherwise, bis reasonings, if true at all, are true 
everywhere alike : his speculations concern hu- 
manity at large, and are not confined to the hun- 
dred, or bills of mortality. It is in moral as 
in physical magnitude: the little is seen only 
near; the greater appears in its proper dimen- 
sions, only from a more commanding point of 
view, and gains strength with time, and elevation 
from distance ! 

Mr. Bentham is very much among philosophers 
what La Fontaine was among poets — in general 
habits, and in all, but his professional pursuits, 
he is a mere child. He lias lived for the last 
forty years in a house in Westminster, over- 
looking the Park, like an anchoret in his cell, 
reducing law to a system, and the nund of man 
to a machine. He hardly ever goes out, and 
sees very little company. The favoured few, 
who have the privilege of the entree, are always 
admitted one by one. He does not like to have 
witi: esses to his conversation. He talks a geat 
deal, and listens to nothing but facts. When 
any one calls upon him, he invites them to take 
a turn round his garden with him ; (Mr. Bentham 
is an economist of his time, and sets apart this 
portion of it to air and exercise) — and there you 
may .see the lively old man, his mind still buoy- 
ant with thought, and with the prospect of futu- 
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rity, in eager conversation with some opposition 
member^ some expatriated patriot^ or Transat^ 
lantic adventurer, urging the extinction of close 
boroughs, or planning a code of laws for some 
lone island in the watery waste his walk 
almost amounting to a run, his tongue keeping 
pace’ with it in shrill, cluttering accents, negligent 
in his person, his dress, and his manner, intent 
only on his grand theme of utility— or pausing 
perhaps for want of breath, and with lack-lustre 
eye, to point out to the stranger a stone in the 
wall at the end of his garden, (over-arched by 
two beautiful cotton-trees) inscribed to the Prince 
of Poets, which marks the house where Milton 
Ibrmerly lived. To show how little the refine- 
ments of taste or fancy enter into our author\s 
system, he proposed at one time to grub up these 
beautiful trees, to convert the garden wlicre he 
had breathed the air of truth and heaven for 
near half a century, into a paltry Chreistomathic 
School, and to make Milton’s house (the cradle^ 
of Paradise Lost) a thoroughfare, like a thre<'- 
stalled stable, for all the rabble of Westminstci 
to pass backwards and forwards to it, with their 
cloven hool’s. Let us not, however, be getting 
on too fast— Milton himself taught a school! 
—There is something not altogether dissimilar 
between Mr. Bentham’s appearance, and the 
portraits of Milton — the same silvery tone, a 
few dishevelled hairs, a peevish, yet puritanical 
expression, an irritable temperament, corrected 
by habit and discipline. Or, in modern times, 
he is something between Franklin and Charles 
Fox, with the comfortable double chin, and sleek 
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thriving look of the one, and the quivering lip, 
the restless eye, and animated acutenees of the 
other. His eye is quick and lively, but it glances 
not from object to object, but from thought to 
thought. He is evidently a man occupied with 
some train of fine and inward association. He 
regards the people about him no more than the 
flies of a. summer. He meditates the coming age. 
He hears and sees only what suits his purpose, 
some ** foregone conclusion and looks out loir 
facts and passing occurrences, only to put them 
into his logical machinery, and grind them into 
the dust and powder of some.subtle theory, as 
the miller looks out for grist to his mill ! Add to 
this physiognomical sketch, the minor points 
of costume, the open shirt-collar, the single- 
breasted coat, the old-fashioned half boots and 
ribbed stockings ; and you will find in Mr. Ben- 
tham’s general appearance, a singular mixture of 
boyish simplicity, and of the vcnerableness of 
age. In a word, our celebrated jurist presents a 
.striking illustration of the difference between the 
philosophical and the regal look : that is, between 
the merely abstracted and the merely personal. 
There is a lack-a-daisical bonhommie about his 
whole aspect, none of the fierceness of pride 
or power; an unconscious neglect of his own 
person, instead of a stately assumption of supe- 
riority ; a good-humoured, placid intelligence, 
not a lynx-eyed watchfulness, as if it wished to 
make others its .prey, or was afraid they might 
turn and rend him; he is a beneficent spirit, 
prying into the universe, not lording it over it ; 
a thoughtful speotator of the scenes of life, or 
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raminator on the fate of mankind, not a painted 
pageant, a stupid idol set up on its pedestal of 
pride, for men to fall down and worship with 
Idiot fear and wonder, at the thing tiiemselves 
have made, knd which, without that fear and 
wonder, would itself be nothing ! 

* * « * « « « 

Mr. Bentham’s method of reasoning, though 
comprehensive and exact, labours under the 
defect of most systems — it is too topical. It 
includes every thing, but it includes every thing 
alike. It is rather like an inventory than a valua- 
tion of different arguments. Every possible sug- 
gestion finds a place, so that the mind is dis- 
tracted as much as enlightened by this perplexing 
accuracy. The exceptions seem as important as 
the rule. By attending to the minute, we over- 
look Ihe great; and in summing up an account, 
it will not do merely to insist on the number of 
items, without considering their amount. Our 
author’s page presents a very nicely dove-tailed 
mosaic pavement of legal common-places. We 
slip and slide over its even surface without being 
arrested any where. Or his view of the human 
mind resembles a map, rather than a picture: the 
outline, the disposition is correct, but it wants 
colouring and relief. There is a< technicality of 
manner, which renders his writings of more value 
to the professional inquirer than to the general 
reader. Again, his style is unpopular, not to say 
unintelligible. He writes a language of his own, 
that darkens knowledge. His works have been 
translated into French — they ought to be trans- 
lated into English. People woitder that Mr. Ben- 
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tham has not been prosecuted for the boldness 
and severity of some of bis invectives. He might 
wrap up high treason in one of his inextricable 
periods, and it would never find its way into 
Westminster Hall. He is a kind of manuscript 
author — he writes a cypher-hand, which the 
vulgar do not pry into. The construction of his 
sentences is a curious framework, with pegs and 
hooks, to hang his thoughts upon, for his own 
use and guidance, but quite out of the reach of 
any body else. It is a barbarous philosophical 
jargon with all the repetitions, parentheses, for- 
malities, uncouth nomenclature and verbiage of 
law-Latin; and what makes it worse, it is not 
mere verbiage, but has a great deal of acuteness 
and meaning in it, which you would be glad to 
pick out if you could. In short, Mr. Bentham 
writes as if he had but a single sentence to 
express his whole view of a subject in, and as if, 
should he omit a single objection, circumstance, 
or step of the argument, it would be lost to 
the world for ever, like an estate, by a single 
flaw in the title-deeds. This is overrating the im- 
portance of our own discoveries, and mistaking 
the nature and object of language altogether. Mr.. 
Bentham has acquired this disability — it is not 
natural to him. His admirable little work On 
Usury, published forty years ago, is clear, easy, 
and spirited. Mr. Bentham has shut himself up 
since then “ in nook monastic,” conversing only 
with followers of his own, or with “ men of 
Ind,” and has endeavoured to overlay his natural 
humour, sense, spirit, and style, with the dust 
and cobwebs of an obscure solitude. The best. 

D 5 



58 


JEREMV BENTHAM. 


of it is, he thinks his present mode of expressing 
himself perfect, and that, whatever may be ob- 
jected to his law or logic, no one can find the 
least fault with the purity, simplicity, and per- 
spicuity of his style. 

Mr. Bentham, in private life, is an amiable and 
exemplary character. He is a little romantic 
or so ; and has dissipated part of a handsome 
fortune in practical speculations. He lends an 
ear to plausible projectors, and if he cannot 
prove them to be wrong in their premises or their 
conclusions, thinks himself bound m reason to 
stake his money on the venture. Strict logicians 
are licensed visionaries. Mr. Bentham is half- 
brother to the late Mr. Speaker Abbott — Proh 
ptulor! He was educated at Eton, and still takes 
our novices to task about a passage in Homer, 
or a metro in Virgil. lie was afterwards at the 
University, and he has described the scruples of 
an ingenious youthful mind about subscribing 
the articles, in a passage in his Church of Eng- 
landism, which smacks of truth and honour both, 
and does one good to read it in an age, when 

to be honest (or not to laugh at the very idea 
of honesty) is to be one man picked out of ten 
thousand Y* Mr. Bentham relieves his mind 
sometimes, after the fatigue of study, by playing 
on a noble organ, and has a relish for Hogarth's 
prints. He tunis wooden utensils in a lathe, for 
exercise, and fancies he can turn men in the 
same manner. He has no great fondness for 
poetry, and can hardly extract a moral out of 
Shakspeare. His house is warmed and lighted 
with steam. He is one of those who prefer the 
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artificial to the natural in most things, and think 
the mind of man omnipotent. He has a great 
contempt for out-of-door prospects, for green 
fields and trees, and is for referring every thing 
to utility. There is a little narrowness in this, 
for if all the sources of satisfaction were taken 
away, what is to become of utility itself? It is 
indeed the great fault of this able and extraor- 
dinary man, that he has concentrated his facul- 
ties and feelings loo entirely on one subject and 
pursuit, and has not “ looked enough abroad into 
universality.” 

Neto London 


SHADE OF NAPOLEON. 

He, at whose bidding countless treasures rolled, 

At whose high mandate empires were controlled ; 

He, by whose rapid glance and fatal breath 
Embattled tnillioiiH crowded on to death; 

On whose least nod the fate of nations hung; 

Whom orators have praised, and poets sung; 

At whose command the arch triumphal shone, 

Tlie brazen column and the gilded dome; 

Who o’er the mountains hung in air his road, 

Who looked, who spoke, and was believed a god. 

Where is he now? on what new field of war 
Drives the victorious Emperor King his car ? 

Exiled his throne— a captive to his foe — 

E’en Death denies the wretch a glorious blov/ . 

On shores remote— the stone without a name, 

Marks the last refuge of this child of fame ! 

C/tronide, 
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NEW YEARS GIFTS. 

The King of Light, father of aged Time, 

Hath brought about that day which is the prime 
To the slow gliding monks, when every eye 
Wears symptoms of a sober jollity*. 

The ushering in of the New Year with rejoic- 
ings, presents, and good wishes, is a custom of 
immemorial antiquity. The Romans, it is ob- 
served by an old writer on this subjectf, made 
presents even when their year consisted of only 
ten months, of thirty-six days each, and began in 
March, as well as when January* and February 
were added by Numa to the ten others ; and Ro- 
mulus and Tatius made an order that every yeat 
Vervine should bo offered to them, with other 
gifts, as tokens of good fortune for the year. 

So in an old translation of Polydore Virgil: 

Gevyng of New Year’s Giftes had its orig;inal there 
likewise (in ancient Rome) for Suetonius Tran- 
quillus reporteth, that the knights of Rome gave 
yerely, on the calends of January, a present to 
Augustus Caesar, although he were absent.” And 
Tacitus makes mention of an order of Tiberius, 
forbidding the givi?!g or demanding of New Year’s 
Gifts, except at this time. 

Our English Nobility, from the earliest times, 
seem to have been accustomed every New Year’s 
tide to make presents to the Monarch ; and 
Matthew Paris tells us that King Henry the Third 

* Poole's Englisli Parnassus, 
t Monthly Miscellany for December, 1092. 
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extorted such gifts from his subjects. Even so late 
as the beginning of the last century, the courtiers 
commonly accompanied their congratulations on 
these occasions with a purse containing gold in 
it. " Reason may be joined to custom/’ says 
the author just quoted, ** to justify this practice. 
For as presages are drawn from the first things 
which are met on the beginning of a day, week, 
or year, none can be more pleasing than of those 
things which are given us. We rejoice with out 
friends after having escaped the dangers that 
attend every year ; and congratulate each other 
for the future, by presents and wishes for the 
happy continuance of that course, which the an- 
cients called Strenarum Comeruum. And as for- 
merly men used to renew their hospitalities by 
presents called xenia — a name proper enough 
for our New Year’s Gifts, they may be said to 
serve to renew friendship, which is one of the 
greatest gifts imparted by Heaven to men ; and 
they who have always assigned some day to 
those things^ which they thought good, have also 
judged it proper to solemnize the Festival of 
Gifts ; and to shew hour much they esteemed it, 
in token of happiness, made it begin the year. 
“ The value of the thing given,” he adds, “ or 
the excellency of the work, and the place where 
it is given, makes it thf more acceptable, but 
above all, the time of giving it, which makes 
some presents pass for a mark of civility on the 
be^nning of the year, that would appear unsuit- 
able at any other season.” 

To end the old year metrily, and begin the new 
one well, and in friendship with their neighbours. 
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were the objects which formerly the common 
people had in view in the celebration of this fes- 
tival. New Year’s Eve, therefore, was spent in 
festivity and frolic by the men ; and the young 
women in the country, carried about, from door 
to door, a bowl of spiced ale, which they offered 
to the inhabitants of every house where they 
stopped, singing at the same time some rude 
congratulatory verses, and expecting some small 
present in return. This practice, however, which 
originated in pure kindness and benevolence, 
soon degenerated into little better thsin a mere 
pecuniary traffic. If wc believe Selden in his 
Table Talk^ who alluding to this subject, draws 
the following comparison: “ The Pope, in send- 
ing relicks to Princes, does as we/fcltcs do by 
their wassails at Now Y"ear’s tide, they present 
you with a cap, and you must drink of a flabby 
stuff; but the meaning is, you must give them 
money ten times more than it is worth.” 

On New Year’s Mom, New Year’s Gifts were 
given and received, with the mutual expression 
of good wishes, and particularly that of a happy 
New Year. The compliment was sometimes paid 
at each other’s doors, in* the form of a song; but 
more usually, cs[>ecially in the North of England, 
and in Scotland, the house was entered very 
early in the morning, by some young men and 
maidens selected for the purpose, who presented 
the spiced bowl, and hailed you with the gratu- 
lations of the season. 

The custom of interchanging gifts on this day, 
though now nearly obsolete, was in old time.s 
observed most scrupulously, and not merely in 
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the country, but, as has been hinted at, in the 
palace of the Monarch. In fact, the wardrobe 
and jewellery of Queen Elizabctli appear to have 
been supported principally by these annual con- 
tribution.s. Nichol’s “i*rogresscs” of this Queen, 
furnishes a curious enumeration of those gifts, 
the original rolls of account of which arc still 
remaining, and on which he observes, " from all 
these rolls (and more of them, perhaps, arc still- 
existing), it appears that the greatest part, if not 
all the Peers and Peeresses of the realm, all the 
Bishops, the Chief Officers of State, and several 
of the Queen’s household servants, even down 
to her apothecaries, master cook, serjeant of the 
pastry, and even the dusiman, gave New Year’s 
Gifts to her Majesty ; consisting, in general, cither 
of a sum of money, or jewels, trinkets, wearing 
apparel, &c. The largest sum given by any of 
the Temporal Lords was 20/.; but the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury gave 40/. ; the Archbishop 
of York 30/.; and the other Spiritual Lords 20/. 
and 10/. ; many of the Temporal Lords and Great 
Officers, and most of the Peeresses, gave rich 
gowns, petticoats, smocks, kirtles, silk stockings, 
Cyprus garters, sweet bags, doublets, mantles, 
some embroidered with pearls, garnets, &c. look- 
ing-glasses, fans, bracelets, caskets studded with 
precious stones, jewels ornamented with sparks 
of gold in various devices, and other costly trin- 
kets. Sir Gilbert Dethick, Garter King at Arms, 
gave a book of the States in William the Con- 
queror’s time; Absolon, the Master of the Savoy, 
a bible covered with cloth of gold, garnished 
with silver and gilt, and two plates with the 
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Royal Arms ; PetnuMo Ubaldino, a book covered 
with Yellnm, of Italian ; Lambarde, the antiquary, 
his Pandecta of all the Rolls, &c. in the Tower 
of London. The Queen’s physician presented 
her with a box of foreign sweetmeats ; another 
physician with two pots, one of green ginger, the 
other of orange flowers; two other physicians 
gave each a pot of green ginger, and a pot of 
rinds of lemons; her apothecaries, a box of 
lozenges, a box of ginger candy, a box of green 
ginger, a box of orange candit, a pot of pre- 
serves, a pot of Wardyn’s candit, a box of wood 
with prunelyn, and two boxes of manus Ckristi; 
Mrs. Blanch, a parry, a little box of gold to put 
in comflts, and a little spoon of gold: Mrs. 
Morgan, a box of cherryes, and one of abery- 
cocks ; her master cook, a faire march payne ; 
her Serjeant of the pastry, a faire pie of quinces 
oringed ; a box of peaches of Janneway (Genoa) ; 
a great pie of quinces and Wardyn’s guilte ; Pu- 
trino, an Italian, presented her with two pic- 
tures ; Innocent Carry, with a box of lute-strings ; 
Ambrose Lupo, Joseph Lupo, and Ctesar Caliardo, 
each with, a pair of sweet gloves ; a cutler with 
a meat knife with a fan haft of bone, a conceit in 
it. Jammy, with twenty-four drinking glasses ; 
Jeromy Bassano, two drinking glasses; Smyth, 
dustman, two boltcs of cambrick. To all which 
articles, the Queen, though she 'made return in 
plate, &c. always took care the balance should 
be in her owm favour. 

The rewards given by King Edward VI. in the 
fifth year of his reign, on New Year’s Day, to 
his officers and servants in ordinary, are said to 
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have amouoted to 155/. 5$.—“ and to their ser- 
vants that present the King’s Mittie with New 
Year’s Gifts.” The story of Bishop Latimer’s 
New Year’s Gift to Henry VIII. is well known. 
All the Nobles^ together with the Clergy, were 
crowding with their rich presents to the King, in 
the splendour of which, each strove to outvie his 
neighbour ; the Minister placed on the monarch’s 
table a bible only, with one of the leaves turned 
down to that very, in his case, appropriate pas- 
sage — “ Whoremongers and adulterers God will 
judge.” This bold admonition, which would 
almost have cost any other man his head, is said to 
have been received by the King from this vene- 
rable Prelate not only without offence, but with 
thanks. The only remains of the custom of giv- 
ing New Tear's presents at Court, now is, that 
the two chaplains in waiting on New Year’s Day, 
have each a crown piece laid under their plates 
at dinner. 

in a MS. book of accounts of the household 
expences of Sir John Frankly n, 1634, printed in 
the Archaohgia, under the date of January 1, 
occur the following items, illustrative of New 
Year’s Day customs at that period: — 

s d, 

[tern Id the musitioners uppon New Year’s Day in themorning 1 6 
item to the woman which brought the apple stuck with nuts 1 0 
Item to the boy who brought two capons . . . 10 

Item paid for the cup (supposed to have been the wassailing 
cup), 10 

The apple stuck with nuts,” mentioned in 
this account, seems to have been presented as 
an humble substitute for an orange stuck with 
cloves, which was at this time a common New 
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Year’s Gift. So Ben Jonson^ in his Christntas 
Masque : “ He has an orange and rosemary, but 
not a clove to stick in it.” A gilt nutmeg (the 
4to- 1698, reads " a gift nutmeg”) is mentioned 
in the same piece, and on the same occasion. 

The presenting of capons on this day, as a usual 
gift, is alluded to in the following passage of 
Cowley : — 

Ye used in tlie former days to fall 
Prostrate unto your landlord in his hall, 

When with low legs, and in an humble guise, 

Ye olFcred up a capon sacrifice 
Unto his worship at a New Year’s tide. 

The tract Vox Graculi (1G23) remarks on this 
custom of giving New Year’s presents — This 
year shall be given many more gifts than shall bo 
asked for; and apples, eggs, and oranges,, shall 
be lifted to a lofty rate: when a pomewater 
bcstucke with a few rotten cloves, shall be more 
worth than the honesty of an hypocrite ; and half 
a dozen eggs of more estimation than the vowes 
of a strumpet.” New London Mimnzmf, 
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Sam, all human life is frail, 

F/en mi '*• may not endure. 

So lest it suddenly should fail, 

I'iJ hasten to insure. 

At Morgan's olhee Sam arrives. 

Reckoning without his host*« 

^ Avaunt ! " the affrighted Morgan cries, 

We can’t insure a ghost ! ” 

Zounds ! *tis my Poem, not my face — 

** Here, li&t wlnle I recite it;” 

Cries Morgan, ‘^Seek some other place, 

We cannot undcrrcvilc it.” John BulL 



CROSSING OF PROVERBS. 

i^rov* The more the merrier. 

Cross, Not so; one hand is enough in a purse. 

-K Hec that runnes fastest, gets most ground. 

C. Not so; for then footmen would get more ground thai 
their masters. 

J\ He runnes far that never turncs. 

C. Not so; lie may breake his necke in a short coUl^^( . 

P. No man can call agaiiie yestonlay. 

C. Yes ; lie may call till his heart al:e, though it never conit . 
P. He that goes softly, goes safely, 

C, Not among thieves. 

P. Nothing hurts the stomach more than suiTeitm^. 

C, Yes, lacke of meat. 

P, Nothing is hard to a willing mind. 

C, Yos, to get money. 

P. None so blind as tliey that will not see. 

C, Yes, they that cannot see. 

P. There is no creature so like a man as an ai‘e 
C, Yes, a woman. 

P. Nothing but is good for something, 
r. Not so; nothing i.s not good for any thin;::, 

P. Every tiling hath an end. 

C. Not so; a liiig hath none, for it is round 
P. Money is a great comfort. 

C, Not when it brings a thief to the gallows. 

P. The world is a long journey, 

C, Not so; tilt* sunnegoes it every day. 

P. It is a great way to the bottom of the sea. 

C. Not so; it is but a stone’s ca*^t, 

P. A friend is best found in adversity, 

C. Not so; for then there’s none to be found. 

P. The pride of the rich makes the labours of the poor. 

C. No, the labours of the poore make the pride of the rich. 
P. Virtue is a jewel of grr-at price. 

C, Not .so; for then the poon» could wot come by it. 

LmWs MdiiazifW 
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AFFECTING ANECDOTE OF HANDEL. 

When Handel became blind, though he no 
longer presided over the oratorios, he still intro- 
duced concertos on the organ between the acts. 
At first he relied on his memory, but the exertion 
becoming painful to' him, he had recourse to 
the inexhaustible stores of his rich and fertile 
imagination. He gave to the band only such 
parts of his intended composition as were to be 
filled op by their accompaniments ; and relied on 
his own powers of invention to produce, at the 
impulse of the moment, those captivating pas- 
sages which arrested attention, and enchanted 
his auditors. It was a most painful spectacle to 
see the venerable musician, whose efforts had 
charmed the ear of a discerning public, led by 
the hand of friendship to the front of the stage, 
to make an obeisance of acknowledgment to his 
enraptured audience. When Smith played the 
organ at the theatre, during the first year of 
Handel’s blindness, Samson was performed, and 
Beard sung, with great feeling : 

‘‘ Total eclipse — no sun, no i^oon^ 
a\11 dark amid the blaze of noon/’ 

The recollection that Handel had set this air 
to music, with the view of the blind composer, 
then sitting by the organ, affected the audience 
so forcibly, that many persons present were 
affected even to tears. 


Somerutrllcuse MUcelkn^, 
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A KBVr SONO FOR THE NEW WORLD. 

BY THE POYASTAN POET LAOAEAT# 

Tuke— "P flcAington'iJ Pounrf." 

Old Europe is quite worn out — while the West 
With the spring-tide of vigour and genius is blest : 

Her soil so prolific — so genial her clime'— 

Columbia’s fertility distances time! 

A Prince or Cacique 
Springs up like a leek; 

Protectors and Presidents sprout every week. 

Then a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway ! 
And hey for Maegregor, Cacique of Poyais !l 

His Highness is now just about to create 
The orders and ranks of his embryo state— 

His peers and his judges, his senate and guards, 

His ministers, household, and even his bards. 

Are all to be named. 

And a government framed. 

On views which great Thistlewood's self had not blamed ! 
So a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway ! 

And hey for Maegregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

Make haste, jolly boys, for the foremost will get 
The foremost good things — in the Poyais Gazette; 

And those who delay will accomplish, I fear. 

No more than a Whig or a dunce can get here; 

Of ** qui cito, bis/* 

The English is this— ' 

The early will get what the tardy tfiny miss. 

Then a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway i 
And hey for Maegregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

His Highness (God bless him !) in candour, now deigns 
To tell to whose care he has destined the reins: 

And whom, in his scheme of colonial manning. 

He means for bis Liverpool, Eldon, and Canning! 
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He fears that his band 
May appear second-hand. 

But they *11 rise when they touch that regenerate lauu ! 
So a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway * 

And hey for Maegregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

To the care of the public finances, he names 
My Lord il/ac/c-a-^oo— better known as Sir James — 

His Highness, perhaps, w'ould not choose such a Necker, 
If he meant that his loans should e*er reach his Excheque 
The Treasurer, too, 

Having nothing to do, 

May at his history of Maracayboo. 

Then a fig for King George and his old-fashjoned sway ? 

And hey for Maegregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

Lord Chancellor IlUdone (late Brougham) will dispense 
Sound law, rigid honour, and solid good sense; 

And in the recess — having judged every case— 

Teach parrots to chatter and apes to grimace! 

While Williams shall be, 

With a very small fee. 

Accountant and Master i* th* *black Chanccne. 

So a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway f 
And hey for Maegregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

To thrive as Chief Justice Tom Creev^^ can’t fad, 

He knows how a libeller’s sentenced to jail. 

And needs bur repeat to each criminal elf 
The lecture oiiJ Ellenbro’ read to himself; 

But sitting in bank 
Where the climate is dank, 

Tis thought the Chief Justice may smell rather rank; 

But what cares King George and his old-fashioned sway ! 

So hey for Maegregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

Burdett’s place was doubtful — the inere name of Scott 
Sufficed to determine Sir Francis’s lot ; 

As Judge of the Arches^ he may decide on 
Those delicate cases, best known as Criw. Con,; 

• While little Cam Hob, 

The Tom Thumb of the mob. 

Attends, as his proctor, the charges to fob. 
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riien a tig for King George and bis old-fashioned sway ! 

Aad hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

Lord Chambcrhxn Peter j all martial his state, 

And teach — lie knows how — ail the footmen to wait ; 

Lord Steward^ little Taylor presides at the table ; 

And Maberley ( Count of Bazaar ) in his stable ; 

His Lordship contracts 
For hunters and hacks. 

Hay, oats, beans, horse-cloths, mops, bushels, and sacks ! 
Then a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway! 

A nd hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais I ! 

Lord Althorp his title and rank will resign, 

Content by his own native merit to shine : — 

And all his friends tell us that ’tis not too late 
To teach him, as porter, to open the gate : 

To manage the claims 
Of the Irish, he names 

Xn his absence, Jack Smith and the straight-sighted James; 
Then a iig for King George and his old-fashioned sway! 

A nd hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais I ! 

Small Tankerville smiles, his old place to secure, 

And looks with his wand, like a lark on a skewer: 

Lord King has do definite office — but brings 
His name — to excite a due hatred of Kings! 

To manage the stage, 

The actors engage. 

And to play Master Ford, is Lord Blesinton's rage. 

3o a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway ! 

And hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

Wi'ii a gown on his back and a wig on his head, 

As touchy as tinder— as heavy as lead, 

The Speakei>elect, in his privilege dress’d. 

Lets loose his own tongue, but ties up all the rest ! 

Tis a very great place 
For a man in his case, 

Who is now but a kind of house-steward to his Grace. 

Bui a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway ! 

And hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais! ! 
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At the head of his Guards^ to discomfit a mob. 

His Highness is pleased to commission Sir ; 

No blood he e’er lost, and no blood he e’er drew ! 
Expelled each old semce, he’s fit for the new ! 

But as some folks demur 
To his title of Sir, 

He means to invest him again with the spur. 

Then a fig for King' George and his old*fashioned sway ! 
And hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

Jog Hume— with one page of a deliqate mien— 
Embarks as Lord Rector of New Aberdeeir: 

He offers, besides, with a zeal that ne’er slumbers. 

To lecture on Eriglish, ship-builcfing, and numbers. 
Moreover the Ractor*^ 

Wull act as Dissactor,** 

And paymaster, postmaster, clerk and contractor ! ! ! 
Then a fig for King George and his old-fhshioned sway ! 
And hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

’Twas settled that little Grey Bennett should rule, 
With sugar-cane sceptre, the Black Sunday School ; 

In pungent salt pickle, his rods he had dipped; 

Yet then he’d have wept all the time that he whipped ! 
But it seems that of late 
He lias got an estate ; 

And stays liere in England to pipe and to prate. 

So a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway ! 

And hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 

To sing such great statesmen and morals so pure. 

His first bard is Bowring — the second Tom Moore, 
Leigh Hunt was refused, as a cockneyized calf, 

And Rogers, for being too comic by half! 

' I’or me, 1 confess 
I am paid to express 
My love for Poyais, and I can do no less. 

So a fig for King George and his old-fashioned sway ! 

And hey for Macgregor, Cacique of Poyais ! ! 


John Built 



Ilrsigne<l by T. RowlancUoii. 


ILL-REQUITED LOVE; 

Or, miss HANNAH MARIA JULIANA SHUM. 

SKETCHES AT BOW -STREET.— No. IV^. 

There was a damsel — one Miss Hannah 
Maria Juliana Shum— charged by the books of 
Covent-garden watch-house, with having robbed 
a young gentleman of a golden sovereign. The 
young gentleman made such a pathetic appeal 
against the publication of his name — being, as 
he .said, a young man just verging into the 
affairs of the world,” that we shall content 
ourselves (and our readers also, we hope) with 
saying, he was simply a young gentleman of little 
person— and that little made the most of secun- 
dum artem; that is to say, the boot-maker had 
lengthened him at one end, and the hair-dresser at 
the other ; whilst his tailor had done all that pad- 
ding could do, to increase his bulk longitudinally* 

£ 
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ILL-REQUITBD LOVE. 


The damsel — Miss Hannah Maria Juliana 
Sham, was not the purest damsel in existence 
perhaps— certainly not the purest in attire, and 
her face, pretty as it certainly was, would have 
been all the prettier for a commodity of soap 
and water. But in describing the persons of 
this rather ill-matched pair, we shall forget their 
adventures. They were thus then : 

The young gentleman left his home on the 
preceding night, with the intention of going to 
the play, but in his way thither he mot Miss 
Hannah Maria Juliana Shum, and she looked 
at him from under her black-arched eye-brow 
with such a look as he could not resist. Now, 
since he could not resist, he should have turned 
his back and fled ; but instead of flying, he 
stopped and asked her how she did. She replied, 
that she should be very well, if she was not so 
very cold; and, sighing deeply, she added— "Oh! 
what a delightful thing is a glass of nice hot 
brandy and water, on such a piercing night as 
this !” Here was a direct appeal to the young 
gentleman’s generosity, and gallantry, and all 
that sort of thing, and every thing in the world 
almost ; and he could no more resist it than he 
could the sparkling of her jet-black eye. So 
ha gave her his arm and his heart together, and 
lodking round he saw the words, " Fine Cognac 
Brandy, neat as imported,” staring him full in the 
face, from the windows of a tavern, most oppor- 
tunely opposite. What was to be said for it? 
Nothing at all. In his opinion the brandy and 
water was now inevitable, and they went into the 
tavern and drank a -glass; and so delightful did 
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they find it, that they had another, and another, 
aipd another. But still, as Miss Hannah Maria 
Jnliana Shum sweetly remarked — 

“ Tlie sweetness that pleasure has in it. 

Is always so slow to come forth,” 

— that they had another or two to help it to romc 
forth faster, and it did — to such a degree, that 
the young gentleman lookup the song and sang — 

As onward we journey, how pleasant, 

To pause, and inhuhit awhile 

“ I'hose few gassy spots, hke the present, 

‘‘ That *uiid the dull wilderness smile !” 

By and by twQ other ladies, friends of Miss 
Hannah Maria Juliana Shum’s, dropped in, and, 
the gentleman insisting upon it, they alsc^ had 
some glasses of nice hot brandy and water. In 
short, they were all so jocund, that at length the 
gentleman made up his mind to make a night of 
it — But first,"' said he, I should like just to 
step home, and tell them not to sit up for me.*" 
Tell the d — 1 !’" exclaimed Miss Hannah Maria 
Juliana Shum — that's all a hum; for if you go 
away you'll not come back again.’" The gen- 
tleman was shocked ; but his love was not 
shaken, and he pledged his honour that he would 
return. "" Honour is all my eye," said the gentle 
Juliana Shum — pledge your honour, indeed !’" 
— will you pledge sovereign?"' — will!" said 
the gentleman; and he did— for, as we have 
already stated, he was a young gentleman. The 
ladies waited his return — ^because they were not 
remarkably well able to go, in consequence of 
the Cognac. When the gentleman returned, he, 
very naturally, expected the return of bis sove- 

^ E 2 
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ORDER OF THE COLDEN FLEECE. 


reign; the ladies very naturally knew nothing 
about it ; whereupon the young gentleman’s love 
evaporated— >or rather exploded, with a bounce ; 
and his love being all gone, he was ungallant 
enough to send his once -loved Miss Hannah 
Maria Juliana Shum to the watch-house. 

During the night, however, he repented him- 
self of his cruelty; and he told the Magistrate 
that he did not wish to prosecute her. I am 
a young man,” said he, “just verging into the 
affairs of the world, and a business of this kind 
has such an ugly look with it, that 1 shall be 
much obliged to you. Sir, if you will let the lady 
go, and I am sure she is very welcome to keep 
the sovereign.” 

The* gentle Juliana, seeing matters in this com- 
fortable train, ventured to tender the gentleman 
his sovereign again, which he as tenderly refused; 
and then the Magistrate dismissed them both 
with a rather untender admonition. 

Herald. 


ON FERDINAND GIVING POZZO BORGO THE ORDER 
OF THE GOLDEN FLEECE. 

Why does this Sovereign, Don Fernando, 

Give the Fleece to Pdzzo Borgo ? 

Why don't you know the Royal Glutton 
Shears his flock — devours the iniiUon. 

Pimps, priests, and panders take iho wool, 

Who laiid this knave of thickest .skull ; 

The horns, the garbage, and the trotters 
Have half-starv'd curs who lick his platters^ 

From Holy Leagues the Lord preserve us, 

They \1 soon make us their servuh 


Chronicle. 
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JANUARY IN LONDON. 

Now — but before I proceed further, let me 
bespeak the reader’s indulgence at least, if not 
his favour, towards this everlasting monosyllable, 
note, to which my betters have from time to time 
been so much indebted, and on which I shall be 
compelled to place so much depcndance in this 
my present undertaking. It is the pass-word, 
the “open sesame,” that must remove from 
before me all lets and impediments — it is the 
charm that will alternately put to silence my 
imagination when it may be disposed to infringe 
on the office of my memory, and awaken my 
memory when it is inclined to sleep— in fact, it is 
a monosyllable of iniinite avail, and for which, on 
this, as on many other occasions, no substitute 
can be found in our own or any other language : 
and if I approve above all other proverbs, that 
which says, “ there ’s nothing like the time pre- 
sent,” it is partly because “ the time present” is 
but a periphrasis for Now! 

Now, then, the cloudy canopy of seacoal 
smoke that bangs over London, and crowns her 
queen of capitals, floats thick and threefold- 
tor fues and feastings are rife, and every body is 
cither “out” or “at home” every night. Now 
school-boys do not know what to do with them- 
selves till dinner-time — for the good old days of 
frost and snow, and fairs on the Thames, and 
furred groves, and skaiting on the canals, and 
sliding on the kennels„ are gone by ; and for any 
thing in the shape of winter, one might as well 
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live in Italy at once! Jfow, (on the evening 
of Twelfth-day) mischievous maid-servants pin 
elderly people together at the windows of pastry- 
cooks’ shops — thinking them “ weeds that have 
no business there.” Now, if a frosty day or two 
does happen to pay us a flying visit on its way 
home to the North Polo, how the little boys 
make slides on the pathways for the lack of 
ponds, and, it may be, trip up an occasional 
housekeeper just as he steps out of his own 
door;— who forthwith vows vengeance, in the 
shape of ashes, on all the slides in his neigh- 
bourhood— not, doubtless, out of vexation at his 
own mishap, and revenge against the petty per- 
petrators of it, but purely to avert the like from 
others !— Now JBond-strect begins to be con- 
scious of carriages — two or three people are 
occasionally seen wandering through the Western 
Bazaar— and the Soho ditto is so thronged, that 
Mr. Trotter begins to think of issuing another 
decree against tlie inroads of single gentlemen. — 
Now linen-drapers begin to “sell olf” their stock 
at “ fifty per cent, under prime cost,” and con- 
tinue so doing .ill the rest of the year — every 
article of which will be found on inspection to 
be of “ the last rew pattern,” and to have been 
“ only had in that morning!”— Now oranges are 
eaten in the dress-circle of the great theatres, 
and inquiries are propoundeil there, whether 
“that gentleman in black,” meaning Hamlet, “is 
Harlequin ?” And laughs and “ La ! mamma’s” 
resound tlience, to the rcmote.st corners of the 
house ; and “ the gods” make merry during the 
play, in order that they may be at leisure to 
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listen to the pantomime ! and Mr. Farley is con- 
sequently in his glory, and Mr. Grimaldi is a 
great man : sLs, indeed^, when is he not ?— Now 
newspapers teem with ^ce-ten-dmes-told-tales 
of haunted houses, and great sea-snakes, and 
mermaids ; afad a murder is worth a jew*s-eye to 
them ; for the House does not meet for tlic 
dispatch of business, till the third of February.” 
And great and grievous are the lamentations that 
are heard in the said newspapers, over the late- 
ness of the London season, and its detrimental 
eflects on the interests of the metropolis:” — but 
they forget to add, Erratum — for 'metropolis read 
newspapers.*^ — Now Moore’s Almanack bolds 
^^sole sovereign sway and mastery” among the 
readers of that class of literature ; — for there has 
not yet been time to nullify any of its predictions 
— not even that which says, ‘‘we may expect 
some frost and snow about this period.” — Finally 
— now periodical works put on their best attire — 
the old ones expressing their determination to 
become new, and the new ones to become old ; 
and the Netv Monthly Magazine in particular — 
which is both new and old, and which realizes 
in its performances the pretensions of all the 
others (!) — makes a point of putting forth the 
first of some pleasant series of papers (ecce 
signum!) which cannot fail to fix the wavering 
propensities of the most periodical of readers 
and make him her own for another twelve months 
at least ! 


Monthly Magazine* 



80 


A NEW SIMILE, 

ADDRESSED TO THE SOFT SEX, BY A SUPFERT K- 

What simile can we discover. 

That will fit, 

A humble, tame, and married lover? 

This is it— ^ 

He is like an instruments^ 

His wife’s keen fingers stray’d on. 

Passive and obedient. 

Only to be play’d on. 

JBe she cross or be she kind, 

lie still bears 

(For ’tis useless not to mind) 

All her airs. 

He must ever be in tune 
When the lady takes him - 

If he’s sharp — ah ! very soon 
Flat enough she makes him. 

What instrument? Fiano-Jorte? 

He? Ah no ! 

He must always be, in short, 

Pi-a~no^ 

For that simile still worse 
If with fort he meddles. 

She soon piano will enforce. 

By treading on his pedals. 

Then a Harp tioes he resemble. 

Sweet and soft r 

’Tis true, she ma' es his he:xrt^strings tremblt., 

IVIucli too oft ; 

But in her arms her harp still stands. 

When she plays so clever; 

While he oft conies too near her han'is. 

But near lier arms — Oh, never ! 

Then, like a Flute^ to sooth and cheer her. 

No,— ’tis hard ; 

But to her lips he ne’er comes nearer 

Than a yaid. 
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Flutes are chiefly hox^ we see; 

And we with far more fitness, 

May say *s made of box^ not he, 

As bocli his ears can witness. 

Then is he like a Violin 

In tones and shapes ? 

That is it /—He ’s often in 

Horrid scrapes, 

He^s sure as empty, too, to win 
A wife that is love^ riddle ; 

For oft, alas ! she *11 make him grin 
Like head of an old fiddle. Chronic It, 


NEGRO WIT. 

A SHORT time since a gentleman driving on 
the road between ^ttle River and this town, 
was overtaken by a negro boy on a mule, who 
attempted for a long while, without success, to 
make the animal pass the carriage. At length 
the boy exclaimed to his beast, '^111 bet you 
one fippenny^ 1 make you pass this time and 
after a short pause, again said, you bet ?— -very 
well.’’ The boy repeated the blows with renewed 
vigour, and at last succeeded in making him pass ; 
when the gentleman, who overheard the conver- 
sation between Quaco and his steed, said to him, 
Well, my boy, now you have won, how are you 
going to [make the mule pay you Oh, Sir,’" 
says Quaco, me make him pay me very well ; 
Massa give me one tenpenny for buy him grass, 
and me only buy him a fippenny worth 

Brighton Gazette, 
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ORIGIN OF GYPSIES. 

They were a collection of strange people, 
to whom the French have" given the name of 
Bohemians. In other countries they are called 
Egyptians, Gypsies, or Syrians, and in Italy, 
Zingani, or Zingari. They wandered in troops 
from one end of Europe to the other, with tabors 
and caatanets, dancing, singing, telling fortunes, 
shewing tricks of legerdemain, curing diseases 
with certain cant words, and stealing everything 
that came in their way; and observed certain 
religious ceremonies among themselves, which 
neither they nor any one else knew the meaning 
or origin of. These people have dwindled away 
considerably of late, since mankind have begun 
to throw off the infatuated notions of witchcraft, 
talismans, predictions, and ijosscssions by evil 
spirits ; there are still a few of them to be met 
with, but they arc become very scarce. Nothing 
appears more probable than that those people 
were a remnant of the ancient priests and priest- 
esses of Isis, intermixed with those of the god- 
dess of Syria. These tribes, as much despised 
by the Romans -s their ancestors had formerly 
been reverenced, carried their ceremonies and 
mercenary superstitions with them all over the 
world. Wandering missionaries of the faith they 
professed, they ran from province to province, to 
make converts’ of those whom mere chance had 
confirmed their predictions, or who, having reco- 
vered by the course of nature from slight dis- 
orders, imagined they owed their cure to the 
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miraculous efficacy of certain mysterious words 
and signs of these false prophets. 

The description that Apuleius gives us of these 
vagabond prophets |ind prophetesses^ is the very 
picture of what th^se wandering tribes^ called 
Gypsies, have for a long time been in every 
country in Europe. Tlie castanets and tabors 
are the cymbals and crotals of the Isean and 
Syrian priests. 

' Apuleius, who spent most of his life in search- 
ing after religious and magic secrets, speaks of 
the predictions, talismans, ceremonies, dances, 
and songs of these pilgrim priests, and in par- 
ticular remarks their very great skill in stealing 
whatever came in their way, cither in the court- 
yards or houses, where they were admitted. 
When Christianity took place of the religion of 
NTuma, and Theodosius had destroyed the famous 
temple of Serapis, in Egypt, some of the Egyptian 
Priests joined themselves to those of the Goddess 
Oylcbc and the Goddess of Syria, and went 
about begging alms in the same manner as hath 
been practised by our mendicant friars ; but 
as they could not expect any countenance from 
the Christians, they found it necessary to add 
the trade of quack doctors to that of pilgrims, 
and practised chiromancy, or palmistry, and 
invented several singular dances. 

Mankind love to be deceived and amused, and 
therefore this offspring of the ancient priests have 
continued even to the present time. 

Such has been the end of the ancient religion 
of Isis and Osiris, whose very names still impress 
respect. This religion, which in its origin was 
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altogether emblematical and venerable, began so- 
early as tho days of Cyrus, to degenerate into a 
medley of ridiculous and superstitions customs. 
It fell into still greater disrepute under the Ptole- 
mies. In the time of the Romans, it was reduced 
to the most abject state ; and at length we see it 
w^holly left to a set of wandering thieves and 
pick-pockets. 

British Press. 


TO A BUST OF NAPOLEON. 

.NapoleoNj noblest of an evil race, 

Heroes and conquerors, whom the blind desac 
Of power and glory urges to debase 

God".s gifts, so men but tremble and admire . 

Thine imag'd Bust, in antique beauty great, 

Seems, w'hilst I gaze, to breathe again and burn 
With living energy, its brow dilate, 

And the calm smile to indignation turn, 

As thou Imdst guess’d, my meaning-— Wake, arise. 

Start forth and let Marengo’s banner wave 
Glorious once more in slighted Freedom’s eyes 
Over the ilirelii5g,s’ wreck and Despots* grave ! 

Thy sullied name and Europe’s wrongs redeem, 

Strike— ’tis the time!— Alas ! that smile is gone 
And thy stern wordo but bitter mockery seem, 

As thou indeed hadst harden’d into stone; 

‘‘ I saw and warn’d you — but, what Prophet said. 

Disown him living, and invoke liim dead ? 

Whilst but one leaf of laurel bound my brow 
“ They dar'd not this— crusli’d. (let them answer how,) 

I tell ye from my rocli, yourselves must save ye now P* 

Chronids 
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ORANGE BATTERY AMONG THE SHEENE& 
SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. V. .. 

Messrs. Joseph Solomons and Michael Isaacs 
were charged with having assaulted Mr. David 
Martin. 

The parties are all orange-incrchants in Covent- 
garden market. Mr. David Martin deposed, that 
as he was standing his merchandize, about 
the hour of ten in the morning, counting some 
money he had just then taken from a customer, 
he suddenly received “ a squashy, well-damaged 
St. Michael’s, vop in his right ear;” and upon his 
turning round his head to see where it came from, 
he received anotlier, equally squashy, vop in hia 
left ear. Then turning his head to the. left, ho 
received another in bis right ear; and so on — 
left, right, left, right, for nearly two hours, \vith- 
out his being able to find out where they came 
from. “ But at last,” said he, “ by a curious 
skvint of my two eyes at vonce, I catch’d both 
tliesc ere gemmen in the fact.” 

Messrs. Michael Davis and Joseph Solomons 
solemnly denied having done any such thing, and 
as.sarcd the Magistrate that Mr. David Martin was 
“ a man what wasn’t to be believed upon his oath.” 
Nay, Mr. Joseph Solomons offered to prove this 
before his Worship, if he would give him leave. 

His Worship gave him leave ; and setting bis 
arms a-kimbo, whilst he stared Mr. Martin full in 
the face, he demanded — Now, Mister Martin— 
for that’s your name you . know — you have been 
sworn, havtt’t you ?” 



KfJ ON THE LOSS OP AN AUSTRIAN ORDER. 

" Ver goot,” replied Mr. Martin, “ I have 
shworn.” 

“ Very well, then,” continued Mr. Solomons, 
‘‘ now, upon the solemn oath you have took, 
didn’t you — this very morning — whilst I was 
(tailing out to Aaron Levi, throw a great, big, 
rotten orange smack into my mouth?” 

“That is where oranges ought to go I” observed 
Sir Richard, interrupting him. 

“But not rotten ones, your Worship,” rejoined 
Mr. Solomons, and then continued his cross- 
question to Mr. Martin — “ ( say, Mr. Martin, 
didn’t you throw a great, big, rotten orange, 
which took my customer on the whisker, and 
l ainc slap into my mouth, just as I was calling 
out to Aaron Levi, by which means I was almost 
choked?” 

“ Upon — my — solemn oat — I did not,” replied 
Mr. Martin, with much emphasis. 

“ Oh! Lord!!" exclaimed Mr. Solomons; and 
Jie and his friend were both held to bail. Jlcm/d. 


THE f.OSS or THE AUSTRIAN ORDER OF VI'. 
ANNE AND MARIA THERESA. 

The Ilan and the Rii*>b 
Wave made a e;reai fnss, 

’Root Theresa and Anne, 

To fi'ighten a man 
With ribbands and Saints, 

And regal complaints. 

But this is all gammon, 

He cannot serve both 
TJie Feople and Mammon,^' 


Chrmich, 
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THE TICKLISH POINT. 

- In the report of a case of Crim, Con., Carrv, 
Lillington, the defendant’s Counsel, Mr. Uol- 
bclch, laid great stress on two circumstances, 
first, the disparity o£ age between the husband 
and wife ; and next, the unreasonable length of 
the periods of absence of the fofmer. In fact, 
(says the Counsel) the husband was absent from 
home more than half the year. Six weeks in 
each quarter he was on his commercial journeys, 
extending his connection, accumulating wealth, 
and neglecting what should be dearer to him 
than pelf, his wife.” 

The first of these circumstances, the disparity 
of age, it is hardly fair to urge, as the disparity 
w'as not loss when the contract was entered into 
than when it was violated. The absence, how- 
ever, involves one of the most ticklish questions 
that can arise in what may be called the eqnity 
of marriage. 

There was a period when the ingenuity of Di- 
vines was very much employed in settling ticklish 
questions like the above. In Catholic countries 
this is still the case. There is no subject which 
the Casuists were fonder of discussing, than the 
various delicate considerations arising out ot the 
manner in which the marriage duties are iulfilled. 
Sanchez de Matrimonio is an invaluable monu- 
ment of the wisdom of our ancestors, and the 
extent of their knowledge on points which, in 
Protestant countries, are now very seldom elu- 
cidated. 
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But long after the Reformation, the Clergy con- 
tinued to make manied parties an object of their< 
special care: and not merely the Established- 
Clergy, but also those of the Dissenters. Indeed, 
the most distinguished writer on this was the 
celebrated Dissenting Clergyman—Richard Bax- 
ter. We cannot help thinking it a pity, that the 
place of writers of this description should be 
supplied by the Gentlemen of the Long Robe, 
whose morality is too apt to stretch itself to keep 
pace with their fee, and who have a sort of si- 
nister interest in ensnaring poor females placed 
in critical situations, by the cobwebs of their 
sophistry. Mr. Richard Baxter, in his “ Chris- 
tian Economicks, or. Family Directory, con- 
taining directions for the true practice of all 
duties belonging to family relations, with the 
appurtenances,” treats very fully, of the very 
point urged by Mr. Holbetch.- 

“ Is it lawful for husband and wife to be long 
absent from each other? and how long? and in 
what cases ? 

“ Answer. — It is lawful to be absent either in 
the case of prayer, which Paul meutionetb, or in 
case of the needful affairs of their estates, so lon^ 
as there may be- no danger to either of them as to 
mental or corporal incontinency, nor to any other 
hurt which -will be greater than the benefits of 
their absence: nor cause them to be guilty of the 
neglect of any real duty. Therefore, the cases 
of several persons do much differ,- according to 
the different tempers of their minds, and bo- 
dies, and affairs. Pie that hath a wife of a 
chaste, contented, prudent teinper, may stay 
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many months or years in some 8a«(!j9,>;.;^ben all 
things considered it tend(eth to more -good than 
hurt. As Lawyers, by their callings, arc often 
necessitated to follow their callings at Terms 
and Assizes. And Merchants may be ' some 
years absent, in some weighty cases. But if you 
ask whether the getting of money be a sufficient 
cause? I ans^ver, that it is sufficient to those 
whose families must be so maintained, and 
their wives are easily continent, and so the good 
of their gain is greater th^ any loss or damage 
that cometh by it. But 'when covetousness puts 
them upon it needlessly, and their wives cannot bear 
it, or in any case where the hurt that is likely to 
follow is greater than the good, it is unlawful.” 

Mr. Richard Baxter did not unadvisedly allude 
to what women can bear, for it would appear 
that he had strong doubts as to the propriety 
of building too much in all cases on their pa- 
tience : — “ There are some women (he says), 
whose phantasies and passions are naturally so 
strong, as that it secmcth to me that in many 
cases that they have not so much as natural free 
will or power to restrain them; but if in all 
other cases they acted as in some, 1 should take 
them for mere brutes that had no true reason ; 
they seem naturally necessitated to do as they 
do. I have known the long profession of piety, 
which in other respects hath seemed sincere, -to 
consist in a wife with such unmastered furious 
passion, that she could not, before strangers, 
forbear throwing what was in her hand, in her 
husband’s face, or thrusting the burning candle 
ii^to his face ; ait^' slandering him of the filthiest 
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sins ; and ^rhe^ the passion was over confess all 
to be false, and her rage to be the reason of her 
speech and actions.' And the man, though a 
Minister of more than ordinary wit and strength, 
yet fain to endure all without returns of violence 
till her death. They that never knew such a case 
by trial, can tell how all might be cured easily ; 
but so cannot they that are put upon the core.” 

All this is said feelingly and considerately. 
And were the cas.'p'Stated fairly for both sides in 
these delicate matters, the consequences would 
often be less lamentable than they are. Hus- 
bands should reflect, that there are two parties to 
a contract, and that the will and inclinations of 
the one ought not alone to be consulted. They 
may depend on it, that the Code of Morality of 
Mr. Holbetch will often be remembered, when 
the verdict of the Jury is forgotten. Chrmtick. 


RULE TO GO BY. 

Me/Avvo — Epicuaumcs. 

I admit. Sir, that you have handled the ** ticklish 
point" with consiuerable address, but I must be 
permitted to say, that Mr. Holbetch, Mr. Baxter, 
and you, arc still at hawk and buzzard as to that 
very ticklish and important question : — ‘f Is it 
lawful for husband and wife to be long absent 
from each other, and how long? ” 

“ \irhat is truth?” was 6'nce asked, but the 
interrogator went away without the answer, and 
the inquiry remains to this day just where it was. 
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Such is precisely your case, and iUwus left to me 
to step in and solve the' difficulty. ' Husbands 
and wives will be pleased -fb attend ; and in all 
future cases of crim. con. in which the point 
arises. Counsel will, it is hoped, have the pru- 
dence to regulate their speeches and commentary 
accordingly. 

This, supported by venerable authority, is tAe 
rule to go by: — “There is,” says Andrews, 
“ among the Jews, a law concerning jealousy, 
and the Rabbis have written ^ comments 'npon it, 
and argue the point with such nicety, that the 
exact number of minutes is allotted which a mar- 
ried lady may spend with a gentleman before her 
husband has any right to suspect her. It is, 
those precise casuists determined, just as long as 
it takes to boil an egg and to swallow it.” 

This is perfectly clear, and no husband can 
henceforth plead ignorance of the rule, in the 
observance of which consist both his duty and 
his security. 

Mr. Reader adverted, in Carr v. Lillington, to 
the Mosaic law, whose “ awful sentence,” said 
he, was ‘ “ The adulterer and the adulteress 
shall instantly be put to death.” ’ He might 
have added the mode — stoned: see Job, 8, 5. 
“ Moynes mandavit nobis hujusmodi lapidare.” 
A very effectual preventative, and by no moans 
a severe law; always supposing that the fore- 
going rule laid down by the Rabbis, was abided 
by ; for, in that case^ the law must have remained 
a dead letter. Spanish jealousies, and all the 
arts devised by mhn to secure the chastity of 
wives, are weak, paltry and inefficient, compared 
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with the rule of these learned Rabbis. Egg'd 
on to a strict adherence to this regulation^ hus- 
bands have nothing to fear. 

After promulgating this prophylactic, I expect 
to hear no more of crim, cons. ; but I cannot take 
my leave of them without a remark on such an 
offence sounding in damages. If a gig be run 
foul of and broken, I can readily understand* why 
the person damaged should rest contented with 
the payment of the coach-maker’s bill: but how 
it ever came to be imagined that injured honour, 
or a lacerated heart, could or ought to be 
satisfied by a sum of money, is beyond my com- 
prehension. The compensation is insult added 
to dishonour. The noble mind has ever felt a 
dishonour keener and deeper than a wound, but 
here dishonour placed in one scale, and so many 
pieces of gold in the other, are deemed to be so 
exactly balanced, that there is nothing left for 
the finest feelings of humto nature to repine at 
or regret. The baseness of such justice can only 
be equalled by the crime. 

However, the world now' has rule to go by, 
and it will hereafter be this husband’s fault, and 
not the wife’s, if the Decalogue in this particular 
be ever violated again. argus. 

ChronicU. 


ON A LEFT-HANDED WRITING-MASTER. 

Though Nature tiiee of thy right hand bereft, 

Right w^flltliou writest with tf#4iand that’s left. 

Herald, 



GENIUS. AS CONNECTED WITH TRADE. 

An Alphahetical Arrangement of Eminent Eersons, who have 
been concerned in^ or connected with Trade. 


Akenside^ the sou of a butcher. 
Bloomfield, a shoe-maker. 
Boccacio, natural son of a mer- 
chant. 

Bonner (Bishop), a peasant. 
Bunyan, a tinker. 

Burns, a ploughman. 

Butler, the son of a farmer. 
Cervantes, origin unknown, but 
served as a common soldier. 
Chatterton, an attorney’s clerk. 
Chaucer, the son of a merchant. 
Churchill, cyder-presscr. 

Cibber, son of ji sculptor. 
Claude Lorraine, a pastry-cook. 
Collins, son of a hatter. 
Columbus, a wool-stapler. 
Cowley, son of a grocer. 
Cromwell, son of a brewer. 
Davenant, son of an innkeeper. 
De Toe, a hosier, and son of a 
butcher. 

Demosthenes, son of a sword- 
maker. 

Brasmus, grandson of a physi- 
cian. 

Eiiripitles, son of a green-grocer. 
Falconer, son of a barber. 
Ferguson, son of a shepherd. 
Fox, George, a shoe-maker. 
Franklin, a journeyman printer. 


Howard, apprentice to a grocer. 
Hume, a merchant’s clerk. 

Inigo Jones, a journeyman car 
penter. 

Johnson, Samuel, son of a 
bookseller. 

Jonson, Ben., a bricklayer. 
Kouli Khan, son of a shepherd. 
Lillo, a jeweller. 

Luther, Martin, a miner. 
•Mahomet, a camel-driver. 

. Milton, son of a scrivener, 
Molifere, son of a tapestry- 
maker. 

Moore, E., a linen-draper. 
Plautus, a miller. 

Pope, son of a linen-draper. 
Prior, Mat., son of a joiner. 
Rabelais, an apothecary. 
Ramsay, Allan, a barber. 
Richardson, a printer. 

Rousseau, son of a cobler, 
Shakspear, son of a wool-stapler, 
Smollet, a surgeon. 

Tamerlane, son of a sliepherd. 
Tillotson, son of a weaver. 
Virgil, son of a pedlar. 

Walter, Iznak, a linen-draper. 
Watts, son of « shoe-maker. 
William the Conqueror was 
bastard, and bis mother was 
the daughter of a tanner. 


Gay, a si Ik -mercer. 

Gessner, bookseller and printer. Wolsey, the son of a butcher. 
Giffard, a shoe-maker. Zimmerman, a physician. 

Gray, son of a scrivener. Gentlmuu s Magatme. 
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ON PUNNING. 

** He iie*er could ope his mans, 

But out would pop a brace of puns.*’ 

This sort of wit, however light and frivolous 
some thinking people imagine it, has, never- 
theless, been frequently used by the gravest of 
mankind. It requires, however, like irony, to 
be handled dexterously : a bungler at this wea- 
pon is generally laughed at, and becomes con- 
temptible in the opinion of his hearers ; but when 
it is at once delicately and pointedly aimed, 
it never fails to entertain good society. That 
leviathan. Dr. Johnson, is said to have affirmed, 
that a man who could make a pun, would pick 
a pocket ; but the Doctor has proved himself a 
filch by his own practice, and has incurred, like 
all other punsters, the eternal punishment which 
that quick-sighted poet. Dean Swift, describe^ in 
his “ Art of Punning.” Lords, ministe^, and 
commons, barbers and lawyer’s-clerks, man- 
milliners, dustmen, and nightmen, (dulces ho- 
mines, as Lingo would say), now wanton with 
the leading strin^'-s of punning. I cannot agree 
nith a certain publication, that punning is a 
nuisance : it shews the invention of the mind, 
and always pleases when nor. offensively per- 
sonal, or contemptibly weak and unpcrceived. 
Nevertheless, Mr. Editor, if you think the fol- 
lowing jokes of a punster (now defunct!) will 
either add to the glory of punning, or ^xpose 
its fallacy, they are at your service. 

He observes of a young lady who eloped with 
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9. feather mercftaatf, that she took wing to Gretna 
Green. He is continually stunning one’s ears Trith 
one Rapin who Invented knockers. On looking 
into a Mirror, he makes many wise reflections, and 
frames his own jokes upon it. And on seeing a 
man who went up with Mr. Green in his balleon, 
fall down, he pronounced him a descendant of 
that famous Aeronaut. On a man whose feet 
smelt (not of the rose), he called it a fetid smell. 
And on striking a boy on the head with the 
handle of an umbrella, till be cried out, he 
would exclaim, that he hit him to some tune — to 
a tunc of HandEV. On a tree, he begins with — 
let us branch off into some subject — ^hav’n’t you 
got stq) enough alreadyi— I beg leave to dissent, 
^o.^and boughs with deference to your opimon, 
aind stalks away, because he cannot stem i^our 
eloquence : all these are common enough, and 
. such as any young puppy of a punnikin might 
bark at... Of a person who made a bad cure of 
ait eye,, he said he ought to be lash’d through the 
world, or thrown down the cataracts of Niagara, 
for being such a sorry pupil of his master. And 
pulling his pocket handkerchief out, he says, he 
hankers chiefly after such and such things. On 
seeing a man before a looking-glass, tie his 
neckcloth well, he exclaimed vel you tie in spe- 
culum! Some old Attir bottomed chairs put him 
in mind of a poem of Lord Byron’s, because 
they were coarse hair. He would rather let all 
(oreign loans alone, particularly those of Jtol- 
Umd, because he would get Neither lands nor 
moniy fqr his loan, though his credulity might 
get a Polish. He says hq had stout notions of 
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marrying a brewer's daughter, but her father was 
against the match, so they thought of Aopping 
off to the north. Then he. has seen lovers under 
a cypress tree. He talks of his Mend, Mr. Eel, 
who lives in SMrmer’ssitQei. He asks Lucy for 
a light, and says he is in lux via (luck’s way ! ) 
from thence he would infer Lucifer ! On seeing 
a church, he says, he has very nspiring ideas, for 
he should like to be the chancellot of England : 
suck jokes deserve a halter, for they put one in 
a tcrri-6fe fry ! On passing a river, he said, he 
had divers notions of throwing himself in, be* 
cause the Bank was to issue no more paper cur- 
rency. He hears reports, that a house which 
was pulled down and rebuift, was haunted, but 
remarks, that it was only a story raised. He 
says, that a man that will fish all day, ought to 
have a rod for pursuing such a line of conduct : 
so says Theodore Hook! When he goes skait- 
ing, he says, he commences on fundamental 
principles, and it is but justice for bim to crack 
his jokes there. On seeing a lady who wore a 
cap cailod the late queen’s cap, he remarked, it 
must be a mob cap. He talks of his friend the 
cheesemonger^^being a mighty fine sort of man, 
and when itc iS^ solus, he says, he is always so- 
lo (w). Hfe says, TilUfBayner will be a Reigner 
at the English Opera. Miss Wood, of the Hay* 
market, has been lung used to the boards, and 
has played a good deal; but observes, that no one 
dared ever yet to* touch Wood. Mr. Liston once 
complained to the mant^cr of Drury*lanc : some 
one said, go to El-liston, and he will listen to 
you. He says, that Miss Tree ought to be called 
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a jMi&t-tree/from tEd apHlEuse she gets :]aa(f that 
Miss Dance has. taken a trip to Bath. That Miss 
Chester is at M&nclts^fer : that Miss Love has a 
great deal of cupid-ity ; and tl]^at Mrs. Chatter- 
ley knows she has a tongue. A man told him'once 
that he was no pun-ster, on which he could not 
stir npunf. He blows, he told him, thej^ies; and 
says Old Maids arc verging (read virgin) on the 
vale of life. He talks of his friend the fiddler 
keeping the even tenor of his way, that he Wares 
wrell', although he is hom’d down with ago. He 
talks of George the Third, Wilks, Wat Tyler, and 
darned stockings, in one breath, because they 
are men ded! And says the best language for 
punning is the Punic,,, With him ,a strong man 
is a ilfzme/man. And he calls n flower pot an 
Elector of Middlesex, because it is a Land holder. 
Says, our imn^ortal SAen-dan w’as too fond of 
wine : it was by his wit he got his bread,, though 
Mr. Whitbread often proved crusty and opposed 
him. “ Facilis descensns Averni," says he, to a. 
friend who slipped down the stairs of a* modern 
Hell, in Pall Mall. He will toll you of a Bear he 
once saw Brewing ! Shalcspearc’s Commentators 
are common "tatoes. Ho deplpyes &e t^tastrophe 
of the man who was o^aulted by tt '/^^ey, and 
says all flesh is grass, oillS a great* aeal of it 
scurvy grass. He has seen coal-heavers laugh 
till they were black in the face. And when 
he sees draymen lowering bfier in a publjc- 
hbuse cellar, he says, it is a sign that beer has 
fallen. ^Drinking, he says, makes him lean, be- 
cause he leans against every post and wall that 
bars his passage, which is uncommonly grating 
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to his feelings. And when he gets up a rope 
ladder, he says, he is an upright man, and can- 
not fail rising in the world. If any one talks of 
our first parents, he says, he was on the eve of 
mentioning them, and if he was able, he would 
give so and so a good earning — ^plague on such 
jokes, say I. A celebrated poet, he says, ought 
to write more, for he has wrote little long enough, 
almost till he was done brown. He talks of Mr. 
Westcott, who is a relation of Mr, Coates: such 
observations would be only making breaches into 
nonsense. I trow sirs, it would, was his reply. 
He exclaims, reguiescAT in pace over a dead 
puss. Ingens cui lumen adetnptum, when he sees 
the engines running. And dianks Mr. Peel for the 
"Repeal of the Marriage Act. 

Mirror. 


A ftlOTIiER’S LOVE. 

IIiiR, by her smut", how soon the stranger kno’\8; 
IJow soon, by In?, tlie glad discovery siiows, 
iAs ttj her lips slie lifts the lovely boy! 

^Vh;n answering looks of sympatliy undjoy! 
fie walks, hespeni’s in many a broken word ; 

Ilis wants, his wishes, and lii{> griei's are heard • 
And ever, even to her lap he flies, 

When rosy sleep comes on v.ith sufr surprise. 
Lock'd in her arms, his arms across Ikt flung 
(Timt name most dear forever on hi.»< rongue), 

A.S with soft accents round her neck he clings, 
And, cheek to check, her lulling song she sings. 
IIow blest to feel the beatings of his heart, 
Breathe his sweet breath, and kiss for kiss imphrt; 
Watch o’er his slumbers like the brooding dove, 
And, if she can, exhaust a Mother’s love ! 


HeraUl, 
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Olcamings of poetry,— if 1 may g^ivc 
That name of beauty, passion, and of grace. 

To the wild thoughts that in a startlit hour. 

In a pale- twilight, or a rose>btid morn. 

Glance o'er my spirit,— 'thoughts that are like light. 

Or love, or hope, in their effects. 

LAMENT FOIi THE PAST YEAR. 

Farewell, thou sliadow'y Year, farewell ! 

My heart feels light that thou art gone ; 
That last star was thy burial light. 

That passing wind thy funeral moan. 
Another Year? It cannot be. 

Surely, what thou hast been to me ! 

Twelve months ago I sat, as now; 

Glorious was the blue midnight, 

A glad sound came from many bclls^ 

And never shone the stars more bright; 

T thought the sky, so calm, so clear. 

Might be an omen of the Year. 

False sky ! false stars ! showed they their light 
But as in mockery to the eye. 

That sought in their bright page to read 
A something of its destiny ? 

Why looked iJiey beauty, looked they hope. 
On such a darkened horoscope ! 

For, not one warning shadow told 
How many clouds were on the wind, 
f >} hopes that fell like antnntn fruit. 

Leaving the sapless boughs behind I 
Ail that has been may be again. 

And yet lives in my spirit’s pain. 

Now there is storm upon the sky. 

The clouds hang heavy, as with care ; 

The stars have darkened one by one, 

A moaning sound is on the air; 

And be the year the worst to me, 

^Tis but what I expect should be* 
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Come, thou New Year! I doubt thy life 
Will be such as thy birth has been, 

Ended as it begun, in tears, 

A desolate and darkened scene. 

There is now but one only thing 
Which I can wish, or thou canst bring. 

A deep, a lone, a silent grave, 

Is all I ask, dark Year, of thee ; 

To otliers hope and pleasure bring. 

But only bring the grave to me I 
The wearied hearty in Us despair, 

Will seek and hnd a haven there. 

Literary Gazette 


MR. BELL AND LORD CHANCELLOR ELDON. 

Before Mr. Bell had finally retired from the 
Court of Chancery, he waited on the Lord Chan- 
cellor, to acquaint him of his intention. The. 
Learned Lord, justly estimating the distinguished 
legal abilities of Mr. Bell, remonstrated with 
him on the impolicy of putting his intentions into 
immediate execution. ‘ My Lord,’ said Mr. 
Bell, ' I am growing old.’ “ I am your senior by 
some years,” replied Lord Eldon. ‘ My Lord, I 
feel myself growing weak.’ “ I am much weaker, 
Mr. Bell,” said tlie Chancellor. ‘ I have a swim- 
ming in my head—’ “and so have I,” retorted 
his Lordship. ‘ My Lord,’ said Mr. Bell, ‘ I 
have made money enough.’ The Chancellor was 
silent ! 


Chronicle. 
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BARRISTEUS OF THE OLD SCHOOL. 

Sir William Dugdalb, in his account of 
the Inner Temple, says, “In 1664, the King went 
thither in his harge from Whitehall, and dined 
there. The solemn revels which were begun by 
the whole house. Judges, Sergeants at Law, 
Benchers, and the, Utter and Inner Bar, were led 
by the Master of the. Revels” (doubtless some such 
proper person as Dr, Rcnnel). “ After this cere- 
mony, one of the gentlemen of the Utter Bar was 
chosen to sing a song to the Judges, Sergeants, 
or Masters of the Bench, which was usually 
performed ; or in default of it, was an amercia- 
ment. This ended, some of the gentlemen of the 
Inner Bar presented the house with dancing, 
which was called the post revels. These dances 
were continued till the Judges dr Bench thought 
proper to rise and depart.” 

llayman, in his Quodlibets, printed in 162S, 
observes : 

“ When 1 was of Lincolno’s Inne, the fashion 
was (and I thiuke is still) after dinner, upon 
grand and festive days, some young gentleman of 
the house would take the best guest by the hand, 
and he the next, and so, hand in hand, they did 
solemnly passe about the fire, the whole com- 
pany each after other in order ; to every staffe a 
song (which I could never sing) the whole com- 
pany di^H^ith a joyn’d voice sing this burthen ; 

Some mirth and solace new let us take. 

To clicare our hearts, and sorrows slake. 
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Upon this kind of commencement of these 
revels, I conceited this : 

When wise, rich lawyers dance about the fire, 

Making grave needlesse mirth, sorrowes to slacke, 

If CJyents (who doe them too dearly hire, 

Wlio want their money, and their comfort iacke) 

Should, for their solace, dance about the hall, 

I judge their dance were more incthodicall !” 

By methodical, wc suppose he means that 
clients, being; naturally far more inclined to bo 
grave than cither Barristers br Judges, would 
better acquit themselves in solemn revels.” 

C/i!'0nic/t. 

HOGARTH’S NO -DEDICATION. 

lIocARTii wrote a History of the Arts, which 
ho intended to publish as a supplement to the 
Afialysis of Beauty, and even went so far as to 
write the dedication for it, which was as follows : 

The No-l)edication ; not dedicated to any 
Prince in Christendom, for fear it might be 
thought an idle piece of arrogance ; not dedi- 
cated to any man of quality, for fear it might be 
thought too assuiuiug ; not dedicated to any 
learned bod y of men, as either of the Universities 
or th<^ Royal Sociel ' , for fear it might be thought 
an uncommon piece of vanity ; nor dedicated to 
any one particular friend, for fear of ofl’ending 
another; therefore dedicated to nobody; but if 
for once wc may suppose nobody to be every- 
body, as everybody is often said to be nobody, 
then is this work dedicated to everybody. 

By their most humble and devoted 

WJLMAM HOGARTH.” 

Somerset-House Gazf i te. 
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A LOVE SONG. 

Boast not to me the cliarrus that grace 
The finest form, or fairest face; 

<Sliape, bloom, and feature, I despise; 
Wealth, wealth, is beauty to the wise. 

Come then, my Craesa, fill my arms 
With all thy various itore of charms; 
Cliarnis that of Time defy the rage, 

And laugh at wrinkles and old age. 

Come then, oh come, and with thee bring 
The thousand joys from wealth that spring; 
Oh ! bring the deeds of thy estate. 

Thy quit-rents, inortgagts, and plate. 

Still keep, unseen, those auburn locks. 

And yield thy treasures in the stocks; 

< >h ! hide that soft, that snowy breast, 

And give, instead, thy iron chest. 

'i'hy guiiiens shame the blushing rose. 

Which in those cheeks, unheeded, blows; 
Too sweet for me that ruby lip. 

Give me thy India bonds and scrip. 

Can aught with those bright eyes compare? 
Tliy diamonds. Nymph, still brighter are. 
(^an aught those pearly teeth excel? 

Thy pearls themselves please me as well. 

Say, dost thou boast that beiiuteous arm? 
Its bracelet boasts a richer charm : 

Those fingers, too, are lovely things. 

But lovelier far their brilliant rings. 

My passion. Nymph, brooks no delay. 

For charms which never feel decay ; 
Charms which will mock thy fleeting breath, 
yield their raptures after death. 


British Press. 
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OBSOLETE CHARACTERS. 

No. I.— THE OLD ENGLISH YEOMAN. 

Harrison, in his Introduction to Holinshed's 
History of Great Britain, gives the following in- 
teresting definition of the substantial Yeoman, or 
Farmer, in Queen Elizabeth’s days : 

This sort of people have a certaine prehemi- 
ncncc, and more estimation than labourers and 
the common sort of artificers, and those com- 
monlie live wealthilie, Jkeepe good houses, and 
travell to get riches. They are also for the most 
part farmers to gentlemen, or at the least wise 
artificers, and with grazing, frequenting of mar- 
kets, and keeping of servants (not idle servants, 
as the gentlemen doo, but such as get both their 
ownc, and part of their master’s living), do come 
to great wclth, that manic of them arc able and 
doo buie the lands of unthriftie gentlemen, and 
often setting their sonnes to the schooles, to the 
universities, and to the ins of the court; or 
otherwise leaving them sufiicient lands where- 
upon they may live without labour, doo make 
them by those means to become gentlemen: these 
were they that in times past made all France 
afraid; and albeit ihey be not called Master, as 
Gentlemen are, or Sir, as to Knights apperteineth, 
but onelie John and Thomas, &c. yet have they 
beene found to heive doone vcrie good service : 
and the kings of England in foughten battles, 
were woont to remaine^ among them (who were 
their footmen), as the French kings did^^amongst 
their horsemen; the prince thef^Tiy shewing where 
his cheefe strength did consist,” 


HerM. 



DesigQcd by T. Rowlandson. 


TWO AT A TIME; OR, IRISH ACCIDENTS. 

SKETCHES AT BOW- STREET.— No. VI. 

John McCarthy appeared on a warrant to 
answer the complaint of his fair rib, Norah, for 
hating and iM-trating her. 

John, it appeared, loved not only Norah, but, 
like Giovanniy had caused the lengthening, of the 
apron-strings of more than two or three in his 
native place, the city of Cork. In England he 
had, like Macheathy 

" Dallied and toyed with twenty fair maids 

but, unfortunately for poor John, ho was followed 
by three of bis chere amies in different quarters. 
Norah however, gone to a fortin-telWsy to 
know the fate of bne of her ehilder; and the old 
Sybil, who knew more than perhajps she ought 
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to do of J olm’s affairs, lost sight of the young 
ones, and spoke only of the grown-up child- 
Norah’s suspicions were roused, and she suffered 
the ^'Green-eyed Monster*’ to work on her vitals, 
but had the resolution to keep her feelings to 
herself for some time, during which period she 
determined on watching every movement of loving 
John. 

The Devil,- or some evil spirit, threw in Uie 
way of John, Miss Margaret Sullivan; and John, 
humming to himself the Good old days of Adam 
and Eve, turned into a whisky shop. They had 
just got a naggin before them, when in came 
Norah! The scene that followed may be con- 
jectured, but not described. Who was to have 
John — Norah or Margaret? — John thought at 
that time — 

How happy could I bo with either. 

Were t'other dear <hvtJ uw.iy.*^ 

And without stopping to soothe eitlier, off he 
bolted, and left ilK.’m to settle the matter as they 
could, thinking Ito should certainly escape from 
one of them. In tliis he was mistaken, for he 
was followed home by the hvo ; and, in a rage, 
turned to, and beat bis wife with a birch broom. 
31 argaret did not escape in the scuffle, but as she 
found faithless John was the property of another, 
she declined making any charge against him. 
John, when called on for his defence, seemed 
inclined to soothe tho matter, and on an under- 
taking that Norah la/one should enjoy his love, 
and not his hatred or ill usage, the affair was dis- 
missed, leaving the warrant open if he again 

transgressed* IJfe in London^ 
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MINISTERIAL FAME. 

TO THE CHAKCELLOIl OF THE EXCHEQUEH. 

Aoj ^uoquc fiovuimm^ scd Jlosfuit ille Ovid. TrisU 5% 

We Ministers flourish by turns in the round. 

But fading the flower, and soon on the ground. 

Tiiy liV ml principles* we sec, • 

Have ticap’d a load of flime on thee, 

Thou great Reformer of the age ! 

But those who held tlie reins before. 

Were lauded full as much or more, 

Then w»here*s tlie good of being sage ? 

TIjou cunning seest this jilting Fame 
Can go as quickly as she came, 

And only mock the sous of men. — 

I Icnce hast thou learnt from onef, ^tis clear, 

How to secure her half a yeur,’^ 

As thus, thou must build Churches then V* 

Tho Alien Bill is one ; for it would be a pretty thing indeed to 
lie compared to Jews: — One law shall be to him that is home- 
born, and unto the stranger that sojourneth among you,”— Exodus, 
chap. xii. v. 40. 

f- ‘‘Oh, Heavens! die two months ago, and not forgotten yc|! 
then there’s hope a great man’s memory may out-live his life half a 
year; but by ’r lady, he must build churches then.”— Hamlet, Act 
‘h Sc. V. 

Half a year is something, but the error of all great men, from 
tliose of ancient days down to Napoleon, is, that they don’t know 
the exact time when they ought to hang themselves. 

•Si sircumducto captivorum agmine, ct omni 
Bcllorum ponipa, animam dlwRsset opimani, &c* 

The hour of successor popularity is, says Juvenal, the critical 
moment. Wc throw out this friendly for the serious ccxuridera- 
tion of ministers during the recess: — . 

descending froxu.hit^t9te 

11 that blest hour, he should have b^g*d his fate,”— D rtdew. 

Chronicle 
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THE VEGETATIVE PISTOL, 

COURT OF requests: 
o’rfjlly verms fag an. 

This case c«T,mc on to be heard before the 
Commissioners^ and excited a good deal oi 
amusement in a very crowded court. We have 
obtained an accurate short-hand report of the 
proceedings. 

Crier. Tim. O’Reilly! — Tim. Here, your Onor! 

Crier. Larry Fagau I— Larry. Ainil under youi 
' nose ? 

Crier. Come into court ! — and the plaintiff and 
defendant entered, each taking his sconce by the 
fore-lock, and dragging it down, as an apology 
for an obedience. 

Commissioner. Well, Mr. O’Reilly, what have 
you to say against Mr. Fagan ? 

Titn. A great dale, your Onor. 

Commissioner. Make it as short as you can, 
Mr. O’Reilly ; for we have abundance of busi- 
ness this morning. How was this debt of thirty- 
nine shillings and eleven-ponce three farthings 
incurred ? 

Tim. Devil an incur there’s in it, plase your 
Onor ; bekase its the price ol‘ a fowling-piece of 
mine that he has, and I can’t get it out of his 
clutches, by no nicang at all at ail. 

Commissioner. Did yoft lend it to him ? 

Tim. Devil a lend, your Onor. 

Commssioner. Did'you sell it to him ? 

Tim. Devil a sell, your Revhrence. 

Commissioner.^ Come, then, tell us all about it. 
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Tim, An’ that I will, your Worship, [and he 
wiped his mouthy and pulled up his unmention- 
ables']. You must know, your Worship, that this 
man, that is to say, Larry Fagan here’s father 
and mine were gossips, and lived at Scullabog^e, 
in Ireland. 

Commissioner. At where ? 

Tim. At Scullaboguc, to be sure, your Onor. 

Commissioner. I’m afraid I should split my 
skull, if I were to have that name to repeat often. 

Tim. Devil a splity your Onor; ’tisn’t a little 
tiling that ’d ^lit that. ( A laugh ). 

Commissioner. Go on, if you please. 

Tim. It’s I that will, your Onor, Larry Fagan’s 
father that’s there; no, he’s not there naither, 
bekase he’s dead — but Larry’s father comes in 
one day to my father, that’s dead too, and says 
he, Tim.” (for my father was a Tim. before me), 

is'it yourself that’ll lend me your gun to shoot 
ould grumpy ;” — (that was the name of a sow of 
his, your Reverence)—'" bekase I think she’s 
dying of owld age, and I’d just put her out of her 
misery?”—" Faith and to be sure I will,” says 
my father tliat was ; " but the devil a powtlier ot 
shot I have.” — " Never mind that,” says owld 
Fagan— God rest his soul!—" powther or no 
powthei. I’ll be bound I’ll do for her;” and with 
that my father gives him the gun from off the 
mantle, where I remembered it from the hour of 
my birth; and out he goes. Well, your Onor, I 
thought I’d folly him, to ‘see the sow shot— and 

out I goes too. 1 

Commissioner • What! then he went to shoot 
the pig without powder or shot ! 
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Tim. It's truth that you spake^ your Onor ; and 
1 went to see him. 

Commissioner. And did he shoot the pig with-- 
out ammunition ? 

Tim. It's he that did. ( Loud laughter in court). 

Crier. Order! order! among them are people 
as is laughing ! 

Commissioner. Go on, Mr. O’Reilly, if you 
please. 

Tim. Where was I? You put me out, and 1 
forget what I was saying. 

Mr. Fagan, the defendant, here dryly said, 

Liars ought to have good mimmories.'' 

Tim. (running towards Fagan), “ Who do you 
call a liar, you spalpeen ? I’d be after breaking 
your cotintenance for a farthing,” 

Commissioner. Not here, Mr. O^Reilly, if you’ll 
be so obliging. Go on, if you please — you were 
just shooting the pig without powder or shotj 

Tim. So I was, your Onor. — (Aside, and turn- 
ing with a scowl togards Fagan, Your soul to 
the gallows, I wish I had you in the street.”) 

Commissioner. J’rocecd — proceed — good Mr. 
O’Reilly. 

Tim. Yes, your Onor — where did you say I 
was ? 

Commissioner. You were going to tell us how 
the defendant’s father killed old grumpy. (Laugh- 
ter). 

Tim. Bad luck to that thief— he’s quite bewil- 
dered me. 

Commissioner. Now, do go on, Mr. O’Reilly; 
you went out, you say, with Mr. Fagan~and the 
gun. 
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Tim. I did, your Onor, and our dog Scabby— 
and we goes to Fagan’s haggard,, where the poor 
owld sowlwas; and so Mr. Fagan goes up to her, 
as she was lying on her back, and he says to her, 
“ God be good unto me and with the butt end 
of the gun he gave her a blow on the head, that 
stunned her, your Onor; and after that he borrys 
my knife, and, be -the same token here it i.s — 
(he produced an old pocket-knife) — and cuts her 
throat ; and so devil a word more she spoke. 

Commissioner. My good fellow, what has this 
to do with the defendant? 

Tim. Wait, and I’ll tell yon. Where was 1 ? 
Well, so after he shot the sow — 

Commissioner. He didn’t shoot her — butknocked 
her brains out, and then cut her throat. 

'Urn. Well, that’s the same thing, sure. 

Commissioner. It may be in Ireland, but not in 
this country. But come to the point. 

Tim. I’m a coming as fast as a horse ’d trot. 
Well, your Onor, owld Fagan took the gun home, 
and never returned it from that day to this. My- 
self came over to this country to seek my for- 
tune ; and last Martlemas I heard as my father 
was gone to Heaven, your Onor — the Lord be 
marciful to him ! 

Mr. Fagan again interfered, in his dry way — 
“ Be my conscience, if he is gone to Heaven, 
he’s the last of the O’lleillys that’ll travel that 
road.” 

Tim. What> that you say, you ? 

Commissioner. Never mind what he says, but 
finish your evidence. 

'Hm. Devil a word more I’ve to say, barrin one 
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day, when I went into Larry's room, there — what 
should I see but the same owld gun as my father 
lent to his father; and which was never returned, 
and which is my property, bekase it was my 
father's before me ; and it’s for the value of that 
same gun I brought him before your Worship. 

Commissioner. Is that all you have got to say, 
Mr. O’Reilly ? 

Tim. It is, your Worship; and what more 
would you have a body say ? 

Commissioner. Not a word— you have said 
quite enough. — Now (turning to Mr. Larry Fa- 
gan) what have you to say upon this subject? 

.Larry. Not much, your Onor. 

Commissioner. The less the better. How do 
you account for the possession of this gun ? 

Larry. A sy enough, your Worship, 

Commissioner. Come let us hear — have you got 
the gun in court ? 

Larry ^ To be sure 1 have, and a witness too — 
that’s better than the gun. 

Commissioner. Produce both. 

Larry. Mick, eome in with the fowling-picce ! 
— and Mick, a carrotty-headed, bricklayer’s la- 
bourer, worked his way through the crowd to the 
presence of the Cc^-amissioner, with an old rusty 
musket in his hand. 

Commissioner y (turning to O'Reilly). Is that 
your gun ? 

Tim. May be it ain’t. 

Commissioner. Is it, I ask you ? 

Tim. Why, to be sure it is. 

Commission^. Well now, Mr. Fagan^ call your 
witness. 
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Larry, I needn’t call him, your Onor; for there 
he is, (pointing to Mick). 

Commissioner, Well, Mick— what’s your name 
beside Mick? 

Mick, Flannigan, your Onor. 

Commissioner, Well, Mr. Flannigan, what do 
you know of this gun ? 

Mick, A good dale, your Onor. 

Commissioner, To whom does it belong ? 

Mick, To Larry Fagan, and his father before 
him to be sure, your Onor. 

Commissioner, How do you know that? 

Mick, Asy enough, your Onor. 

Commissioner. When did you see it first? 

Mick, Och, a long time ago. 

Commissioner, Where ? 

Mick, At ould Mr. Fagan’s, at Scullaboguc, to 
be sure. 

Commissioner, Can you remember how long 
ago? 

Mick, That I can’t; but I know it was quite a 
young thing when I first saw it. 

Commissioner, Quite new, I suppose you mean, 
Mr, Flannigan? 

Mick, Faith I don’t, your Reverence ; I mane 
quitd young, for it was not the bigness of my 
hand when I first clapped my two good-looking 
eyes on it. 

Commissioner, You don’t mean to say it grew 
to its present size from something of a smaller 
description? 

Mick, Don’t I? Indeed but I do, your Onor; 
for if it wasL the last word I had to say, I remem- 
ber it when it was nothing huX ^ pocket pistol! 
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A load roar of laughter here put the business 
of the court to a stand-still, and the Commission- 
ers themselves could no longer preserve their 
gravity. Mick looked a.stonished, for he did not 
seem advised of his having said any thing parti- 
cularly humorous; but ho was still more asto- 
nished when he was ordered out of court for his 
bare-faced- impudence, and saw the gun safely 
delivered into the hands of Mr. O’Keilly, who 
kissed it with as much fervour as if he had just 
recovered a long-lost relative. 

Mr. Fagan also looked amazed at the failure 
of his ingenious defence, and went away, swear- 
ing he would employ lawyer Phillips to bring 
the matter before the House of Lords. 

Bellas Life in London, 


MR. MACALPiNE AND MR. MONEY; 

OR, THE fiARBERS AND THE BEARS, 


Indeed, quoth Bruin, 

1 now perceive there’s mischief brewing.” 

IIUD, 


What wonder stocks, like a balloon, 
(Fit emblem !) mount up to the inoon, 
Lunatic bubble in its true senst : 
When 'tis liib Lordsliip that declare s 
A wish that folks should kill all bears, 
Or Jifc'IJ indict them as a nuisance! 


Chronicle* 
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CHARLEY EASTUP ON INHUMANITY. 


Ve&tmin&ter Pil, Sunday* 


SER, 

To-day bcin vat a lawyer’s clarke as cams 
to my pit calls a ‘ die ease nmi,' (by vich I sup- 
pose he mcens a day on vich my bear and bajjers 
has an easy time of it), I’ve mended the old pen 
as I rote all my former yepissels with, and have 
tuk it up to call yurc attenshon to summut as I 
hav jest red in the Bishop’s paper. Here it is : 

“ Grand Shooting Party . — Friday se'nnight 
and Monday week were slaughtering days in the 
home coverts at Whcrsted-lodge, the scat of 
Lord Granville, near Ipswich. On Friday there 
were killed with guns, 2 partridges, 151 phea- 
sants, 6 woodcocks, 70 hares, and 36 rabbits— 
total 265. And on Monday ,-mth 12 guns, 4 par- 
tridges, 433 pheasants, 4 woodcocks, 320 hares, 
and 58 rabbits— total 810. Grand total 1084. 


“ The following list has been handed to us, as 
containing the number of heads of game killed on 
Monday by the noblemen and gentlemen respec- 
tively. It does not exactly correspond with the 
statement above, which we have no doubt is 
correct, but we suppose it Included the wounded 
birds, which were not picked up till tiic next day. 

« Duke ofYork 128 « Hoh. Mr. Montague 70 

Duke of Wellington 120 lion. Mr. Ponsonby 5o 

lord Granville J8 ^on. Mr. Arbuthnot 26 


Hon. Mr. Grcville 
Hon. Mr. De Roos 


SirIi«bt.IIarland, Bart. 40 
Rev. Mr. Capper • • • • 41 


Hoii. Mr. Anson •• 88 

Hon. Mr. Lamb • • • • 78 


ToUil 
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Vel Ser, vat do you think of that? — ^Thcres 811> 
poor annemals kild in van day, and 105 vounded ; 
— “ picked up in the voods the next day — left 
to die of broken legs and vings ! — And vat sort of 
annemals vas they, Ser? — tame annemals, vatvas 
fed in “the home coverts” till they vas as tame 
as barn-dore fouls ; pritty annemals, Ser, innocent 
annemals ; annemals as feel as much as Mr. Mar- 
tin. — And hoo vas it as kild and vounded them, 
Ser? — Vya Rial Book, a common Book, a Lord, 
seven Honnorabels, a Barrownite, and a Re- 
verend Minister of that religgon, vich Mrs. Fry 
told vun of our chaps tuther day in Newgate, vas 
a religgon of kindness, of mercy, and of luv? 
And vy did they commit thjs “slaughter?” — Vat 
vas there motiv for this buchery? He tell you, 
Ser. — Pleasure I greet pleshure, Ser ! There was 
the pleshure of eatin a few of em ; there was the 
pleshure of laying rich people, as havvent got no 
“home coverts,” under the sort of hobblegashon 
vich they think it to reseeve a present of game 
from a Book or a Lord ; there was the pleshure 
of boastin about iherc shutin, and of countin the 
number as died at vunce, and the number as died 
by degrees in the voods ; there vas the pleshure 
of lettin the Rial Book shute the most ! — that’s a 
ple.shnre as may be vurth sumthin sum. day ; and, 
last of all, there vas the pleshure of having their 
names in the newspaper. I don’t say much of 
that, for its a pleshure to me, and yure verry gud 
to indulge me in it. But I jest vant to ask Mr. 
Martin vat he thinks of all this ? 1 no he vont do 
nothin, but I vant to no vat he thinks? Tjist 
vant to no vether ho thinks there’s any jestice in, 
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his Hact of Parliament^ vich settels a donky-boy 
in a jiffey, and* lets all them Nobs commit as 
much cruelty as ever they like ? O Lord, O Lord, 
vat a vurld this is! Here’s he, as will be the 
Hed of the Law ; here’s Dooks, Lords,*' Barrow- 
nites, and Honnorabels, all law-makers them; 
selves; here’s Parson-Magistrates, as upholds 
the laws and executes em, as preeches aganste 
cruelty, and sends a poor man to the mill for 
pickin up a ded hare vich has died of a mortifi- 
eashun caused by vun of theer oun guns ; here’s 
aset of Rial, Nobel, Honnorabel, Vurthy, Re- 
verrent Gentelmen, goin out to a slaughtering 
day in the home coverts,” to kill 819 annamels, 
as never did em any harm, and to vound 105 
more, all for pleshure. And here is the Bishops 
Paper, vat rites for the shuvvel hats, and vat so 
ofen blackards ^^tho ignorant, cruel, feroshous, 
lower order’s” publishin a fine boaslien descrip- 
shon of the ^^slaughtering day,” and calculatin 
the number as vas kild outrite, and the number 
as died of slow lingerrin pain in the voods, and 
vas picked up the next day by the Nobelmen 
and Gentelmen !” 

A happy new yeer to you, Ser; and if you puts 
this in, vou’l be, as yushall, a frend to the poor. 
Yure most obedient sarvant to command, 

CHARLEY EASTUP. 


Annals of Sporting, 
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SPIRITS OF THE AGE. 

No. II.— THE REV. SIR HENRY BATE DUDLEY, BART. 

This gentleman, who was bom in the year 
174G, and who for above half a century has been 
distinguished in the literary and political world, 
died on the 1st of February at Cheltenham, aged 
78. His lather was a respectable clergyman at 
Chclmsi‘ord in Essex, by whom ho was educated, 
and afterwards .sent to college. Ilis first engage- 
ment in public or political life, w as his establish- 
ing the Morning Post and Morning Herald news- 
papers ; the latter in 1780, the former a few 
years previous. He also commenced the Courier 
de VEurope, printed in French, and the English 
Chronicle. Of the Morning Herald he w^as for 
many years sole proprietor, and he supported the 
paper with extraordinary success, by his wit and 
versatility of talent. To the Probationary Odes 
and the Rolliady v> Inch at that time drew universal 
attention, he coi'tributed largely; and wrote 
entirely tlie VorlUjern and Rowe^na^ a satirical 
work, pourtrayiiig, with admirable spirit, and in 
the diction of Shakspeare, the characters of all 
the eminent persons of that day. This appeared 
at the time of Ireland’s forgery. In the time of 
Mr. Garrick he produced the opoia of the Rival 
Cmdidates at Dmiy-lane Theatre, and afterwards 
the Blackamoor washed While, which, in conse- 
quence of party-spirit running so high at that 
period, caused a contest amongst the audience, 
with drawn swords, upor the stage itself. He 
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was the author of the operas of T/ie FUtch of 
Bacon, and The Woodman. The former was 
written for the Ha^market Theatre, for the pur- 
pose of introducing his friend Shield, as a com- 
poser, to the public. The rest of his dramatic 
works are. The Travellers in Switzerland, and 
At Home, a bagatelle produced about ten years 
ago. As a magistrate, he was most active and 
vigilant. 

To Sir Henry Dudley the country is, in a great 
ineasnie, indebted for one of its ornaments — 
Gainsborough. His j>atronage of this excellent 
painter in early life, principally contributed to 
his subsequent .success. He was also the patron 
of J. Louis de Lolmc, who wrote the work upon 
the Constitution ; Lavoisier, who established the 
present beautiful system of chemistry; and of 
every man of merit who needed and solicited his 
assistance. Sir Henry was the intimate friend of 
Garrick, of the Earl of Sandwich, (who patro- 
nized Captain Cook), of the elder Colman, of 
Cumberland, of Bonncl Thornton, and of Mrs. 
Cowley ; and the associate of all the wits of the 
day. He first discovered the merits of Mrs. 
Siddons, wl^p was then performing in a bam at 
Cheltenbuin, and mentioned her to Garrick, vdio 
commissioned him to engage her, leaving the 
salary to his discretion. 

Sir Henry, in addition to some other valuable 
church preferment, was a Prebetidary of Ely, 
Chancellor of the Diocese of Ferns, and was 
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ORDER OF MARIA THERESA. 


and duels of Sir Henry (then known as Parson 
Bate) with Messrs. Miles and Fitzgerald, took 
place ncjirly fifty years since, was the beautiful 
Mrs. Hartley, the tietress, wlio dj^ed on the same 
day with Sir Henry. John Bull. 

ON SIR R. WILSON’S 1A)SS OF MARIA THERESA’S 
RIBBON. 

“ Farewel ye gilded follies— 

Faiewel ye honour’d rags — ; 

Fame’s but a hollow echo ; 

Their honour the darling but of one short day, 

Their state a gaudy prison to live in, 

And torture free-bom minds.” 

iSir H, IfVottmCs Farewel. 

la life’s early morn when ihy young soul was fir’d, 

Unskill’d in the course thou to glory aspir’d, 

To the battle field rush’d — on chivalry’s wing, 

And sav’d from the focinan a fugitive King — 

Thy guerdon a bauble of boyhood the prize, 

Which aye is the jest of the good and the wise ; 

’Tis tyranny’s badge hung on slavery’s chain, 

VVhich the breast of a freeman ouglit ne’er to sustain^ 

Let fsonclaves of Kings with their sceptres of iead> 

With tinsel and ribbons deck the slaves wfid have sped; 

Their craft is abhorr’d, the Holy redressors, 

Who scourge the oppress’d, and shield thte oppressors ? 

But redeem’d is thy honour, restor’d is thy truth, 

The bubble lias burst, the vain phantom of youtli, 

Nut for one didst thou bleed^ but millions to save, 

And hail’d art tbpu now by the free and the brave; 
Dispers’dVer the world they’ll rally again, 

Their watch-word remember, Riego and Spain ; 

Kings cannot disgrace thee, nor rob of thy fame, 

’Tis enroll’d, ’tis recorded— thy glory, their shame. 

Chronicle, 
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MRS, hMtLEY. 

The once beautiful and admired actress, 
Mrs, Hartley, -died on the Ist of February, aged 
73, at Woolwich. She was a conte£!llporaiy with 
Garrick, and, we believe, the only one that re- 
mained, excepting Mr. Quick and Mrs. Mattiipks, 
who are still alive. Her extreme l^eauty, and the 
truth and nature of her acting, attracted universal 
admiration, and caused her to rank the hi^^t 
(as a female) in her profession, previous to ’^the 
appearance of Mrs. Siddons. Mr. Hull had 
written his tragedy of Henry the Second, or Fair 
Rosamond, several years previous to its produc- 
tion, and despaired of obtaining % proper repre- 
sentative for the character of Rosamond, until ^e 
above lady appeared. Mason also, the celebr$i^d 
poet, wrote his tragedy of Elfrida, that jlie 
might personify the principal character. ElHida 
has always been admired as a beauttful poem, 
but it is 1iiu>t riiilculated for stage effect ; it’was, 
nevertheless, at that time supported, and even* 
rehdered highly, .attractive, by the person ^uid- 
taleiits of the late Mrs. Hartley. She was die 
very favourite subject of Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
and appears, as the beautiful female in anumbeit 
of hiSfinost celebrated pictures ; t#o in particular 
are i^fessed portraits of her, called *'Mrs. 
Hartley, as Jwe Shore,*' add Mrs. Hartley, as 
a Bacchante.” A fine study for the (prmer was 
recently sold at the late celebrated ^le of the 
6 
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Marchioness of Thomond’s pictures, at Christie’s 
She died in easy circumstances, her merits, 
during her public services, having procured her 
a handsome independence. 

British Press. 


THE INIMITABLE CHARLES MATHEWS. 

The following jcm d’ esprit on his performances 
at Oxford, is a parody on the Sapphics of Ho- 
race : • 

Mathews Comici Laudes. 

Prime Miinorum ! TIiou rare mimic Mathews, 

Quein jocus circum volat blithe as May-tUiy, 

To canant Gownsmen giddy and the grave too, 

All over Oxford. 

Tu potes Proctors cornitesque Bull-dogs 
Duccre, et Redcoats celeres morari; 

E’en the stern Masters tibi blandienti ^ 

Smilingly cedunt. 

Quin et each high Don Sociique vultu 
Titter invito ’mid the gay assemblage; 

Shouts of ai plause ri.se rapid, dum catenas 
Carmine mulces. 

Tu, merry fellow, velut es levanien 

To the pale forms whose final doom approaches. 

Who, citu coraiii solio Miiiervse 

Shuddering shall stand. 

Fell are her Priests ! Quum Viiulos prehendant, 

Singulos, elieu ! lacerunt iii picc'^s! 

Hi tamen mites sweetly gaze at Mathews 

Full of his frolics. 

Serns in Lunnum redeas, diuque 
Gratus intersis populo togato ! 

Leave the dull Cockneys, — with us be at Hontif Sir ! 

Co it in Oxford ! 

Literary Gasetle. 
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THE THREE BLIND TIPPLEjRS* 

XaREE sightless inmates of the sky, ♦ 

Whose names were Justiee^-^Fortune—Cupidf 
Finding their public life on high 
Somewhat monotonous and stupid. 

Resolved one morning to unite 

Their powers in an Alliance Holy, 

And purify the Earth, whose plight 
They all agreed was melancholy. 

Quoth Justice — Of the world below 
I doubtless have tlie best idea. 

Since in the Golden Age, you know,* 

I ruled it jointly with Astraea; 

While, therefore, we on earth abide. 

For fear our forces should be parted. 

Let we be your perpetual guide 

Agreed, nem, con., and off they started* 

Love first, and Fortune next descends. 

Then Justice, though awhile she tarried. 
When Cupid cries — ^This flight, my friends. 

Has made my throttle somewliat arid : 
Beneath each wing, before our trip, 

I poppM a golden vase of nectar. 

And L for one should like a sip— 

What says our worshipful Director ? 

The proposition, ^twas decreed. 

Redounded to the mover^s glory. 

So down they sate upon the mead. 

And plied the flagon con amore; 

But not reflecting that the draught 

With air of earth was mix’d and muddled. 
Before the second vase was quaff'd. 

They all became completely fuddled* 

Now reeling, wrangling, they proceed. 

Each loudly backing his opinion, 

‘ And ’etead of letting Justice lead. 

All struggle fiercely for dominion : 
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Whereat her sword in wrath she draws, 

And throws it in her scales with fury, 

Maintaining that the rightful cause 
Bequires no other judge and jury. 

Fortune, purloining Cupid’s darts, 

Tips them with gold for sordid suitors, 

Making sad havoc in the hearts 
Of matrimonial computers ; 

While Love on Fortune’s wheel apace 
Plagues mortals with incessant changes, 

Gives flying glimpses of his face. 

Then presto ! pass!— away he ranges. 

Their pranks, their squabbles day by day. 

Gave censurers a better handle, 

Till Jove, impatient of their stay, 

And anxious to arrest the scandal, 

Bade Fortune — Justice— Love return , 

But to alone for their miscarriage, 

Lest men for substitutes should yearn, 

He sent them down, J.uck, Law, ai»d Marriage. 

JNew jS/lonthly Alagazir 


THE GREATEST BORE IN LONDOxV. 

Whi;\ Sir William Curtis returned from his 
v'ojage to Italy and Spain, he called to pay his 
respects to Mr. Canning at Gloucester Lodge. 
Among other questions, Sir William said, “ But, 
prayr Mr. Canning, what do you say to the tunnel 
under the Thames?”— “ Say,” replied the -de- 
cretory, “ Why, I say it wrill be the greatest hore 
•London ever bad, anS that is saying a great 
deal. 2'if'ur. 
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OPSOLETE CHARACTERS. - 
No. II.— THE COUNTRY BOOR. 

Bishop Earle has touched this homely 
subject with singular point and spirit. 

A plain country fellow is one that manures 
his ground well, but lets himself lye fallow and 
untilled. He has reason enough to do his bujsl- 
ness, and not enough to be idle or melancholy. 
He seems to have the punishment^of Nebuchad- 
nezzar, for his conversation is among beasts, and 
his tallons none of the shortest, only he cats not 
grass, because he loves not salads. His hand 
guides the plough, and the plough his thoughts, 
and his ditch and land-mark is the very mound 
of his meditations. He expostulates with his 
oxen very understandingly, and speaks ffee and 
ree better than English. His religion is a part 
of his copyhold, which he takes from his landlord, 
and refers it wholly to his discretion ; yet if he 
give him leave, he is a good Christian to his 
power, that is, comes to church in his best 
clothes, and sits there with his neighbours, where 
be is capable of only two prayers, for rain and 
fair weather. His compliment with bis neigh- 
bour is a good thump on the back, and bis salu- 
tation commonly some blunt curse. He is a * 
niggard nil the week, except only market-day, 
when, if bis corn sell well, he thinks he may be 
drunk with a good conscience. For death he is 
never troubled, and if be' get in but his harvest 
before bad weather; let it come when it will he 
cares not.” 


Herald, 
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LIVERY SERVANTS. 

“ Mark their badges^ then tell me, are they men ?” 

’ TEMPEST. 

The livery servant, like those who wear the 
colours of the Holy Alliance, is a kind of vermin 
that crawls offensive to my sight,” and I could 
wish for some good Hubert to hand him out. 
Not that I object to honest service, or that the 
needy should be domestic servants to the 
wealthy ; but 1 hold the livery in utter detesta- 
tiom Kings, it is true, are the servants of the 
public (amply justifying the universal outcry 
against the morals and conduct of servants), and 
on great days they wear their livery — but this is 
not much to the point, and for example we 
should not chuse to look to that quarter. In 
their case it is certain that the livery^ or state 
dress, is of infinite importance. Louis XVI. 
and Marie Antoinette lost their places, and their 
heads too, through, iiegligence in this particular. 
See Mad. Camp^in. Kings are servants by elec- 
tion or otherwise, and their freedom is, as in the 
case of all servants, restrained ; and the liberties 
they take, as in the case of servants in general, 
often very improper, militating most injuriously 
against the duties they have to perform. 

' “ Who rules o’er freemen, should lumself be free;” 

has been ridiculed by that staunch Tory, Dr. 
Johnson, in the parody^r^ 

Who drives fat oxen, siiould himself be fatf' 
and certain it is, that however fat he may be. 
whatever the condition of the hulls he drives, an 
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equal freedom is out of the question. Law, 
etiquette, many curbing rules and ordinances 
shackle him both in body and mind. These, the 
livery of robes, and the duties of office, are ser- 
vitude. Stars are badges, garters, chains: but 
they are by courtesy called honours. 

Homer has said, Tei§m)s — that a 

man loses half his virtue the day he becomes a 
slave — and I agree with him; but there is 
marked distinction^ between a slave and a livery 
servant. I foci every kindly impulse mix with 
my pity for a slave in chains, but I despise and 
turn with disgust from a servant in Kvery—the 
slave wears his chains by compulsion, the ser- 
vant his livery by his own base ^onsent. 

It has happened to ns to Im^r some persons 
exclaim—" Did you ever hear of such impu- 
dence ! a fellow came after my place this morn- 
ing, and when we had agreed upon every thing, 
he refused to wear a livery!” And udiere, I 
would ask, was the impudence in this ? Is it not 
enough to be an honest — why stigmatise 

him with a badge 7 — " Sullerance is the badge of 
all the tribe” — why add an useless and degrading 
one to gratify a vile, tasteless, unmanly vanity ? 
The refusal was honourable to human nature*. 
We are then told of the pride of livery servants. 
Pride is often the offspring of a consciousness of 
demerit, and afability and condescension are 
avoided, because they throw the party open to 
an examination which they cannot bear. A livery 
is sure to exeitp<tbis contemptible pride, founded 
on a feeling of disgrace, and as a means of keep- 
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ing familiarity and its dangerous consequences 
at a distance. 

Again, they are insolent, and we say. 

Quid Domini facient, audent cum talm fares ? 
or, what will masters do when scrv^j^ thus 
presume ? Why, the same ; for, as Addison ob- 
serves, ^'Servants are not all rogues, but are 
what they are, according to the example of their 
superiors. And you have in liveries, beaux, fops, 
and coxcombs in as high perfection as among 
people that keep equipages.'* But, independent 
of this very natural mimicry, their insolence and 
impertinence are affected and encouraged to pre- 
vent comparisons, and to carry off with the best 
possible countenance, the disgrace which is 
sensibly felt to attach to a livery. You will 
enter a hall, where you may see half a dozen 
servants in splendid liveries, lounging on the 
hall chairs with an apparent contempt of all 
corners—! say apparenty because they have no 
real contempt but for the exhibition which they 
themselves are making. It is a bullying to cover 
cowardice. If it should chance that among these 
you behold one out of livery, it is a little Go- 
shen — a sunny sj ot, on which the eye reposes 
as on the light of freedom amidst the shades of 
slavery: I am perfectly of that author’s opinion, 
who says, To be naked is to be much nearer 
to the being a man, than to go in livery.” — homo. 

ChronicU^ 
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CATCHING THE TARTARS. 

Among tijie first settlers of Brunswick (Maine) 
was Daniel M&lcolm^ a man of undaunted courage^ 
and an inveterate enemy of the Indians^ who have 
given ^him the name of Sungumumby, i. e. very 
strong man. 'Early in the spring, he ventured 
alone into the forest, for the purpose of splitting 
rails from the spruce, not apprehensive of the 
Indians so early in the season. While engaged 
in his work, and having opened a log with small 
wedges about half its length, he was surprised 
by Indians, who crept up and secured his musket, 
standing by his side, — Sungumumby,” said the 
Chief, now me got you ; long me want you ; 
you long time speak Indian, long time worry him; 
’me have got you now; look up stream to .Ca- 
nada.” — ^"Well,” said Malcolm, with true sang 
froid, you have me, but just help me to open 
this log before I go.” They all, five in number, 
agreed. Malcolm prepared a large wooden 
wedge, carefully drove it, took out his small 
wedges, and told the Indians to pl^t in their 
fingers to the partially cleft wood, and help to 
pull H open; they did; he then suddenly struck 
out his Ijlunt wedge, and the elastic wood in- 
stantly closed fast on their fingers, and he secured 
them. 

Herald, 


EPIGRAM ON JOSEPH HUME, M. l\ 
Into ail sorts of subjects, both known and mikaown, 
Mr. llunae goes wbut one may call souse, 

ITiilucktly having no saise of his own, 

He’s always for taking sense of the House, 

GO. 
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RESURRECTIOX MEN AT APPLEBY. 

The resurrection men, who were reported 
to have been at Appleby, created considerable 
dismay amongst the children and old wives. 
One old woman, with portentous countenance, 
hurried into a friend's house with “ Ha ye seen't 
resurrection men to-day?’* — ^^What! have they 
come ^to Appleby, Mary?” — Marry hey the — 
it’s a pity but a cwourse was takken wi’ them.” 
— But you know, Mary, no person having 
been buried here of late, of course they can- 
not carry off any body from our church-yard.” 

Whya that maks nca odds — they hey plaisters 
'at they clap ower fwolks mouths, sae that they 
cannot shoot oot, aiT’ off they gang wi' them. 
Thcer was a young lad at Carlisle that they got 
awld on, and clap’t a plaister owr his mouth ; 
and, as he cuddn’t shoot oot, he dang his clogg 
through a shop window when’t fwolk cam' ott, 
and they war fworced t’ run away. Theer was 
another young \fid 'at they gat awld on and plais- 
t<jred in’t sayma way : they oppen’t swoles of his 
feet, and war thrang bleeding him to dcet]|||K but 
somehow or other they war fund oot, and they 
lucade off.” 

Globe and TraxwJler, 


ON A LADY WHO SPOKE BOLDLY OF HEU CONTEMPT 
FOR TUt: CALUMNIES OF THE WOULD. . 

“ I wrapt me in my virtues spotless vest;’’ 

That’s what the world calls, going“lightIy dress'd. 

Herald, 
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, . A LONG STOitY. 

An Italian nobleman, who was grievously 
afflicted with old age and the gout, entertained a 
conteur,.ot fable narrator, whose business it was 
to talk him to sleep. The centeur was a man to 
have talked the world to sleep in twenty mi- 
nutes ; but the excessive restlessness of his pa- 
tron sometimes defied his utmost exertions'. One 
night it fell out that the Marchese was particu- 
larly wakeful, and the cmiteur's invention more 
than usually slow. He had exhausted his whole 
stock in hand of Adventures, and contrived (such 
as they were) three new tales ; but still the pa- 
tient slept not, and kept calling upon him to 
continue. At length, wearied oxit, the conteur 
struck at a fresh fable. “ There was a poor ' 
peasant,” said he, “ who dwelt upon the Pome- 
ranian mountains, who went forth one day to a 
neighbouring market to purchase a flock of sheep : 
he made his 'bargain, though prices were high, 
and set out on his return home, driving 200 
ewes” — (“ It was a large flock,” muttered the 
Mar^esc)— " two hundred ewes, besides lambs, 
before him; but a storm arose towards night, 
and the rivulets swelled with the rain ; at length 
the peasant came to the bank of a wide river, 
which was no longer fordable, from the floods, 
though it had been so when he passed in the 
morning. There was no bridge than three 

leagues, and the roads were getting heavy for the 
cattJie. Could a boat be procured? There was 
one ; but so small th&t it would only carry one 
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sheep at a time. In this dilemma the traveller 
had no choice; he put a sheep into the boat, 
rowed it over with some diflSculty, (for the stremol 
was now strong and rapid), landed it on the far 
shor^, and returned for another—.” When the 
conteur had arrived at this point of his stoiy, he 
stopped) and composed himself to sleep ; but the 
nobleman, who was still awake, cried out, as 
usual, “ Go on, Beneditto; go on. Why do you 
not proceed with the farmer on his journey ?”— 
"Ah! let -me sleep, my Lord, I entreat you,” 
reinmed the conteur, in despair; “ I shall be 
awake again, 1 am sure, before be has got bis 
sheep over.” 

Chronich. 


AN ALLITERATIVE SONNET, 

ON A YOUTH WHO HIED OF EXCFSSIVE FRUIT-PIE. 

Currants have check’d the current of my bloody 
And berries broLglit me to be buried here ; 

Fears have par’d oil* niy body’s hardihood, 

And plums and pturiibers spare not one so spare. 

Fain would I feign my fall ; wb fair a fare 
Lessens not hate— ^ot ’ti§ a lesson good : 

Gilt will not long hide guilt; such thin wash’d ware 
Wears quickly, and its rude touch soon is rued. 

Grave on my grave some sentence gravt and terse, 

That lies not as it lies upon my clay, 

Bat, in a gentle st^^in of unstrained verse, 
jjfFrays all to pity a poor patty’s prey — 

"Spearses I ^i^fruitAil to my hearse — 

Tells that ojl^days are toid^ and soon Vu\ toll’d away 

Zondon Magazine^ 



P«kigned liy T. Rowlandton. 


THE. PETTICOAT^ WHIP; 

OR, A MPT FOR LOVE. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. VIL 

The scene before u.s presents a new. feature 
in Corinthianism—a. Coachman inside hiiS doach, 
and a Peer withont upon the bo3t, is ntm a 
mere thing a-Za-mode; — but a peer-Zess pettiedat 
handling the ribbons in tprime style, and cutting 
a fly’s eye in turning comers to a nicety~*and 
that in the dark too, has something of novelty to 
recommend it to the notice of the humourist. 

Medlecock, a Bow-street patrol, was on duty ' 
in Gray’s-Inn-lane — when he saw the coach. No. 
Il 06 , so furiously fly along, tha^ “ it was <^ 1 ^ of 
sight in almost no time.” Nev^^eless.'^Plft 
as it flew (and we think a coach ^te as iuely 
to fly as Wordsworth s " little, to ‘tsflive 
upwards”) be saw Jehu seated' 'between twa 
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Piwas of Drory, the oveb driving for dear 
life y the other, no doubt, engaged in soh didU^ 
ance with her #^ain of the stables, lulled bjr 
the melodious rattling of the coach. We, how- 
ever, marvelled^ nolf at "lovers’ haste” through 
Gray’s-lnn-lane — a lane celebrated for law and 
light-fingers, both long since allowed to be ini- 
mical to love. But we beg pardon pf our readers 
and Mr. Medlecock, the patrol-^e latter of 
whom was standing in the street, as he saw the 
coach ‘‘‘ fly,” and as we have already stated ; so 
thiit Mr. Medlecock had' no chance of meddling 
with our party at that time. In the course of 
an hour (it was now between twelve and one 
o’clock in the momii^. back " flies” the same 
coach at the same rate^ut with only the " coach- 
woman,” as Mr. Medlecoek said, " alone on the 
box by herself,” flogging away, whip and cut, as 
hard as she could. He rush^ at the horses’ heads, 
seized the reins, and forgetful of Mr. Martin’s 
Act, (and which, by the way, we hope all ofien- 
ders may be kept in mind of,) be struck the poor 
animals over thoir noses with bis stafi*, whilst the 
lady, nought relaxing, ^^ogged them over their 
backs, until the iaded creatures (between them 
both) were beaten to a standstill. He then 
ordered the fair Amazonian to dismount, who 
gracefully catching her loose garments in her 
hand, leaped upon the ground, expressing her 
sentiments as to his eyes and limbs with all the 
freedom of a woman of quality, who is above 
the prejudices of custom. Mr. Medlecock, how- 
ever, opened the coach door, when, lo! whkt 
should he espy but coacbec and his unconscious 
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qaeeu lockj^ in each 'Other’s anus, fast asleep, 
and who had thus retired to conceal their 
« jfising blushes.”— “Hallo !” si# Mr. Medlecock, 
** what’s the row here !” — “ Y-ya-hip !” answered 
coachee, rubbing bis eyes, “ I ‘Ihy, Poll ! drive 

on and be d^ ’d t’ye ! Touch ’em up under 

the flank, and they’ll go it like winkin !” — “ No, 
but Poll won’t touch ’em up anywhere,” returned 
Mr. Medleco<dc, “ and if you don’t take charge 
of the coach. I’ll take it to the green-yard, and 
yourself to the watch-house !” This hint brought 
the love-lorn J onathan to his senses — whak he 
retained of them — and bidding the fair farewell ! 
and the patrol to go to St. Peter — or any other 
Saint he liked better — wended on his way.” 

Such was the purporf^W the charge urged in 
detail against the defendant, John Egerton, who 
now appeared to answer it in the best way he 
could. 

Mr. Minshull, after telliug the patrol that he 
should have put his threat of taking the c^ach to 
the Green-yard, and the driver to the watch- 
house, into execution, asked the defendant what 
he had to say for himsel|? 

“ Vbrily, your Worshiji,” replied John Egerton, 

I ben’t guilty. — Do I look like a man, at my 
years, to be running such rigs as them ere?— 
Howsomevei, look how I may, though it was 
my coach, I wasn’t out with it that ere night — 
being in bed and fast asleep at the time, a^ my 
wife can come forward to testify; ^nd therefore 
as I wasn’t tlMere — a comparit^'ot, reasoning 
if couldn’t be me.” 

Medlecock would not take upon himself to 
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identify the person of the coachman^ though he 
was positive as t^ the number of the coach» and 
therefore the Magistrate called upon John Eger- 
ton to give up the name of the driver, 3ince he 
denied being the driver himself. 

** Must I tell?” said John. 

Indeed you must,” replied his Worship, or 
else I shall hold you responsible.” 

** Why then,” said John, it was my son 
Jonathan; and 1 wish they had tooken him to 
the watch-house — whereby my horses would have 
been all the better for it — ^for my son Jonathan is 
but a randomish sort of a chap.” 

Under these circumstances John Egerton was 
discharged, and a summons issued against his 
son Jonathan. 

On Wednesday, Randomish Jonathan” ap- 
peared before the Magistrate in propria persome, 
attended by bis mamma. 5. The evidence was 
read over to him, and he w^as asked what he bad 
to say to it ? 

“Say,” replied randomish J onathan, very in- 
differently, “ why its wery well in pint, all that 
ere, a coz I did give jest a lift for love to them 
cr«^ girls as is m< ntioned but as for drivin, and 
that ere, the girl as was on the box can drive as 
w ell as any other man in London, let him be who 
he will.” 

Mrs. Egerton interceded with the Bench on 
behalf of her son, jwho she said was as good a 
lad as ever broke the world’s bread, and bad 
never been misgiven (query Mm-given) before. 

“ Then, in that case,*^’ said bis Worship, “ I 
shall only fine him forty shillings, instead of 3/. 
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as I might do ; and I hope it will be a waraiq^ to 
him not to be misgiven a §pcon(^time. 

Jonathan ,j^id he “conld not pay no such 
money, .and tfierefore he must sa^e it out in pri- 
son.” So to prison he went; but he had not 
been lotdt^d up more than ten minutes before 
his mother came back and paid the fine, besides 
seven shillings costs. 

Her ilfm-given randomish Jonathan was then 
set at liberty, and quitted the Ofiice cursing the 
unfortunate fruits of his liberality, and vowing 
never again to give “ a Lift for Love.” 

B£/1*s Life in London, 


BANE AND ANTIDOTE. 

“ Abuse was calculated to urge Klugs to acts of which they might 
otherwise not be guilty. — Loi4 Clarendon says of the first Earl of 
Portsmouth, that * finding himself less commended than he deserved 
for what he had done, he cared less to deserve well than he had 
cared before.* ** Mr. Wm. Lamb's speech, March 23. 

■ ■■■■■<* Quis e^imhirtutem ampketitur ipsam^ 

Prwmia si roZ/tw.**— Juven. Sat.x, 

Most excellent logic ! how just and how true 
Ti) account for the Holy Alliance of Kings ! 

* No premium for all the great good that they do, 

What wonder they shun all the virtues^ poor things ! 

If so, it’s a pity, for only reflect 

How sad for the people, how terribly hard : 

But their vices’no more, then, we’ve cause to expect, 

For they have ne’er yet had their proper* regard ! ' 

* JHe cruccaii pretiura sceleris tulit, hie diadema. 

Britkh Traveller, 
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GERMAN EPIGRAMS. 

The Translations are said to be by Mr, Bowring. 

THE REPOSE OF OLD AGE. 

You wish for age, and yet you dread to die; 

Is pain then sweeter than tranquillity ? — Erich. 

DEATH. 

Many have died in valour’s field. 

And many a man disease has kill’d ; 

But lust, and wine, and luxury, call 

To death's dark mansion more than all.— Tn7/^r. 

ADVICE GIVERS. 

Some folks there are whom others well might teach. 
Yet always wiJl be teaching; 

'*Tis quite a punishment to hear them prcacii, • 
Yet they stiU will be preaching.— 

SOCRATES’ COUNCIL. 

Marry or not— say how shall I end it ? 

Marry or not — you’ll be sure to repent it ! — Brakes. 

Three things give every charm to life. 

And every grief controul — 

A nu llow wine, a smiling wife, 

an untainted soul.— Bcccaw. 

ANATHEMAS. 

I know not if 'tis Wise or well 
To give all heathens up to hell — 

Hadrian— Aurelius —Socrates— 

And otheib, wise and good as these; 

I know not if it is forbiil. 

But this I know— Christ never did.-^Oleim. 

He who marries once may be 
Pardon’d his infirmity ; 

He who marries twice is mad : 

But if you should find a fool 
Marrying thrice — don’t spare the lad— r 
Flog him — dog him back? to school,— 
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That tongueless you may find a maid, 

I can conceive it: 

But silent with her tongue in her head, 

1*11 not believe it. — Gotz» 

EPITAPH. 

Here lies, thank God, a woman who ^ 

Quarreled and storm’d her whole life through ; 

Tread gently o’er her mouldering form, ^ 

Or^else yoa’ll rouse another storm. — Weckherlin. 

HONOURABLE SERVICE. 

If one have served thee, tell the deed to many ; 

Hast thou served many, tell it not to any. — Opitx, 

Better to sit iti Freedom’s hall. 

With a cold damp floor and mouldering wall. 

Than to bend the neck, and to bow the knee, 

In the proudest palace of slavery. — Olearius, 

The world is but an opera show. 

We come, look round, and then we go. — C. Gryphius. 

ADAM’S SLEEP. 

He laid him down and slept — and from his side 
A woman in her magic beauty rose. 

Dazzled and charm’d, he call’d that woman “ bride,’' 
And his first sleep became his last repose. — Besscr. 

Ere yet her child has dra^fi its earliest breatli . 

A mother’s love begins-*-it glows till death. 

Lives before life-— with death not dies— but seems - 
The very substance of immortal dreams.— IFerwicAf. 

EPITAPH, 

What thou art reading o’er my bones, 

IVe often read on other stones; 

And others soon shall read of thee, 

What thou art reading now of me.— 

London Mag. 
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THE MALLOM-MOT ; 

OR, UNIVERSAL SUFFRAGE. 

Mr. Editor — In a late Paper you noticed 
the corruption that has crept into the word pass, 
•it being, in fact, the culprit that passes, i.e. suffers 
sentence, and not the Judge. Etymology is very 
curious and amusing in this respect. People are 
little aware of the origin and primitive sense of 
numberless words in common use. A work, 
written by a man, whom no one would suspect 
of having so employed his pen, I mean the infa- 
mous Cleland, has recently fallen into my hands, 
entitled, “ The way to things by words, and to 
words by things, being a sketch of an attempt at 
the retrieval of the ancient Celtic” A more learned 
and ingenious book has rarely appeared ; and as 
it is, I believe, very rarely to be met with, I 
shall, for the entertainment of your readers, make 
a short extract from it. 

“ Oyez, oyez, oyez— »The Proclamation in a 
Court of Justice is not from the Norman oyez, 
hear, but signifies, this is the time appointed for 
justice. Oy, Ey, is. Now is justice. 

“ Parliament — A. Meeting or Assembly in 
order to pass laws. A Legislative Convention. 
Par-ley-mot*. Parliament, in the sense it is 

• In the certainty that Ey had, among a number of other rigniiica- 
tions, that of Law ; the added prepositive L mate* it Ley, and with 
variationa ' Ltx, Lui, and in Italian Legge. Inie common 
Celtic paragogic f makes it Ley Leyt : thence we have our Coujgc* 
ieet, which is strictly a Court of Laws it is the radical to the Lit de 
' JueticefAOtc French, whose ancient language being obliterated or 
Jk)st to them, the sense of this word i», am^g others, now out of 
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derived from the French^ is palpably nonsense. 
Our Parliatnent remounts to the times preceding 
the invasion of the Romans^ who abrogated that 
custom^ which was afterwards restored by our 
kings, in different degrees at different periods. 

The Mallom-mot was dn assembly of the whole 
nation, or of all the inhabitants of a district, con- 
vened to deliberate on the public affairs, and to 
pass laws, which were thence called the Mahnu 
tine Laws, and not from an imaginary Malmutins, 
no more than the Laws- were from one 

Martins; it should be Campus Martins, the^s^me, 
as the Mallom-niot, or Shire-gemot. On' the indic- 
tion of such a National Assembly, it was the 
custom to sacrifice, without mercy, the person 
who appeared at it, the last; which was dohe as 
a terror to the tardy, and a warning to obey 
the summons. Thence edme the expression of 
having the Mell, or being immolated ; thence the 
vulgar proverb of the Evil (spirit i. c. D'evil*) 
take the hindmost. This seveiity was, however, 
at length softened to a defamatory punishment, 
which was, in the face of the assembly to carry 
a dog, and to kiss his p^teriors. This shame 
was held little inferior to death itself. Thence 

memory; thence that barbarous pleonasm tenir un lit de Justice, 
to hold a Law of Justice. Holding a Bed of Justice is still more 
ridiculous, unless for her to take a nap on it. 

* Devil from i« absolutely not even a Greek word : for 

surely to derive it^frQpi SwifioXfi, Calu7nny,zs Dr. South and others 
have done, is an inadmissible violence to tlie sense. Qi^mmy is 
undoubtedly part of the DeviFs character, but would liardly give 
him the name. Devil is a contraction of the two primitive words 
The and Bvil, D^evils ’ij being notoriously often used for Th. It is 
antithetic^ to the wprd^Ifod, which is itself a contraction of Good. 
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that low expression lag last, 3fc. Thence the 
Dntch term of contumely Homds'^footf allu- 
sively to having been the footstool to a dog— 
Hound. Thence the French have their word 
honte to express shame. Thence the Italian word 
Vergogna — Fercagna — carrying a dog. This 
custom of camjing the dog was especially in- 
flicted on traitors, whose crime was not Rbso- 
Intely capital, and existed in Germany till very 
lately. There are traces of this custom to this 
dajTj^in Poland. 

" ilowever the MalUm-mot entirely ceasing, 
the Parley-mot was probably found more con- 
venient than such a tumultuary assembly*, and 
took place of it.” P. 28-29, Etymon. . Chronicle. 

* Tills assembly was on the Commons cither adjacent to the Caw 
(Town), or appropriated to that purpose by^the people. Whether 
the Commons, as representatives of the nation, did not rather take 
their name from this meeting on the Commo?u, than from the Com- 
monaliy, a word in some measure derogatory from the supreme 
authority of such a meeting, I leave to the reader to judge ; but the 
Cfmmon,OY spot of giound itself, which undoubtedly derived its name 
from the Alceting or C 'immunity of Mallom or MaUow, was so invio- 
lably privileged, as never to be inclosed or cultivated as private 
property. Thence the word mallow became generalized and applied 
to grounds that lay uns wn. The in the ancient British deflect- 
ing into /, gave the word fallow. 


ON THE SUCCESS OF « THE HyPOCRITE*» LAST 
SEASON AT DRURY-LANE THEATRE. 

The friends of theatricals bail with much giee, 

A standard old Comedy’s triumph, and tell, 

"'That till it was done by the Drury f jAnfe 

Tht Hypocrite never was acted so well. Post, 
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SHERIDAN AND HIS ELECTORS. 

The late Brinsley Sheridan being on a can- 
vassing visitjto his constituents, the indepenflent 
electors of Stafford, was met in the street by one 
of ^is old voters, who accosted him as follows 
Well, Maister Sheridan, I'm glad to see you. 
How, be ye, ek ?” — ** Why, thank you,, my friend, 
very well. I hope you and your family are 
well,” replied Sheridan. “ Ay,, ay,” answered 
the elector, they are pretty nobbling ; but they 
tell me, Maister Sheridan, as how you are frying 
to get a Parliamentary Reform. Do ye think ye 
shall get it ?” — “ Why, yes,” says Sheridan, “ I 
hope so.” — “ And so do I,” replied his consti- 
tuent, “ for then you’ll be able to pay off the old 
election scores, shan’t ye ?” 

When Sheridan was appointed Treasurer of 
the' Navy, under the Whig Administration, his 
constituents at Stafford deputed two of their 
body to wait upon him, for the purpose of putting 
him in mind of certain promises which he had 
made them, and which were to be fulfilled on his 
getting into office. Accordingly, two of these 
enlightened and patriotic electors waited upon 
the orator at his residence in London. Preli- 
minary compliments having’ been disp.osed of, 
Sheridan asked them what was the more imme- 
diate pi||fport of their visit? Why,” replied the 
electorsi*^ ^‘.we are come to congratulate, you 
upon yoli[i?*‘'j§ffetting into a good place, i^d you ^ 
know. Sir, ^here-n^e some old bills standing.” — ’ 
“Yes, yes,/.’ pWj^f ^thc answer; %but I can do 
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nothing fbr you now. t have not received a far- 
thing yet from my office."—** Why,” said the 
electors, ** we can hardly aspect it at present, 
but, you khow, you have hlways promised to 
tr^l^t us all alikf^'—to shftW nq favour.” Sheridan 
having assured them » that there shquld be no 
partiality manife&tei^ in the distribution of his 
favours, the victors left the room. One of them, 
howeyar^ returned, without bdlng observed bybis 
companion, tq get a frdnk from Sheridan, for the 
purpose of enclosing a letter to his Wife in Staf- 
ford. His friend had ncd;^ ^ot to the bottom oi 
the ^airs before he missed him, .when, upon* 
turning his head, he immediately suspected foul 
play, and luahing towards the apartment, be met 
his companion just at th^ moment he was putting 
the frank into his pock,<ttt. This was enough. 
The enraged elector dashed, with clenched 
and eyes sparkling with rag$, into Sheridan’s 
room.—** D — n me,” he exclaimed, ** if 1 didn’t 
always' think ypu was a — stamp, Sheridan !” 
The T^casurei ivas struck with astonishment, and 
hastily Joquir^ wluit was amiss. “Amiss!” re- 
plied his ennsutuentf */ dij^’t you say you would 
treat us all alike ? Whpt hove, you been giving 
to iiim t^cre 1” — to.h*^” said Sheridan ; 
“ why ntrthing but a fcault for his wife.”—" Well, 
man/’o^d the elector, ** gitte me one, and let it 
be yust like his.” Which deihaUd Jieing imme- 
diately complied with. Jib took his Itwre per- 
fectly sa^sfied. ’ ^ . p 


BttulU, 
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SPIRITS OP TR[E,A6£. * 

No. IV.— THB I.ATE MR. MQRNR TOOKE. 

Mb. Tookb was, in private cdupan^ mid 
among his friends^ tiie^gbed gentlefiian of th4’ 
last ^e. His manners wete as fascinating as 
his conversation was spirited 'aid del%htjal., 
I^^nt one in mind of the burdeH of Ihli 80 % of 
" King’s old conrtier, and an old courtier of 
the King’s." He was, howeveti of the ojppo- 
site party. It was cmious to hear ohr modem 
sciolist advancing opinions dt the mosf radical 
kind without any mixture of radical heat 'or 
violence, bt a tone df fasHfbna'ble'vioncka&cnce, 
with elegance of gesture and attitude, and with 
the most perfect gbod humour. In the spirit of 
opposition, or in die pride of logical superiority, 
be too often shocked the prejudices px wounded 
the self-love of tbbse about him, white he him- 
self displayed the same unmoved indifference or 
equanimity. * He said 4bc most provoking jthings 
with a laughing gaiety, antT a polite attention, 
that there was no ^th'^tandingi" He threw 
others off their guard oy thwarting thfiir fa- 
vourite theories, ahd thb# avaiTed himself of the 
temperance of his own pulite to chafe them into 
madness. Ho had |tdt$bne pdHicle of deference 
for the opinions of others, nor of sympathy with 
their feeling ; noaiiad he obstinate coqvictions 
of his own to defend— 

** Lord of hini^elf, uiicumbcr’d with a creed 

he took up any tojdc by chance, and played 
with it .at wiR, lik^ a Jn^ler withehis cups and 

H 
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balls. He genet^y.. ranged himself on the 
losing sideband had' lather an ill*natured de- 
light in contradiction^ -and in perplexing, the 
understandings of others, without leaving them 
any*elae to guide them out of the labyrinth into 
which he had led them. He understood, in its 
perfection, the great art of throwing the onus 
probandi on his adversary, and so could main- 
tain dlmost any opinion, however absurd or fan- 
tastical, with fearless impunity. I have heard a 
sensible and well-informed man say, that he 
never was in comply with Mr. Tooke without 
being delighted and surprised, or without feeling 
the conversation of every other person to be flat 
in the comparison ; but that he did not recollect 
having ever heard him make a remark that struck 
him as a sound and true one, or that he himself 
appeared to think so. He used to plague Fuseli, 
by asking him after the origin of the Teutonic 
dialects ; and Dr. Parr, by wishing to know the 
meaning of the common ^bpulative, J$. Once 

at G ’s he defended Pitt from a charge of 

verbiage, and endeavoured to prove him superior 
to Fox. Some one imitated Pitt’s manner, to 
show that it was monotonous ; and he imitated 
him also, to show that it was not. He main- 
tained (what would* he not maintain?) that 
young Betty’s acting was flner than John Kem- 
ble’s, and recited a passage from Douglas, in the 
manner of ea^, to justffy 'the' preference he gave 
to the former. The mentioning this will please 
the living — it cannot hurt the dead. He argued 
on the same occasion in th^' same breath, that 
Addison’s style was without modulation, and 
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tbatt it was physically imppf^le for any one to 
write well, ' who was halin^ly silent in com- 
pany. He sat like a king' «t his own table, and 
gave law to his guests — and to the world ! No 
man knew better how to manage bis immediate 
circle, to foil, or bring them out. A professed 
orator beginning to address some observations 
to Mr. Tooke with a voluminous apology for bia 
youth and inexperience, he Said, ‘'Speak up, 
young man!” — and/ by taking him at his word, 
cut short the flower of his orations. Porson was 
the only person of whom he stood in some degree 
of awe, on account of his prodigious memory, 
and knowledge of his favourite subject, lan- 
guages. Sheridan, it has been remarked, said 
more good things, but had not an equal flow of 
pleasantry. As an instance of Mr. Home Tooke’s 
extreme coolness and command of nerve, it has 
been mentioned that once at a public dinner, 
when he had got on the table to return thanks 
for his health being^,;^rank with a glass of wine 
in his hand, and when there was a great clamour 
and opposition for some time,- after it had sub- 
sided, be pointed to the glass to show that it 
was still full. Mr. Holcroft, the author of the 
Road to Ruin, was onjn of the most violent- and 
fiery spirited of all that motley crew of persons 
who attended the Sunday meetings at Wim- « 
bledon. One day he was so enraged by some 
paradox or raillery of his host, ^at he indig- 
nantly rose from bis chair, and said, “ Mr. 
Tooke, you are a scoundrel !" The other, with- 
out manifesting the least emotion, replied, “ Mr. 
Holcroft, when was it that I am to dine with 
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TO BERTRAND. 


you ? Shall it be next Thursday ?” “ If you 
please, Mr. Tooke !” answered the angry philo- 
sopher, and sat down again. It was delightful 
to see him sometimes turn from these waspish 
or ludicrous altercations with OTorweening anta- 
gonists, to some old friend and veteran politician 
seated at his elbow ; to hear him recall the time 
of Wilkes and liberty, the conversation mel- 
lowing like the wine with the smack of age ; 
assenting to all the old man said, bringing out 
his pleasant traits, and pampering him into 
childish self-importance, and sending him away 
thirty years younger than he came. 

Bell's Life in London. 


TO BEllTKAND. 

Vides funnto facUiut sU totam oentem quam unvm vieum 
Vincent Seneca, BpisU ii. 

Bald-headed Bertrand^ well hast thou deserv’d 
Thy Emperor’s love ; and ,he deserves no less 
Thy lowest homage, which in his distress 
Has never from its subject duty swerv’d, 

J saw Napoleon in the pomp of power, 

Surrounded by his Empire’s noblest flower. 

Nor envied him hia proudest mightiness. 

But I do envy him in tliishis hour 
Of two-fold triumph — double victory 
Over his foes and o’er calamity ! 

The greatest men are in their falls must great ; 

And that which gives" to low minds majesty, 

Lessen’d his grandeur. He has conquer’d fate. 

O’er which he rises— “ in himself all state ! 

In himself was all his state. 

More solemn than the tedious pomp that waits 
On Princes.” MiltWi Pars Lost, b. v. 

Chronicle, 
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ANECDOTES OF THE NOBLE TENTH. 

Some officers of the lOtb, or rather some per- 
sons in the costume of that regiment, vrete not 
many weeks since invited to a party given by a 
lady of fashion residing in one of the squares in 
Dublin. The invitation was accepted, ah'd the 
lady, anxious to lose no opportunity of cdiitri- 
buting to the entertainment of her guests, seeing 
these affected coxcombs standing aloof from the 
social circle, and appearing to look discontents^, 
asked them to join the dance. The stiff and con- 
ceited reply was, “The 10th don’t dance.” She 
then asked them to go to the card-table. The 
reply was, “ The lOlh don’t play cards.” The 
lady, even after these ridiculous replies, still 
anxious to please them, asked tliem to join the 
party in the music-room : “ The 10th don’t like 
music” (and we should be surprised if they did. 
Cor that would be a proof of some civilization), 
was the reply. The lady, naturally chagrined at 
such impertinence, left them to shift for them- 
selves till supper time. On supper being an- 
nounced, she expected the 10th would be con- 
sistent in their negative character, but having 
more regard for their appetite than their consist- 
ency, they were proceeding to the supper-room,’ 
when the lady said in a loud tone, she supposed 
the lOtb did not sup. Tlie gentlemen went off, 
regretting the loss of their supper. 

British Fress. 

The following anecdote is current in Dublin. 
Several of the officers of a certain dandy regiment 
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were lounging about in the most affected manner^ 
according to their general custom ; when a gentle- 
man who had known one of them before he was 
spoiled by joining the regiment, proposed intro- 
ducing him to a partner; in reply to w^hich th^ 
dandy yawned out, “ No, 10th don't dance.” 
‘^Poh!” said the gentleman, 'Mhe lady I will 
introduce you to would be a credit to your late 
Colonel, even since his accession; do stand up 
and make one amongst us.” — Well,” again 
yawned the dandy, show her — trot her out !” 
AtAhis the proposer, ashamed^ of his acquaint- 
ance, withdrew. Upon his rejoining the ladies, 
one of them, a fine high-spirited girl, aware of 
his intentions, insisted upon knowing the result 
of his mission, which, after some preface, he gave 
her verbatim. Oh, never mind,” says she, ** in- 
troduce mo;” for which jiurpose he returned, 
and brought the dandy in his hand ; as soon as 
he approached sufficiently near to her, the lady, 
with excellent mimickry and .audible voice, but 
without rising from her seat, called to her 
friend — ‘*No, won’t do — trot him in — trot him 
in !” — to the great amusement of the party and 
the discomfiturer of the thing. 

Chronicle^ 

Mr. Battier, who lately belonged to the regi- 
ment of cavalry called the 10th Hussars, daring 
the period he was placed in Coventry by that 
magnificent body, continued to dine, as usual, at 
the mess. One day he directed bis ser^'unt to 
take his plate to an ofiicer who was carving a 
dish of rabbits, in order to be helped to some of 
them. The officer placed an entire rabbit on the 
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plate, saying, “ The 10th never carves for mer- 
chants.” 

Herald, 


THE BANDY HUSSAR. 

The following jeu esprit has been handed 
about in Dublin : 

ON CAPTAIN 'S ATTENTIONS TO AN SBIKESS. 

Dear Ma’atn^ if you ask what my trade is, 

A soldier I am for the ladies; 

With the baggage in peace, 

With the baggage in war. 

No harm ever reaches the dandy Hussar. 

Chronicler 

SC10>IACHY.~MR. BATTIER AND SIR H. HARDINOE. 

“ He (Sir H.) added verbally, that he would 
meet any gentleman who would come forward for 
Mr. B., but that he would not meet Mr. B . . . . 
Mr. B. would not commit actual violence upon 
him, but that Sir H. H. might consider himself 
horse-whipped (at the same time shaking bis 
whip over Sir H.’s shoulders).” 

As H— rd— iige here declines the field, 

In courtesy he should not yiel4r?r. 

Good manners quite forgot*^? 

But out when thus he’s called bo go, 

The least that he can say is, Poh !— 

“ Now think that you are shot !” 

Tis wise in him to shun the fight, 

Most moral, proper, fit and right. 

But then there's one thing cruel^ 

To say, On you I’ll not attend, 

But if you like, IMl shoot your friend,*' 

Is faith an Irish duel. 
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Tis true, such friends as would be bang’d, 

Or kindly, in one’s place, be bang’d, 

’MongstJ^ings ideal are ; 

And as the whipping’s but a shade, 

This satisfaction may have made 
The matter pretty square ! * 

' , Chronicle. 



* It may, however, be affirmed, that when the horse-whipping 
is, but a shade, it is perfectly consistent that the hght should be 
with a shade.— See Horace’s Umbra, or Friends — 

" Mscena’s adduxerat umbras/ —Sat ii. 8. 


HYPER CRITICISM. 

When Colman read his admirable opera ot 
Inkle and Yarico to the late Dr. Moseley, the 
Doctor made no remark daring the progress of 
the piece, and when it was concluded he was 
asked what he thought of it. “It won’t do,” 
said the Doctor, “ stuff, nonsense !” Every body 
else having been delighted with it, this decided 
disapprobation puzzled the circle ; he was asked 
why ? “ I’ll tell you why,” answered the critic ; 
“ you say in the finale, 

" Now let us dance and sing, 

“ While all Barbadoes’ bells :hall ring.’’ 

It won’t do— there is but one bell in the whole 
island.” 


Mn Bull. 



Uf'imictl by J Fiixdlay. 


THE FRENCH ACHILLES. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. VIIL 

Among the watch-house prisoners brought 
before,: Sir R. Birnie^ was one Monsieur Achille 
de Lesque, a very superb personage, with an 
oraugc-tawney thatch upon his upper lip. 

lie had been consigned to durance for certain 
Tiia infestations of mischievous, magnificence in 
Hiury-lane Theatre; and according t^the evi- 
dence of Ollier, a box-keeper, and Bond and 
Nettleton, of. the poUce, those manifestations 
were thus: 

Mens,, Achille entered the theatre at half-price* 
There nothing very magnificent in that, but 
he very magnificently marched into the dress- 
boxes; and being there, he speedily created a 
very magnificent brouillerie among the company. 
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How it originated the >vitnesscs d^id not know, 
but they were called upon to repove Mons. 
Achille from the boxes ; and they ibund him very 
magnificently defying the* whole fiouse,^ With 
some difficulty they prevailed upon- Imn to quit 
the bo3Q, and then' they left him t^'|)inm^‘^ain. 
.In haH^^n hour after they found htn&«fm«mMi|ng 
hiS' in tlie saloon, t^^ 

steipati^,^ t^ i^ies and 
there ifgsi8 ffi™d^ '-^fe--wa^'^Kej»l||« 
ActiHes/^ ^W p l ^^Hg, /rdm^^emieni^ ka- 
looa tiiyfe'Op^j^i^lM^^ery fcody ! wh^^¥«imc 
in hiq^ir^',vi^l|^lthig - the ladies- with 'Ora%e 
peel^ If you^^ not conduct yourself mdre 
}pa6e^ly,”'saidap^dleman to himv*‘ ue police 

1 the English police — 
sacre}” retorted Mons. Achille, at the same time 
honouring his communicant with a bit of orange 
peel. The gentleman called the police, and 
Bond and Ncttluton repaired to his assistance. 
They told Mons. Achille that unless he behaved 
better, they should certainly be under the dis- 
agreeable necessity of conducting him to the 
watch-house. “Mcmlfiett! this is your English 
Ireedom !” exclaimed Mons. Achille; “yon d — n 
English police, conduct me, one French General, 
to your d — n nasty u-ash-hmse! I shall .smack 
yo "i to hell — ahah !” So saying, ho sent a half- 
sucked oraq^c full upon Nettleton’s nose; and 
in five minutes^ after he was safely deposited in 
the coolest apartment iq. Covent-garden watch- 
house. 1 

His opinion of the Ei^lish police seemed to 
have undergone a very considerable alteration 
during the night, for when he was brouj^ before 
the Magistrate, ^ merely shrugged. hiiMPcmlders 
in reply to tli^narge, and pleaded “ a little too 
much wine” liT extenuation. 

Sir Richard asked him whether it was true that 
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he was a French General ? to which he replied 
that he was an officer in the French army ; and 
though the Magistrate pressed the question as to 
his rank, he always su'nkthe General, and replied 
himply, “ I am an officer.” 

Ncttleton seemed rather anxious to withdraw 
his charge, »but Sir Ficbard would not allow him 
to do and addressing Monsieur Achille, he 
said, “You well know, Sir, that had you so con- 
ducted yourself in a French theatre you would 
have been quickly dragged away by certain 
gentlemen with fixed bayonets, who would have 
dealt with you in a very different manner; and- 
since you do not know how to behave yourselt 
in an English one, we must teach you. You will 
iind sureties for your better behaviour in future, 
and you will remain in custody of the gaoler 
until you do.” 

Monsieur le General Achille de Lesqnc then 
inado his bow, and retreated with the gaoler— 
tambour, sans trumpette! 
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BARKUNA. 

BEWARE MAD DOGS. — BOW ! WOWM WOW»** 

iopy of a Meti icalTiepoj t presented to the Sicttla)y if 
for the Home Depot tmenty on theptesent nlatming p?e alt me 
of Hydrophobia. By Sir Richard Btpntf, Knt indX ?rf 
the Lity Marshafman. 

NEWSPAPER IIYDROPIIOIUA 

Mr Ricbaid Bit me, Bow -4>ti e< t Chic t, 

Repoits, fioin obscivatioii. 

That ixi'iny dogs to his belief, 

Are mad witiiin his station — 

With Hydrophohi i, some no doubt, 

Moie — PolitKs uid gii/zlt , 

And some Da % Bishop Ins found out, 

Who much icquirc a mur/k. 

Bov\, wow, wow, 

Don Clement keeps a sauc v cm, 

A B/a<A Scotch bandy Ihiuity (1) 

W ho mufli uiiKJvs the Chaiicclloi, (^) 

With in hin^ but it ue uif^ 

Ihc Loutn s Mastift — Bilfy a — 

Snirk in i id teiiipei h ck aj;aiii, 

1 * IS botli tiles do ilie people h wi ( >) 

A d laugii till sides do crac k igaiii. 

Bow, wow, wow, 

The 7/era/d keeps a ineiry H mhty (1; 

Tho' Thwaitcs hnnself is Justmny 
Whose Bow-street note is e\ei hi ght. 

And full of wit's combustion 

(I) bet Tim Bobbin for Dogs 

(J) bee Morning Chromcle. 

It would appear that the worthy Editors, who are pei uni 
fnendb in private life, agree to differ in pvA/tc. 

(4) See Mwnmge at Bovu-etre^y by J. Wight, Reportci t tl 
Morning Herald. « 
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I lie Morning Post*s a lad/b Pet, (5) 

A pel feet harmless creatuie, 

Who rhyming loves to whine a bit, 

But all in great good natuie. 

Bow, V\OW, vow, iSLC 

U neai the Change you chance to laiigt., 

Beware a dog call’d Colonel, (6) 

Who sometirneb hat As a litt/e stran^f 
Neai G/ohe and Tt at*/u\ Juutnal 
folin Tayloi’sdogs «Me all well bitil, 

\s any 'ncath the Stin, Sn, 

And since George Canning’s been the heuJ, 

IIivc had a famous / urt, bn . 

Bon, non, won 

1 he Btiiiiih Press — ‘ I lathci guts*' ’ 

Have lost their Lish Touzu, (7) 

Who tho’ SIX ket and nothing le^b, 

Was but a nibbling mouse i 
I lie JStar keeps two suspicious docs, 

Sbo/io and Reuben Percy, (8) 

Whose active habits nothing clogs, 

But all aie at their iiieicy. 

Bow, now, won, S.f 


MR. FOGG’S ClfY UrPOKI. 

Within the City — eveiy dog 
1 he Mai shal’s men can inustei — 

Aic here strung up, by Mr. Fogg, 
hike onions in a cluster. 

( 5 ) Rosa Matilda’s Muse has been somewhat melancholy ot late 

(()j The woithy Colonel is very fond of long dry articles oji Poli- 
tical Economy, in the Jeremy Bentham style. 

(7) The leading articles of this paper were for some time marked 

hy a beautiful obscurity of diction. It has recently, we perceive, 
been enlightened by a little more wit: we conclude bome 

change for the better. 

(8) The writers of these popular anecdote^i are said to be both 

employed on the Star Evening Paper. ♦ 
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The Nezo Times keeps a wily elf 
Caird Doctor — he’s a gain one. 

Who looks to something on the shelf^ 

A tolerably sane one. (9) 

Bow, wow, wow, . 

In Fleet-street, ShackelPs Bull so rare 
Produces great complaints. Sir ; 

He boldly snaps at the Lord Mayor, 

And growls at all the Saints, Sir. 

Lord Wnitliman dares not stir abroad, 

Lest he should bite his heels. Sir, 

And all the Aldermanic board 
His Lordship’s tremor feels. Sir, 

Bow, wow, wow, ^:c. 

There’s Walter* s surly snappish tike, 

An ugly dog to meet. Sir, 

When most he seems to fawn and like, 

Will fly to bite your feet, Sir. 

The Ledger keeps a quiet cur, 

A well train d dog for shipping, 

Who westward never thinks to stir, 

But lives on Civic dtipping, (10) 

Bow, wow, wow, 

Brighton Gnzt 

(•)) Doctor Stoddar^ editor of the New Times. 

(10) The Ledger, whi'h is seldom seen westward ot Temple Bar, 
IS edited by in Alderman, the copyright being the property of cer- 
tain merchant* connect 1 with the shipping interest. 


AN ABSTEMIOUS DUKE. 

SuMBBODv telling Rogers tl»e other day, that 
the Duke of Marlborough had become so abste- 
mious as scarcely to take any animal food — 
“ That is qpite natural,” said the wag; “ A man 
is generally supposed to have given over eating 
when he sends army his plate ! ” John Bull. 
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CARDINAL CONSAL\ IS WILL. 

Some idea of the sacred chiefs of the Church 
of Rome’s contempt for worldly riches, may be 
obtained by the perusal of the will of this Car- 
dinal, wdiich is stated to contain the following 
dispositions: — Count Parisaini, his kinsman^ is 
appointed executor. The Cardinal leaves 3000 
scudi to the poor of the dilFercnt parishes oi 
Rome, lie directs two thousand masses to he 
celebrated for him ; and a plain monument to be 
erected to his memory in the church of St. Mar- 
cellus ; it will contain his remains and those of 
his brother, who was buried there; he directs a 
certain inscription, written by himself, to be 
added. He orders two chapels to be built in the 
said church, in which many masses are daily to 
be celebrated. Twenty-three of his best snull*- 
boxes (presents from diilerent Sovereigns) will 
be distributed amongst some convents at Rome. 
Ilis first valct-de-chambre and his housekeeper 
will each receive thirty scudi per month during 
their livCvS. The second valet will ha\e twenty 
scudi per month. All three will be provided with 
^convenient places of residence. The other do- 
mestics will enjoy their full wages during their 
lives, and will divide 2000 scudi amongst them, 
'riie congregation de propaganda fide is made 
universal here. The Franciscans of Santa Ma- 
ria, in Aracoli, have a snuff-box given to them 
of great richness, adorned with diamonds, which 
they are directly to sell, and apply the produce 
thereof in maintaining the frontispiece of their 
church. The Minimes of SJ. Andrea, dellefratti, 



1()0 TRAVELLING BACKWARDS. 

have a similar snuff-box given them, Avith the 
like direction : as also the church of Santa Maria 
della consolazione ; each of these boxes is esti- 
mated at 8000 scudi. A snuff-box of the value* 
of 12,000 scudi to the hospital of St. Michael, 
e< Ripogrande, of which he was the apostolic- 
visitor. A fine garden upon the river Tiber to 
the Duke of Bra.schi. Two hundred ounces of 
silver and a watch to the Abbe Capacrini, em- 
ployed as Secretary of State; and a very tine 
picture to the Pope. 

K;i 


TRAVELLIXG BACKWARDS*. 

tigia — ret for sum , — 0 v j d . 

I’tm trav’iUng backwards, Mr. Llovd, 

You hope to shine in story; 
lint men there iie, in state employ'd, 

Who be^il V.. jr crab-iikc glory. 

Tl Mr. ViLi in Iieland’s cause; 

then, in our finances, 

The Sm* ing Fin ^ should make voi. pau«>e 
In ietroi;riide advances! 

What stiav’lling backvrard ten ihort d.ivs^ 
Why, feir, It is but fooling — 

A thousand years the weibearn’d praise 
Of some who take to ruling! 


* See Mr, Lloyd’s feat, in the Morning Chronicle of May J8J4. 
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LINES FROM ALL HIS MAJESTY’S LIEGE DOG 

Wl dogs from Covent-garden, 

The city, and the plain, 

In treat your Lordship*!) pardon, * 

For sending you this strain ; 

But grief has taught us boldness— 

So abject are we now, 

Then listen not with coldness 

To our smother’d how — wow— ! 

We're driven thro' the city, 

We're follow’d thro’ the town. 

And monsters, without pity, 

Cut dogs and puppies doun. 

We never caus'd a riot, 

We ne’er kick’d up a row : 

But sang in case and quiet 
Our merry bow-wow — wow ! 

We’ve lov’d mankind more dearly 
Than man oft loves his kind, 

And must we thus then yearly 
In muzzles be confined ? 

Oh ! tear from us the fetters 
Th It rankle on our brow, 

And we shall be your debtors 
For a hearty bow — wow — wow ! 

We cannot brook refusal. 

We must be free as air, 

And then we’ll sing as usual 
In honour of the Mayor, 

Would you but list to reason. 

The bull-dogs all avow 
A Ip? they ne’er would seize on, 

But only bow— wjw— wcw ! 
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The terrier’s word is given, 

(Oh I let it not be vain !) 

That if his bonds be riven 
He’ll ne’er go mad again. 

If you will but be gracious, 

And canine claims allow, 

Pug ne’er will be pugnacious, 

But join our bow— wow— wow I 
% (Signed) all tub dogs. 

Egnn^s Life tn London. 


IRISH METHOD OF FINDING A VERDICT. 

To bring about unanimity in a Jury at Wcx“ 
lord last assizes, a stratagem was resorted to. 
The evidence against Gribble (the revenue officer 
charged with the robbery of tobacco from the 
King’s stores) appeared to be conclusive. Not- 
withstanding tlie able defence of him by his 
counsel (Mr. Smith), it was the general impres- 
.sion in Court that he could not escape conviction. 
Only one of the Jury, however, was under that 
impression. “Well, gentlemen,” said he to the 
others, “ since you will not agree to adopt my 
view of the case, a thought strikes me by which 
we can get over the difficulty. I’ll write ‘ guilty,’ 
and thcil I’ll retire, and you can act as you think 
proper.” The expedient was approved ol— the 
fearful word “ guilty” was written down. Our 
readers, no doubt, picture in imagination the 
sword of justice, like that of Damocles, suspended 
over the head of poor Gribble ; but, as the proverb 
says, " all is not lost that’s in danger the con* 
scientious juryman having stepped aside, his 
worthy companions added Not.” 

Sritish Press, 
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THREE JIONTHS AFTER MARRIAGE. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-SFREET,— No. IX. 

William and Mary Warren, a newly 
married couple, came voluntarily before the Ma> 
gistrate — Mary to complain of William, and Wil- 
liam to complain of Mary; but Mary seemed to 
have the most cause to complain, for, though 
nature had given her a pair of very tine black 
eyes, William, in his waywardness, had made 
their lids of t&e same colour — and that, too, by 
no very gentle operation, — an operation which 
would lead one to believe that he considered the 
wedding ring as a symbol of the ring pugilistic. 
Be this as it may, however, we shall state their 
case, for the benefit of the newly-married public 
in general. 

William is in his twenty-third year, and Mary 
in her nineteenth ; they have been married just 
three months: it was altogether a love match; 
poverty has not peeped in at their door, and yet 
love has already flown out through their window. 
And why has he so soon deserted them ? Mary 
attributed his flight to William’s excessive thirsti- 
ness ; and William ascribed it to Ma^’s love of 
money — which, as he very truly observed, is the 
root of all evil. Mary said William was cruel 
enough to strike her because she told him of re- 
maining so long at the public-house. William, 
on the contrary, said Mary was of such a des- 
perate bad temper, that she was continually 
bumping him about from chair to chair, and box- 
ing his ears whenever ho came home— not bo- 
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THREE MONTHS AFTER MARRIAGE. 


cause he spent too much money^ but because he 
did not get enough : she wanted him to live upon 
water-gruel, in order that they might become 
lich; and he wanted to enjoy the good things ot 
this world as* fast as they came to hand — Dum 
vivinvus vivamm. Mary admitted she was not 
particklarly good-tempered; and William ad- 
mitted that he was ashamed of having struck her, 
for,” said he, I love her as well or better 
than ever I did, and I shouldn’t have towelled her 
if she hadn’t tempted me to it!” ^^And pray, 
how did she tempt you?” said the Magistrate 
‘"Why, by boxing my ears,” replied William, 
“ and telling me I daren’t hit her again.” 

Tt was evident to their Worships that there 
were faults on both sides. It was clear to 
them that Mary bad thought to find her hus- 
band all perfection — or, at all events, that she 
was determined to make him so ; and it was 
equally clear, that, however William might lov(‘ 
his wife, he had still some love to spare tor an 
occasional jollification from home — that, in short, 
he could at one time sing— 

When the heart of a man is oppress’d with cait, 

The mill is dispell’d if a woman appeal,” 

And at another, 

“ When the heart of a man is elated w^th leet. 

The hlisi IS dispell’d should his ipousey appear.” 

But of this jovial penchant they thought he might 
be cuied, if his wife would give him soft words 
instead of boxing his ears; and, after recom- 
mending him to spend his beer-money at home 
instead of abroad, and censuring him severely for 
striking bis wife, they seriously advised them to 
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shake hands in kindness, and try each other for 
three months longer. 

They shook hands accordingly, and left the 
office arm-in-arm, apparently very well satisfied 
with what had been done fbr them. 

Herald. 


THEY POURED THE RED LIBATION FORTH. 

They pour'd the Red Libation forth, 

And hird the golden bowl ; 

1 dash'd it on the famish'd earth, 

And spurn'd its base control; 

.Vnd said — no more my peace shall be 
A Mctiiii to thy treachery! 

They wove of Fame the blooming wreath. 

My brow the chaplet twined ; 

My foot I trod the dowers beneath, 

And gave them to the wind ; 

And said— my heart no more shall trust 
To that which is itself but dust! 

They brought me Beauty's child, and gave 
To me her fairy form : 

Death came ! She fill’d the silent grave; 

Fed on her cheek the worm : 

I loved, yet said — no more will I 
O'er flower so frail, in sorrow sigh ! 

They brought me then a spirit sweet — 

Religion, ever fair; 

My tears bedew’d her holy feet. 

My soul arose in prayer; 

And said — Fame, Pleasure— all farewell! 

Blest spirit ! thou hast broke their spell ! 


British Press. 
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ST. JAMES'S PARK. 

" In the time of King Henry VIII.,” says a 
note to Dr. King’s 1 ' oems, in Chalmers’s Collection, 
“ the Park was a wild wet field ; but that Prince, 
on building St. James’s palace, enclosed it, laid 
it out in walks, and collecting the waters toge- 
ther, gave to the new-inclosed ground and new- 
raised buildings the name of St, James’s. It was 
much enlarged by Charles TI,, who added to it 
several fields, planted it with rows of lime trees, 
laid out the Mall, formed the canal with a decoy, 
and other ponds for water-fowl. The lime trees 
or tilia, whose blossoms arc uncommonly fra- 
grant, were iwobably planted in consequence of 
.a suggestion of Mr. Evelyn, in his Fumi/ugium, 
published in 1661 .” 

Charles H was very fond of the Park. His 
habit of walking there, atteuded by his dogs, 
both sad and merry, has been noticed before. 
His ducks, which he also amused himself with 
feeding, inhabited a spot railed Duck Island, 
which was erected into a “ government,” in order 
to furnish the French exile and wit, St. Evremond, 
with a pension. Rird-cage-walk must not be 
forgotten, which was an aviary of Charles’s rais- 
ing, and retains its appellation. 

In books of fifty and a hundred years back, if 
you meet with a hungry gentleman, who did not 
know where to get a dinner, you always find him 
sitting on a bench in the Park. Others generally 
accompany, most of whom are politicians. Bick- 
orstafT meets here his acquaintance the uphol- 
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stcrcr, who lets his affairs nm to ruin in his seal 
for the King of Sweden. 

It would appear from novels, that the Park 
enjoyed some privilege from arrest. In Fielding’s 
Amelia, the hero often walks in the Mall, when 
he can go no where else. During the existence 
of the old cathedral of St. Paul’s, the inside of 
that church was the resort of the hungry, who, in 
allusion to a tomb, supposed to contain the body 
of Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, gave rise to 
the saying of dining with Duke Humphrey. The 
Mall is so called from the game of Mall, to which 
Waller alludes. Charles II. transferred it from 
Pall-mall. 

Ill a house looking into Mr. Scntham’s garden, 
in Bird-cage-walk, lived Milton. The front of it 
is in York-strect, and, without being the ancient 
one, is in a very squalid condition. 

The Horse Guards was in a poor condition 
in the time of Charles. The stables looked like 
the open corridors of an old inn; and a toy of a 
building, with a stair-case outside, appears to 
have been the guard-house. These conclusions 
are drawn from the print in Pennant. 

, Bell’s L^e m Lottdon 


SPAIN AND PORTUGAL; 

LEGITIMATE AMB(TION. 

If Ferdinand, tliat best of kings, 

Makes petticoats and such like things, 

Adorned with his own stitches, 

There is no reason to be seen 
Why, xn thafease, a neiftkbounnK Queen 
Should not put oti the breeches ! Chronicle. 
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ANECDOTE OF DRYDEN AND OTWAY. 

Dryden and Otway were contemporaries, 
and lived for some time opposite to each other in 
Fetter-lane. One morning the latter happened 
to call upon his brother bard about breakfast 
timu, but was told by his servant, that his master 
was gone to breakfast with the Earl of Pembroke. 

Very well,” said Otway, “ tell your master that 
I will call to-morrow morning.” Accordingly he 
called the next day about the same hour, “ well, 
is your master at home now ?” “ No, Sir, he is 
just gone to breakfast with the Duke of Buck- 
ingham.” “ The devil he is,” said Otway ; and 
actuated cither by envy, pride, or disappoint- 
ment, in a kind of involuntary manner, took up a 
piece of chalk that lay on a table, which stood 
upon the landing place, near Dryden’s chamber, 
and wrote over the door, 

“ Ileie li>eb Dr)'deii, a poet and a wit/’ 

The next morning, at breakfast, Dryden recog- 
nised the handwriting, and told the servant to go 
to Otway, and do^ire his company to breakfast 
with him ; in the mean time he added to Otway’s 
line of 

“ Here nves Diyden, a poet and a wit^ 

“ Thj» was written by Otway •^positeJ* 

When Otway arrived and saw *hat his line was 
linked with a rhyme, being a man of rather a 
petulant disposition, he took it in dudgeon, 
and turning upon his heel, told his friend, “ that 
he was welcome to keep bis wit and his breakfast 
to himself.” 


Herald, 
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ALL-CHIN IN DEFENCE OF HIS NOSE; 
Or, brother bungs in battle. 

, SKl^CIIES AT BOW-STREET.— No. X. 

One Mr. Spillings was brought up on a poacc 
warrant, charging him with having threatened the 
life of Mr. All-chin. 

Mr. All-chin is a publican-— and a very much 
mis-named one, for his nose is beyond all com- 
parison the most predominant feature about him. 
He deposed that Mr. Spillings came into his 
house with another person, and demanded a glass 
of orange shrub j and because he refused to serve 
them, Mr. Spillings told him — firstly, that he 
ought to be ashamed of himself, for refusing to 
serve a brother bung; secondly, that he would 
arrest him, as he had many another bung; thirdly, 
and lastly, that if he would come out into the 
street, he would unscrew his ugly nose for him ! 
“ Hearing this,” continued Mr. All-chin, “ I 
rushed out into the street after him — thinking 
to give him in charge to the watch ; but Mrs. All- 
chin, poor thing, came hanging about me so, and 
begging of me not to be rash, that I thought the 
best way would be, to go another way to work 
with him. So I let him go, und came here next 
day and got a warrant for him.” 

“ Which warrant charges him With threatening 
your life,” said his Worship; “and I have heard 
nothing yet but hif ha^jdng called you a brother 
bnng, and a nons^ie^l threat of polling your 
nose.” 
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SIT PRO RATIONE. 


£ beg your Worship’s pardon — he didn’t say 
he would pull my nose — he said he would umcrew 
it ! That was the word he used ; and I can bring 
forward many respectable neighbours to prove it.” 

llis Worship said, he really did not know what 
was meant by unscrewing a man’s nose; but as 
it did not appear that his life had been threat- 
ened, he should discharge the warrant. And it 
was discharged accordiindy — the defendant, Mr. 
Spillings, and other witnesses, having lirst ofiered 
to prove that no threat at all had been used, and 
that Mr, All-chin was all talk and fury. 

Hi fabi 


<‘SIT PRO lUTlONE." 

Not a word with him but a jebt,and every je^t but a word.— 
Loe i*’s Labour Lost, Act ii. sc. 1. 

Mj». Canning ON the Leaibcr Tax. — ‘‘They (Mnii&tcrt.) had 
overlooked the means which his Honorable Fncnd fhir Joseph 
Vorke) thought were mo‘»t desirable to attain the wished-for end — 
they had in all their motions confined themselves to the contents of 
hook,, instead of applying themselves to the binding [tnuu'f* 
*.”'1 — See Coftrury May 19. 

lb>u rnurli ; ♦' io>es toftfi/ii;), 1 non, 
foj either IJou c will daily ‘'htn 
1 hem nicely bounil togt intu , 

Lilt. 'til' non o/iftw/s rtctnc'J 
J }.e ra.e tliat & due to the a'-' 'itued, 

UhtTe’d be no tax on Itui'u . 

Not liii.t his Colleagues i»^ the y, 

In Ireland hold it unc qua — 

There Ms not woith the inniii i.,, — 

For tlieie, i cgarilless of co7itenti>f 
Tluy think it ans\^eis all intents, 

To shew their Jove of binding! 

‘'leather and prunfila.*' 
Chronirfe, 
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SIGNS OF RAIN. 

AN EXCC7SE FOR NOT ACCEPTING THE INVITATION OF A FRIEND 
TO MAKE AN EXCURSION WITH HIM. 

‘ By the late Dr, Jenner, 

1 The hollow winds begin to blow, 

2 ^he clouds look black, the grass is low ; 

3 The soot falls down, the spaniels sleep, 

4 And spiders from their cobwebs peep. 

5 Last night the sun went pale to bed, 

6 The moon in haloes hid her head ; 

7 The boding shepherd heaves a sigh, 

8 For see, no rainbow spans the sky. 

9 The walls are damp, the ditches smell, 

10 Clos'd is the pink-ey'd pimpernoll. 

1 1 Hark ! how the chairs and tables crack ; 

12 Old Betty's joints arc on the rack; 

13 Loud quack the ducks, the peacocks cry, 

Li The distant hills are looking nigh; 

15 How icstless arc the snorting swine, 

16 The busy ilies distuib the kine; 

17 Low o’er tlie grass the swallow wings; 

18 The cricket too, how sharp he sings; 

19 Puss on the hearth with velvet paws, 

20 Sits, wiping o’er her wlnsker’d jaws ; 

21 Through the clear stream the fishes rise, 

22 And nimbly catch the incautious flies. 

23 The glow-worms, numerous and bright, 

24 Illum'd the dewy dell last night, 
jr At dusk the squalid toad was seen, 

26 Hopping and crawling o'er the green; 

27 The whirling wind the dust obeys, 

28 And in the rapid eddy plays; 

29 The frog has chang'd his yellow vest, 

30 And in a russet coat is drest. 

31 Though June, the air is cold and still ; 

32 The mellow blackbird's voice is shrill. 

33 My dog, so alter'd in his taste, 

34 Quits mutton boncs^'^on grass to feast ; 

i2 
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35 And see, yon rooks, how odd therr flight, 

36 They imitate the gliding kite, 

37 And seem precipitate to f.ill — 

38 As if they felt the piercing ball. 

50 Twill surely rain, I see with sorrow, 

40 Our jaunt must be put off to-morrow. 

Bi ttish Pi 


ANECDOTE OF GARIUCK AND WESTON. 

One evening, when Weston was announced 
to play Scrub, and Garrick Archer, in the course ot 
the day he sent to Mr. Garrick a letter, request- 
ing a loan of money, as he was continually in the 
practice of doing, under the impression that he 
na-. arrested. This Garrick at last discovered, 
and in con.seqncncti refused sending at that time 
what Weston had requested; upon tvhieh tht 
latter neglected going to the theatre at his usual 
time ; and when the hour of performance arrived, 
Garrick came forward and said as follows: — 
“ Ladies and Gentlemen, Mr, Weston being 
taken suddenly ill, he is not capable of appear- 
ing before you this evening; and therefore, if it 
meets your approbation, I will perform the part 
ot Sii'tb in ids stiod.” Weston, being in the two 
shilling gallery with a .sham bailiff, hallooed out, 
“ I am here, and c’n’t corac; I am arrested.” 
t’pon which the audience .sided with Weston, 
by insisting he should play the part, which the 
manager was obliged to acquiesce in, by paying 
the supposed debt, to the no small mortification 
ot I)a\id. Smerhet-Hmse MuceUavv. 
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STANZAS TO PUNCHINELLO. 

Fiiou lignum-vitie Roscius, who 
Do&t the old vagrant stage renew. 

Peerless, inimitable Punchinello ! 

The Queen of Smiles is quite outdone 
By thee, alhglorious king of fun. 

Thou grinning, giggling, laugh-extorting fellow ! 

At other times mine car is wrung. 

Whene’er I hear the trumpet’s tongue, 

Waking associations melancholic ; 

But that which heralds thee, recals 
Ail childhood’s joys and festivals. 

And makes the heart rebound with freak and frolic. 

Ere of thy face I get a snatch, 

O with what boyish glee I catch 

Thy twittering, cackling, bubbling, squeaking gibber — 
Sweeter than syren voices — fraught 
With richer merriment than aught 
That drops from witling mouths, though utterM glibber ! 

The upturn’d eyes I love to trace 

Of wondering mortals, wdien their face ^ 

Is all alight with uaexpectatil gladness; 

To mark the flickering giggle first. 

The growing grin — the sudden burst. 

And universal shout of merry madness. 

Sometimes 1 note a hen-peck’d wight ^ 

Enjoying thy marital might. 

To him <1 beatific beau ideal i 
He counts each crack on Judy’s pate, 

Then homeward creeps, to cogitate 

The difference ’twixt dramatic wives and real. 

But, Punch, thou ’rt ungallant and rude 
In plying thy persuasive wood ; 

Remember that thy cudgel ’$ girth is fuller 
Than that compassionate, thumb-thick, 

Establish’d wife-reforming stick. 

Made legal by the dictum of Judge Duller. 
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ANTI-CLIMAX. 


When the officious doctor hies 
To cure thy spouse^ there's no surprise, 

Thf 'U siiouldst receive him with nose-tweaking grappling ; 
Noi can we wonder that the mob 
Kiicorfs each crack upon his nob, 

Wlien ihou art feeing him with oaken sapling. 

As foi oui common enemy, 

Old Nick, we all rejoice to see 
The coup de gtace that silences his wrangle ; 

But, lo, Jack Ketch! — ah, wcll-a-day ! 

Dramatic justice claims its prey. 

And thou in hempen handkerchief must dangle. 

Now helpless hang those arms which once 
Rattled uch music on the sconce ; 

llu-ili’d is that tongue which late out-jested Yoiick 
lint hniieli behind is shruggM no more, 

No loiiircr luaves that paunch befoie. 

Which swaggM with such a pleasantry plcthorick 
But Ihe^pian deaths are transient woes, 

And still less durable aie those 
SnlkiM by liginmi-vila^ malefactois ; 

Thou wilt return, alert, alive, 

A iifl long, oh long rnay’st thou survive. 

Fust of head-breal ing and sidi -splitting actors! 

New Mimthly ^lagazinr. 


ANTI-CLIMAX. 

Mr. M,, the Professor of (’hemistry in the 
I'liiversity of Dublin, who was more remarkable 
for the clearness of his intcUcct than the purity 
of his eloquence, adverted in o;ic of his lectures 
to the celebrated Dr. Boyle, of whose talents he 
.spoke with the highest veneration, and thu,s con- 
cluded his eulogy : — “ He was a great man,” said 
the Professor — " a very great man ; he was the 
fatket' of chemistry, gentlemen — and brother of 
the £arl Ol Cork. iVew. of JJiterulwt and Fashion, 
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OBSOLETE CHARACTERS. 

No. in.— THE UUUAL ’hdUIRE. 

Grove draw.s the fallowing amusing portrait of 
the Country 'Squire of the early part of the last 
century. “ I mean,” says he, “ the little inde* 
pendent gentleman, who commonly appeared in 
a plain drab or plush coat, large silver buttons, 
a jfickey cap, and rarely without boots. His 
travels never exceeded the distance of the county 
town, and that only at assize and session time, 
or t*) attend an election. Once a week he com- 
monly dined at the next market-town, with the 
'Ittornics and .fusticcs. Thi.s man went to church 
regularly, read the we«‘kly journal, settled the 
j)arochial disputes between the parish officers 
and the vestry, and afterwards adjourned to the 
ncighl)Ouring ale-house, where he usually got 
drunk for the good of his country. He was com- 
monly follow'od by a couple of greyhounds and a 
pointer, and announced his arrival at a neigh- 
bour’s house by smacking bis whip, or giving the 
vicw-halloo. A journey to London was, by one 
of these men, reckoned as great an undertaking 
as is at present a voyage to the East Indies, and 
undertaken with scarce less precaution ahd pre- 
paration.” 

The mansion of one of these 'squires was of 
plaster, striped with timber, not unaptly called 
calimanco-work, or of red brick, large casement 
bow windows, a porch with seats in it, and over 
it a study ; the caves of the house well inhabited 
by swallows, and the court set round with holly- 
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liocks ; near the gate a horse-block, for the con- 
venieiicy of mounting. 

The hall was furnished with flitches of bacon, 
and the mantel-piece with guns and fishing rods 
of different dimensions, accompanied by the 
broad sword, partisan, and dagger, borne by his 
ancestor in the Civil Wars. The vacant spaces 
were occupied by stags* horns. Against the wall 
was posted King Charles’ Golden Rules, Vincent 
Wing’s Almanack, and a portrait of the Duke 
of Marlborough. In his window lay Baker’s 
Chronicle, Fox’s Book of Martyrs, Glanville on 
Witches, Quinccy’s Dispensatory, the Complete 
Justice, and a book of Farriery. 

The best parlour, which was never opened but 
on particular occasions, was furnished with Turk- 
worked chairs, and hung round with portraits of 
his ancestors : the men in the character of shep- 
herds, with their crooks, dressed in full suits, and 
huge full-bottomed perukes; others in complete 
armour or buff coats, playing on the base-viol oi 
lute. The femrlcs likewise as shepherdesses, 
with the lamb a id crook, all habited in high 
heads and flowing robes.” 

Alas, il esc inf nnd their houses are no inoie !*' 

Herald 


COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE. 

She* You men are angels while you woo the maid, 

Buc devils when the marriage vow is said. 

He* The change, good wife, is easily foi^ivcn — 

Wc find ourselves in hell, instead of heaven. 

^'hroniclu 
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THE GRAND INQUISITOR: 

AN ORIGINAL SATIRE. 

ADDRESSED TO GEORGE COLMAN THE YOUNGER, 
BY CASTIGATOR. 

Am I so lightly held — so low in estimate, 

To brook dh/wnour from a knave in place^ 

And crouch me like a pliant underling ; 

• * • By heaven, not so ! 

The slave shall answer me.” Siiee*s Alasco* 

The uncalled-for officious hypercritical zeal 
and contemptible conduct of the new Licenser, 
in suppressing 8hee’s tragedy of Alasco, created 
a very general feeling of indignation on its being 
lirst known, which was, however, considerably 
increased when the work was published, and 
the unobjectionable passages objected to by Mr, 
George Colman, printed verbatim in Italics. A 
writer in the Morning Chronicle very properly 
enquired of this new-blown Censor, who has 
so long averted public scorn, and vended ob- 
jectionable wares, only because, as a modern 
Satirist observes of him, he 

“ Draws on the name a gifted Sire bequeathed; — " 

how long since it may be, that he was first 
enlightened by these new illuminations of piety 
and loyalty? Did he propose to vindicate the 
cause of religion by the publication of My Night • 
gown and Slippers, or to uphold decency by his 
Broad Grins? Was the Prize Essay, which has 
earned for him the most odious and least con> 
stitutional office in the Stace, his Lay of the last 
Fiddle ?— or were the obscene adventures of his 

i5 
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Sir — — * (yShaitghnashane, — Isaac Shove,— Miss 
Bunn, and Mrs, Bunt, and a multitude of other 
such filthy stories, the mere types of a Christian 
hero ? Let him understand that loyalty is not to 
he learned in the sort of school in which we all 
know him to have practised. 

itc ^ ^ ^ 

Truly, Mr. Colmaii (the Licenser) has been some- 
what eager to flesh his maiden sword ; but he 
should learn, that rather tliaii have forbidden the 
lists that ought to ojien to the candidates for 
public renown — to a Literary Knight of such 
approved deserts as Mr. Shoe — he had better 
have vegetated for ever.’’ 

To this letter was annexed certain animad- 
versions on the pure life and character of the 
Licensor, which the Editor of the Chronicle, out 
of pity (we suppose) for the aged and imbecile 
Critic, thought it necessary to suppress. In our 
estimation, Mr. Colinan deserved all and every 
castigation he on that occasion received ; and we 
have good reason to know that he has since been 
informed from very high quarter, that such 
h^pcrcriural and over-zealous exertions of his 
oflicial authority arc much more calculated to 
iiijure the cause of morality, and disturb the 
present harmony of politics, than to serve any 
set of men or jiarty in the ^tatc It had been our 
intention to have recorded this act of literary 
tyranny by certain chaste selections from Mr. 
Colman’s ow^ii works, placed in opposite columns 
parallel with the rejected passages of Alasco; 


* The name cannot be pronounced in modest company.^Ec. 
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but that we found, after mature deliberation, wc 
should commit an unpardonable offence against 
decency, and liable ourselves to the charge of 
disseminating obscenity, by reprinting the filthy 
extracts. To mark, however, our sense of the 
injustice done to the highly - gifted Author of 
Alasco, the insult offered to the Literature of the 
age, and the Drama in particular, wc shall close 
our remarks on this disgraceful stretch of arbi- 
trary power, by inserting the following original 
Satire, written impromptu, but never before pub- 
lished. EDITOR. 

THE GRAND INQUISITOR. 

IIaii, moral Sage, — immoral limes befit 
The careful watchings of thy chastened wit; 
liipe as thou art, and in * the sear o’ leaf,’ 

Thy virtues shine almost beyond belief. 

Hail, sacred Guardian of a Nation’s morals, 

Who, whether decent or indecent^ quarrels 
VVith ev’ry phrase that might pollute the ear 
Of low ambition, and the courtly sphere ; 

Who all at once recanting former uays. 

Would mend the latter period of thy days. 

And in the mighty task the world amend, 

Tho’ ■’t were as easy to produce its end. 

Thrice hail, Montrose, to thee a debt we one. 

Which baflles ev’ry skill its north to shew ; 

Thy c ulious bearing brought the hero forth, 

To be the instrument of courtly wrath. 

Thus old police-men, when they need a c«d, 

Find out some more than half-suspected lad. 

And having made a convert of the boy. 

Use him to trap a brother, and destroy. 

Thine be the praise my muse delights to sing, 

How better far thou serv’st thy/Wfwd than king; 

The jade runs riot at tliy very name. 

Though all her life before I’ve found her lame; 
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Disdains the bit, requires no spur or trouble. 

Though you and George should clmnce to ride her double* 
Ilail, mighty Pair^ — to iovereign dulness dear! 

Accept this tribute, honest as sincere; 

Learn how the woild that union shall approve, 

Which neither sense can guide, or reason move. 

Jones ope your gates — ye gaol-birds shout on high. 

Be honest George, each patriot brother’s cry : 

Ye Rulers^ not the rulers of the land, 

But ye of Suirey, laise the ready hand. 

To ’plaud a bi other, — hands as pure as snow, 

From ev’iy shade of virtue’s ruddy flow. 

With incantation, spell, and potent charm, 

Let modern Curls the modern Dennis balm, 

Anoint his biows witli quack elixirs straight, 

Where’s biother Kady and the chair (>f state? 

That chair of gilded setpents and ol stone. 

Which vice and folly ever makes her throne. 

Now bring the wreath — the deadly cypress bung, 
Enslim’d with envy and the adder’s sting; 

TJie robe of olheo o’er his shouUltis throw^ 

That ^ the Gtand hitjuistfor may know ; 

Then let the herald to the world proclaim. 

Here sits the IMonarch of the Drama’s faint ! 

Come, honest Muse, for you and I must inlc 
At more than sprcsl, to overleap the tide 
Of public feeling, which in Shee’> defeiire, 

C’omcv like an avj iarrh down the vale of 'cnsi^ 
linpetuou-.. sweeping with a whirlwind’s fjice 
All incaii ohstiucii s to its honest coure; 

A deluge dreadful, mocking earthly state, 

I'o stem the torrent of indignant i.it< ; 

"Who roustxi t(j acUoti, inountd her fic/v cai, 

To lead the Diama’s Champion to the \ar; 

The giant l\iiov/ledge^ur»ts his iron Oi.dn, 

\nd laughs to sroin the sordid views of gain , 

E’en Pity, meek-tyed Pity, wields a spear, 

And ]OMis a cause that owns no base compeer. 

Was tins a tinie? when, robed in lovely peace, 

1 he nati >11 seeks the arts of ancient Gitecc; 
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(A peace by blood and treasures dearly bought), 

To forge new shackles for the Child of Thought ? 

When all united, round their Sovereign bend, 

And all distinctions cease in common friend*, 

* Every body knows George Colman was for many years closely 
connected with the Theatre Royal Covent-garden— from the first 
appearance of his HHr at Lau\ to the last appearance of his Law of 
Java i but, O tempera^ since George obtained a pension from the 
Court, and Henry Harris, his friend, obtained a pension from his 
partners, both these gentlemen have withdrawn their good ofhees 
from the old concern, and have embarked most zealously with the 
On at Lessee in support of the opposite house. Gec^ge, as a mangier* 
of i/iad mclo-drames, ** Dale nondus idonea fatno^* and his friend, 
the Ex-Manager, as a manufacturer of bad pantomimes.—** Magnt 
refert quibusrtim vineris^' ib a proverb that was never more fully 
exemplihed than in the conduct of the Grand Inquisitor.^*' Bemfi- 
aum QCLtperc libertateus venders est'* The petticoat ezn effect more 
than the pen, and there are those who suspect that the Author of 
Broad Grins is more indebted to the influential exertions of the fair 

* T'he following jeu d’esprit is attributed to the original Author of 
the Cataract. It was prinud on a card^ and circulated privatelif ni 
the theatre : 

A CARD. 

“ G. Colman, Claie of Covent^garden) respectfully informs Ai« 
Friends, and the Public in general, that being completely worn out 
in their service^ he has ctnumenced business in Drury^lane, tn the 
Mangling Department, at which place specimens of his abilities in 
getting up small and great things may he seen, G, C. also gots out 
Charing, Terms 2s. €d, per day, exclusive of gin. Any Lady or 
Gintleman in want of a complete Washerwoman, are informed G. C. 
can undertahe the situation with confidence, he having his water from 
the Catai. 't, in Little Bussell-street i as also a small yard for getting 
up Linen, For character and other particulars enquire of Mrs. Gibbs, 
at Covent’garden ; or to G, C., N'o, 4, YcomaiCs-place, Crown^touri, 
at. James's*' 

SUSANNAH BETWEEN THE TWO ELDERS. 

Oil the rehearsal of that sublime mdtfdrame the Cataract, at tU 
Theatre Royal DruryJane, the interpolations and additions by Messrs, 
Colman and Reynolds, were so numerous, that the original Author dis» 
claimed any knowledge of his bantling ; and on IFinston calling him 
by name, he replied, — " Moncrieff is net my cognomen, Sir: don*t you 
ste I am Susannah between the two Riders." 
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Shame on thee, George!— of all men else, that you 
Should prove &stidious — hypercrilic too; 

Who, if strict justice had but mark’d thy guile, 

Had long since been companion with Carlile. c. m, w. 

{^Original,) 


JiiLognita of Fulham, and the Coterie of Berkley-street, than to all he 
has either written or printed in the whole course of his life. To say 
the least, there is enough to create suspicion of some secret motives 
in the affair of Alastoi not against the Author, for he, we believe, is 
personally unknown to the Licenser ; but trgo^ the Berkley-street 
Coterie is composed of George Robins, Ex-Chancellorand Committee- 
man of the rival establishment; Robert William Elliston, the Gtfat 
Leiuc , Henry Harris, an Ex-manager of the Theatre Royal Covent- 
garden; his f^riend, Reynolds, an Ex-writer, reader ^ Bxid rtjetter of 
Plays and Farces ; and though last, not least, that all-important per- 
sonage, Rigdumfiinnybos, Grand Chamberlain to the fair Incognita 
of Fulham, and Army Accoutrement-maker to His Royal Highnes*' 
the Duke of York. The very association with such a phalanx of 
Ex^^CovittUg ardent stsy would be enough to shake the soundest skull ; 
no wonder then (gratitude to the fair Incognita thrown into the 
scale) that we find the Grand Inquisitor commencing his anti-national 
and super-hypercritical fulminations against the new pieces of the 
new managers, at the house of his old friend, the Ex-manager Harris. 
But said the new firm, they are welcome to ihe caput 

mo! “ Ctdite Romct i scripfores cedtti fraii^* — MoncriclT and 

Colman'” Winston and Henry Harrib ! M Ye parti zans of Old 
Drury, sound your penny trumpets ! let every puff, black, red, white, 
and blue, proclaim this grand acquisition of talent by ihaGieaiLt^ycf , 


j:pigiiam on an unsuccessful play. 

Dll RING the war, a poor author’s production 
was played at one of the theatres; but it unfortu- 
nately was danmed, when the following Epigram 
was wittily written : 

This thin thirtl night, a poet’s hope to mar. 

Is owing, he can proie it, to the war ; 

Cries one, “ tiiese demociatic maiin'irs cease 

I rather think ’tis owing to the pteu.” Bughton Gazette. 
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THE CIlANCERY COMMISSION. 

Kuv juifv vayxM Koutoy nyn^ot^u’ 

um roy ofJtMoy ayn Qso^ tSg toy ojitoi&y.^^OD. 1 7« 

“ The good old proverb how these men fulfil* 
One rogue is usher to another still. 

Heaven with a secret principle endued 
Mankind, to seek their own similitude”— Pope. 

The proverb runs, and gains belief. 

That set a thief to catch a tiwef/' 

Tie ’ll well perform your mission, 

But rude and vulgar is the saw. 

Fit for the Catchpoles of the Law, 

But not for our Commission ! 

No common rule will e’er apply 
'Po things or men that rank so liigh— 

The great you^JI find eschew it: 

J?tstice, it^s true, no line hath drawn 
Twixt leathern doublets and the lawn. 

But Law is apt to do it ! 

Proceeding then by strictest rule. 

Near-sighted man but plays the fool, 

And shews himself half-witted; 

For grant the equitable look, 

That cooks should sit and try a cook, 
lie’s sure to be acquitted. 

But tho’ the De’el o’er Lincoln looks, 

And hrotli is spilt by many cooks, 

Hope need not quite desert you. 

For, as two noes will make a 7/C.9, 

Another Vice stuck close to this, 

May yieltl a little virtue f 


Chro 9 iicU. 
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THE NOCTURNAL KNOCK’EM DOWN ; 

OR, THE CROEL EFFECTS OF A CUP TOO MUCH. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XI. 

“Drunk? and speak parrot? and squabble? 
swagger? sweat? and discourse fustian with 
one’s own shadow? O thou invisible spirit of 
brandy and water, if thou hast no name to be 
known by, let us call thee — devil." 

A most respectable man, a man of middle age, 
sedate bearing, extensive business, ,and high 
reputation, one whose calling is the knocking 
down of estates, was called upon, before the 
Magistrate, to answer for the knocking down oi 
a watchman, the abusing of women, the demoli- 
tion of parish property, &c. &c. He was brought 
up in custody from St. Clement’s watch-house, 
with his dress shoes and black silk hose covered 
with mud ; his inexpressibles inexpres.sibly tom ; 
his nether lip sadly lacerated; his upper one 
braised and swollen ; and his whole person ma- 
nifesting as much misery as any sober citizen 
need desire. 

Tliero was a multitude of writncsscs against 
him. and by their evidence it appeared that the 
follies which brought him into ibis distressful 
state were briefly these ; — Between twelve and one 
o’clock at night, or rather morning, he went into 
the alamodc-beef house in Clare-court, kept by 
the widow Thomas, and seating himself in one 
of the boxes up stairs, he called for a glass of 
brandy and water. It \tras handed to him, and ho 
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drank it off. He then called for a second bumper, 
and having ingulphed it, he called for a third ; bat 
the widow refused to supply him with any more ; 
in her opinion he had drank more than enough be- 
fore he entered her house, it was late, her company 
were all gone, she wished to close her house and go 
to bed ; and she sent up a civil message to him, 
beseeching him to pay for what bo had drank 
and depart in peace. He came down stairs, and, 
to her great astonishment, told her he bad been 
robbed in her bouse, or, as ho expressed it, the 
house had robbed him of a diamond pin, four 
sovereigns and a half in gold, and bis watch; 
and therefore he demanded that she should give 
him credit for the brandy and water he bad drank, 
and lend him seven shillings wherewith to pro- 
cure him a bed for the night. The widow was 
mightily indignant at hearing this — “ for the tithe 
of a hair was never lost in her house before.” 
She told him flatly that she did not believe a 
word of it, nor would she lend him a single six- 
pence ; and if he had no money he was welcome 
to the brandy and water, so he would only leave 
her house. But he would not leave ; and after a 
full hour’s altercation, the widow called in the 
watch, tnd treated her troublesome customer 
with a night’s lodging in the watch-house. For 
this, as he had no money, he ought to have been 
much obliged to her he wanted her to lend him 
seven shillings to pay for a bed, and she found 
him one for nothing; and though the bed might 
be a hard one, it would have been still harder 
upon her to be kept out of bed all night, a butt 
for a battery of hard words. However, be viewed 
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the matter in a very different light, though, for 
the first hour or two after he was locked down, 
he took it quietly enough; but towards five 
o'clock in the morning, he awoke in such a fury 
that, in a very short time, he had totally demo- 
lished the official table ; battered the shutter of 
the strong-room to splinters ; “ tore a watchman’s 
coat to ribbands;” and floored the self-same 
watchman by a smashing blood-splashing blow 
on his proboscis ! 

The Magistrates (Mr. Minshull and Sir R. 
Biruie) expressed their astonishment that a per- 
son of such high respectability should have de- 
meaned himself in the manner described, and 
asked him what accoimt he had to give of it? 

" Why, Sir,” he replied, “ it is true that I went 
into this woman’s house ; it is true that 1 drank 
two glasses of brandy and water there ; it is true 
that 1 mshed to have a third glass ; it is tra^ that 
she refused to let me have it ; it is true ]that 1 
had not money to pay for what I bad drank; 
and it is true that I wished her to lend me seven 
shillings to pay for a bed. But it is not true 
that I told her 1 had been robbed of my watch ; 
for, nn the contrai/, 1 offered her my watch as a 
security for what 1 requested, and 1 even put it 
into the hand of her servant for that purpose.” 

“ Certainly you did. Sir,’’ said the girl of the 
house, interrupting him; " certainly you did, and 
by the same token yon snatched it away again 
with such a wengemce, that the seals pulled the 
skin off my hand- in twenty places! And you 
know, that before you pulled your watch out of 



THE GREEK LOAN. 187 

your pocket, you swore ten thousand oaths that 
you had been robbed of it.” 

He bad nothing to say in reply to this ; but he 
assured the Magistrate that he had indeed been 
robbed of a diamond pin and four sovereigns, and, 
to the best of his belief, he was robbed of them 
in that house, though he had no idea in what 
way. 

Their Worships observed that the house was a 
very reputable one, and as he was so much in- 
ebriated before he went there, it was very pro- 
bable ho might have lost them elsewhere. 

He was tlien ordered to put in bail fur his 
appearance at the Quarter Sessions; but we 
afterwards heard that he found means to make 
his peace with all his adversaries ; and we were 
pleased to hear it; for to do him justice, he 
seemed heartily ashamed of his situation; and 
every man who takes a cup too much is liable to 
the same misfortune. 

Heralds 


THE GREEK LOAN. 

Pkay, do the Bonds of Hume and Co. 

Intelligibly speak? 

And are the fetal words, “ I owe," 

In English or pure Gr^ek ?— 

In Greek, and poor enough they say, 

Plainly by no OAonian; 

They’re Attic • promises to paj, 

In dialect I, O, nian. 

Nm Times, 


• •• Attic promises," were proverbial for non-performance. 
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LOVE’S ETERNITl. 

Cunt Parts ^ttone poterxt spirare rcUctd 
^d/ontcni Xanthi versa recurrct aquaJ* — Ovid. 

WiiAT need of wit? What need of wile? 

I know your eyes are killing ; 

J3ut, oh ! he IS n*t worth a smile 
Who IS n’t worth a shilling ! 

And yet, by all the Gods of Rhyme> 

And by your lips I swear. 

Though all my ]o\e is loss of time. 

And all my hope despair; 

The glitteiing Stream shall cease to stray. 

The Wind refuse to love. 

Yea! Heaven and £arth shall pass awa^— 
Before I cease to love ! 

Fair Freedom shall be found in quod. 

Stern Justice in the quorum. 

Garble shall praise the grace of God, 

John Bull shall learn decorum ; 

Loyal Addresses shall omit 
‘‘ Our lortunes and our lives,'^ 

The Commons shall be fum’d for wit. 

The Peers for virtuous wives; 

The Tenth sh**!! dress without a glass, 

Oi dine with one remove. 

All monstrous tu'ngs shall come to pass— 

Bt t 're I cease to love ! 

Voung Widow hG*Ml shall Jove its weeds. 

Old Kii.gs shall loath the Tories, 

And Monks Le tired of telling l>eads. 

And Blues of telling stories; 

And titled Suitors shall be crost. 

And fiimished Poets married. 

And Canning’s Motion shall be lost. 

And Hume’s Amendment carried ; 

And Chancery shall cease to doubt. 

And Algebra to prove. 

And Hoops come in, and Gas sro 
Before I cease to love * 
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love’s eternity. 

And Peel shall sink his Popery cry. 

And Bu^top lay his plans do\^n, 

And Bankes shall vote with honesty, 

And Liverpool with Lansdovin ; 

And hungry Knights shall lose their steak. 
And never talk of pairing, 

And County Members keep awake 
Tliiough half an hour of Baring; 

Ai d not <i soul shall go to grin. 

When Mai tin goes to move, 

And Mr, Cobhett shall get in— 

Buloie 1 cease to love! 

G :)od sense shall go to Parliament, 

The Tithe shall be abated, 

A P.ipibt shall bt innocent, 

A slave emancipated ; 

^ Tieiuh Gallant slinll bitak bis litarc, 

A Spanish Count his fetters», 

A Foi tune-teller trust her art, 

A Radical Ins betters; 

A pretty face shall like a ved, 

A pretty band a glove, 

And Reason witi, and Biibery fail — 

Befoie I cease to love! 

In ohort, the world shall all go mad ^ 

And Saints shall take to masqum^, 

A'iUl kibses and estates be had 
1 oi nothing but the asking; 

An 1 Beauty shall be Ugliness, 

And Ocean shall be dry; 

And Passion shall be passionless, 

And Tmtii itself a he; 

And Stars shall cease to shine below, 

And Stars to shine above; 

And C — nn — ng me be left for L — ac, 

Befoie I cease to love ! 


C/t)( 
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THE PERIODS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

Vhildhood—Ftoiw 1 to 7 years of age. The 
age of accidents, griefs, wants, sensibility. 

Adolescence — From 8 to 14. The age of hopes, 
improvidence, curiosity, impatience. 

Puberty — From 15 to 21. The age of triumphs 
and desires, self-love, independence, vanity. 

Youth — From 22 to 28. The age of pleasure, 
love, sensuality, inconstancy, enthusiasm. 

Manhood — From 20 to 05. The age of en- 
joyments, ambition, and the play of all the 
passions. 

Middle-aye — From 36 to 42. The age of con- 
sistency, desire of fortune, of glory, and honours. 

Mature-aye — From 40 to 49. The age of pos- 
session, the reign of wisdom, reason, love ol 
property. 

Decline of Life — From .50 to 5G. The age ot 
reflexion, love of tranquillity, foresight and pru- 
dcnec. 

Commencement of Old Aye — From 57 to 60 
The age of regrets, cares, inquietudes, ill-temper, 
desire of ruling. 

OldAye—Fvoxa. 64 to 70 The age of infir- 
mities, cxigenry, love of authority and submis- 
sion. 

Decrepitude — From 71 to 77. The age of 
avarice, jealousy, and envy. 

Caducity — From 78 to 84. The age of distrust, 
vain-boasting, unfeclingness, suspicion. 

Aye of Favour — From 86 to 91. The age of 
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insensibility, love of flattery, of attention, and 
indulgence. 

Age of IFbnder— From 92 to 98. The age oi 
indifference and love of praise. 

Phenomenon — From 99 to 105. The age ol 
insensibility, hope, and— the last sigh. 

Neas oj Literature 


ON THE DEATH OF LORD BYRON. 

1 in *^1 r I li uidt Slid, that iii the cloudy clime 
\\ liK h tliLC birth, thou lAilliiiir would’st not die, 

Hr wish thus hrt idl’d iti thy prophetic ih}me, 

IlTb i^ranted been by ansuVing dcstiu). 

O ttcc siw tliee die — Greece tally made thine own — 

B> all the tits thy genius could impose ; 

Cucce tlauiiM thee living as her favhite son, 

And dead, lame nts tluc with a nation’s woes 

Oh ^ well, Chtlae Harold has his tame restored— 

And well Ins way w aid pilgi image ha& clos’d; 

In amis foi liberty, by Gieece adored, 
lie died, to Moslem tyranny oppos’d. 

Oh, had his swoid but drank the opprcssoi’s blood, 

Ills (hing voice but rais’d the victor’s ciy; 

] he pilgtim’s gloiious death would then have stood 
A Clowning, worthy of his poetry, 

A HARROW SCHOOL-FhLLOW' 


Chronicle, 
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CLASSICAL l»UN* 


IRISH ODE. 

[From the ** Memoirs of Captain Rock,** whose elegant and spirited 
author no nom de guerre will ever conceal from his admiring coun- 
trymen.] 

The impatience naturally felt by the adherents of the Rock 
family at the unusual tranquillity which prevailed durin|^ thf 
of James L has been well expressed by one of my anCest9i(^ ill a 
spirited Ir^ Ode, of which I have ventured to translate the ofiefting 
stanzas, though without the least hope of being able to gWe any 
adequate idea of the abrupt and bursting energy of the original.” 

Rupes sonant Camt/ia.— ViRCiL. 

Where art thou, Qcnui& of Riot ? 

Where is thy yell of dednnee f 

Why are the Sheas and OShhugnesbios quiet ^ 

And \\ hither huve fled the O’Rouikes and O'Briens? 

0p from thy bluinber, O’Braunigan ! 

Rouse tlie Mac Shanes and O’llaggarties! 

Courage, Sii Corney OToole ! — be a man again — 

Neier let llefFernan say, “ What a braggait 'lis.” 

Oh ! \%hcn Rebellion's so feasible^ 

\V here is the keni would be «ihnkifig off? 

Con of the Battles ! what makes you so peaceable? 

Nial the Grand ! what tlie de\1 are you thinking of? 

^ Esdnimet . 


• CLASSICAL PUN. 

As William Spencer was contemplating the 
caricatures at Fores’s the other day, somebody 
pointed out to him the mltine piece, eti^led 
“ The Ostend Packet in when the wit, 

without at all sympathisil^ iih the nausea Visible 
on some of tho faces rdpr^se^cd in the print, 
exclaimed, 

“ Quodcunque Ostendu mihi dc in^redulus o^i.” 

John Bull* 
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ne^i(?ucd by Theodore L^ne 


WHERE SHALL I SLEEP?. 

OR, THE AWKWARD MISTAKE. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XU. 

Henry Jukes, a tailor, was brought up from 
St. Martin’s watch-house to answer the complaint 
of Mr. Thohias TrottOr, who is also a tailor — that 
IS to say, they are.,tyiro tailors ; Mr. Trotter, the 
master, and Mr. Jo^es, the man, orte i^cak more 
proverbially, the servant, 

Mr. Jukes lodges on Mr. Trotter’s premises, 
in Gr^en- street, il^icester-square, and at two 
o’cloclk in the mptnihg, Mr. Trotter being then fast 
asleep in bed wi^ was awoke by some 

person on bis siue^'^^he bed, leaning over him, 
and saying,— Be’ qmet! canlt you?” At the 
.same moment l^ta, ^rotter screamed, and said. 
There *s a strange man in the room,!” “ What 

* K 
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the d — 1 do jou want here?” exclaimed^ Mr, 
Trotter— valorously jumping out of bed, and 
seizing the strange man by the collar. To which 
the strange man replied, by giving Mr. Trotter a 
thump on the eye, and unseaming his shirt trom 
top to bottom! This w^as strange treatment in 
one’s owrn bed-room ! But Mr. Trotter kept bis 
liold ; Mrs. Trotter alarmed the lodgers ; tlic 
lodgers called the watch, the watch came (with 
as much speed as they could), and when they 
held their lanterns to the strange man’s face— 
who should it be but this identical Mr. Jukes! 
he had not “ a word to throw at a dog,” as one 
of the witnesses shrewdly remarked ; and there- 
loie he was at once consigned to the care of the 
watchmen, who bundled him away to the watch- 
house. Mr. Trotter added, that his wife was .so 
much alarmed at the circumstance, she was quite 
unable to attend this examination, but she had 
told him that she w as awoke by some one squeez- 
ing her hand, and saying, as aforesaid, “ Be 
quiet'— can’t you?” 

Mr Jukes was now called upon lor his defence. 
But first it .may be as well to say something of 
his person. He was young— say five and tw enty ; 
.‘'hoit in stature ; by no means fat; parenthesis 
legged ; brush cropped ; nutmeg complexion ; 
unvaccinated ; scarlet trimmed eyes ; an Ash- 
antee nose, and a mouth capacious enough to 
admit the biggest Battersea cabbage tihat fever 
was boiled- 

‘ A combination and a form indeed, 

W here eierythmg did »eem to #et us seal, 

To gue the world osturance of a tailor*” 
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have been thus particular in describing the 
person of Mr. Jukes^ in order to show that he 
had no business whatever to be meddling with 
Mrs. Trotter, or with any other lady. 

And now for his defence Please your 
Worship, Sir,*^ said he, have lodged in Mi. 
Trotter’s house just one month next Tucbda> 
week — I think it’s Tuesday; but howsome\cr, 
that ’b neither here nor there. I’m a young man 
from the country, your Worship; a tailor by 
trade ; and so ib Mr. Trotter — only he’s a master, 
and I’m a man ! (His Worship smiled.) Last 
night, your Worship, Sir, I met with a few ifriends, 
and when I went home 1 had a great deal oi 
trouble to open the street door — No doubt ol 
It,” observed his Worship) — and somehow oi 
other, when I got in, instead of getting into my 
own room, I got into the yard : it"s a sort of 
d timber yard: and there 1 was, poking about 
amongst the timber, please your Worship— I'm 
sure for a good long hour, and 1 couldn’t find mj 
road out of it for the life of me !— and at last I 
found myself in Mr. Trotter’s bed-room ; but I’ll 
bo hanged if ever I touched his wife> or struck 
him ; and I’ll give you my honour that I did not 
go there intentionally.” 

His Worship had no faith in the honour of Mr 
Jukes, and he was ordered to find bail for the 
assault; in default whereof he was handed ever 
to the gaoler. 


Herald 
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THE LIST or LOVES. 

“ List, list, oh list * * Hamlet 

CoMF, iill high the bowl, in vain to repine 
1 liat the bun ot life’b summer is o’er, 

^^Ju] the autumn ofasi. this chxir of mmc 
Sh.ill each moment of ficshiicss restore ; 
h <n now Its blight glow by acqu'tintanre impro\efl 
Suns o’er eacli past extacy fio/en, 
lili lancy rcralls the few irieiids I have loved, 

And the giils I have kiss’d by the dozen. 

i»\ the dozen, oh monstious mistake of the prcss> 
loi dozen read hundreds, beginning 
A\ jth r* liny of Timniol, the sylph whose cau ^ 

1 list ‘‘fct my weak spiiit a sinning 
1 met he I by night in the Liverpool stiige, 

F»e tlu stage of m> youth was lesigticd, 

A 1 Fan ! thy sole guard in that passionate igc 
Was the guaid on the dicke> behind. 

Fitity bopliy stood next on the lists ot my love, 

Till 1 iound (tut it might not be so) 

1 » it htr t»^ndf i it transports wore ttiideitd above 
Wh mine vve t .ill center’d below 
bo I It »■ hei on Midsummer-cve with a kiss, 

[oi 1 ne’er could fiom kissing refrain, 

But honestly mean, when we next meet in bliss, 

To g v( be I the kiss back again. 

Oh, Kate wa*. Chen all that a lover could seek, 

With an t ye whose least spark full )1 soul 
Would madden a dozen young sparks in a week, 
’Iliough, like Pa.iy, they lived at the Polij, 

In the fullne«>s of bliss she would whisper so cO), 

“ Wi wtie born; love, to bill and to roo.” 

Oh Kitty, I ne’er paid a bill with such joy. 

As T paid my addresses to you. 


Bfiltsh Pr€» 
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CLERICAL WIT. 

TiiL facetious Watty Morrison, as be was 
commonly called, was entreating the command- 
ing officer of a regiment at Fort George, to par- 
don a poor fellow sent to the halberds. The 
officer granted his petition, on condition that Mr 
Morrison should accord with the first favour ho 
asked : the favour was to perform the ceremony 
of baptism for a young puppy. A merry party ot 
gentlemen were invited to the christening Mr 
Morrison desired Major > to hold up the dog 
4.S 1 am a Minister of the Kirk of Scotland,” 
•«aid Mr. M. “ I must proceed accordingly.” Ma- 
jor said he asked no more. “ Well, then, 

Major, I begin with the usual question, " You 
acknowledge yourself the father of this puppy 
The Major understood the joke, and threw away 
the animal. Thus did Mr. Morrison turn the 
laugh against the ensnarcr, who intended to de- 
ride a sacred ordinance. 

On another occasion, a young officer scofied at 
the parade of study, to which clergymen assigned 
their nrht to remuneration lor labour, and he 
oficred to take a bet he would preach half an hour 
upon any verse, or section of a verse, in the Old 
or New Testament. Mr. Morri.son took the bet, 
and pointed out, “ And the ass opened his mouth, 
and he spoke.” The officer declined employing 
his eloquence on that text. Mr. Morrison won 
the wager, and silenced the scorner. 

Chronicle. 
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THE RHYMING REVIEW, 

fOR JULY, 1824. 

Let us write a review; but as eveiy one knows, 

None now-a-days reads them when written in prose; 

Suppose, for a freak, we should try to rehearse 
\\ hat w as scribbled last month in a handful of verse. 

First, then, of our novels— at once there steps forth, 

Sji Walter *, in mask, from the realms of the North ; 

As careless as usual, — more careless, perhaps — 

As many great beauties— as many short naps. — 

Tis lost time to critique him — at all that is said 
About haste, or confusion, he just sliakes his head ; 
lie dashes on still, without heeding a word, 

A nil the critic’s forgotten— the novel adored. 

But all must allow that his pen is more bright. 

When it runs upon scenes long removed from our sight , 

When the Templarsf in chivalrous glory appear, 

When the voice of Queen BessJ seems to ring in the ear 

When Claverhouse § sweeps in full vengeance along. 

Or when Jacobite chiefs H round their Chevalier throng. 

Then, t)ien,<is he splendid, he's never absurd. 

Till be writes on the days of good King George the Ihi-n 

In Red-gaiiiitlet the hero of course is a goose, 

And a law-suit occurs — 'tis his general use. 

Of the heroine’s perfect! 4is we have no great hantt€y 
''nt that she's dressed in a pretty green mantle. 

There's a J^obite agent as usual at woik, 

As dark as the midnight, as stern as a Turk. 

Ami the bore of the volume is Poor Peter Pci-bles, 

Whose senses, black law and bright brandy enfeebles. 

• Red-Caundet. A Tale Of the I8th Century, by the author o 
Waveriey. 

“ Master go on, and 1 will follow thee 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty .'*— you Like Ju 
^ vols. Constable, Edinburgh. 

f Ivanhoe. X Kemlworth. § Old Mortality, J Waverleyv 
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But the grandeur and obstinate pride of the Stewart, 

'I'he heait-breaking tale of the lost Naiity Ewart, 

The good quiet qiiaker, though coloured too broadly, 

The hypocrite Turnpenny, drunken and godly; 

Father Crackenthorpe jovial, and stuffy, and swilly, 
i\nd the tale and the music of wandering Willie, 

Aie touches of nature, with truth or good sense, 

Which our grandsons will talk of a hundred yeais hence 

To pass from Sir Walter— another bring quick, sir, 
lla ! iicre is It. Gillies’s Devil’s Elixir f, 

A high Gorman story, some pathos, much stuff, 

Diablerie plenty — of hoirors stff 

* Had we time in the text, we should add that there are 
Some fine Teniers* touches of Scotland’s old bar ; 

For instance, that glimpbc, which, with so much precibion. 
Gives Monboddo the blethering droll metaphysician. 

We may also inform our readers, in prose, that we have received 
d tiny note from a Correspondent, which we cram in here. 

Sir.— In RedoGauntlet 1 noticed the following slips of the pen, 
which are at your service. 

In vol, 1, p. 24. ** Unstable as water he sliall not excel,” said my 
lather, or as the Septuagint hath it, Effusa eU siiut aqua-^iwH ocftaf. 

Now with all deference, the Septuagint is in Greek; therefore 
could not contain this quotation from the l..atin vtilgaU, 

In vol. 9, p. 23. Darsie Latimer says, that he “ was transported 
in one of the light carts of the country, t}u.n called tumblers.” 

Now this Journal was written two or three days after the events it 
relates, and he name of •• tumblers*’ was scarce changed in the in- 
terim, so as to allow Darsie to- talk of what they were then called; 
there certainly is some alteration now— in 1824.—^ small CritH, 

*(• The Devil’s Elixir. From the German of E. T. A. Hoffmann. 
J I dttsem jakre wandelte aach Aw.— DiUVEt. Offenlltci auf den 
Strassen von Berlin* Haftit Microc. Berol. p. 1043. 

Fa that yeare, the Deville was also scene walking publidie on the 
streetes of Berlin. 

2 vols. Blackwood, Edinburgh. ^ ^ 

Query, Why does Mr. Gillies mitpellyw, devil, seen, publicly, 
streets, in the above translation ? He may believe us, that bad ortho- 
graphy does not make old English. 
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A sort of Saint Leon^ mixed up with the monk, 

A story as hard to untwist as old junk ; 

A style rather crabbed — digressions misplaced. 

In the middle of magic, a lecture on taste ; 

Or when murder and incest are filling our skulls, 

A bungling collection of hack Irish bulls, 

Give the picture of this— but, good reader, there still 'S 
Much matter to praise in these volumes of Gillies. 

The lady Aurelia is charmingly dinwn. 

From the time that we hear of her passion’s first dawn, 

Through the dark maze of fate which she’s destined to trciui 
Till murdered she bows at the altar her head. 

And ill’ events hurry on, that, though hard to discover 
What the tale is about till you have read it twice over, 

Yet the interest is such that, small faults little liceding, 

You would sit up all night to continue the reading. 

Besides, ere you read half a sheet, you determine 
That Mr. 11. G. is a capital German ; 

That he gets through Alt-Deutsch very much con amore^ 

As we knew long ago from his beautiful Horae’'*'. 

“ Some account of the ftfe of the late Gilbert Earleff 
Isa tale where a man falls in love with a girl. 

Who, unlucky to say, has a husband already, 

But proves to her faith stmiewhat little unsteady. 

She pines— and die dies — and he homeyvard soon ranges. 

(The sc*’ no of the Novel t’ placed near the Ganges); 

Is mcurnful and gloomy, sees strange alteration 
In country, town, faces, — in short, all the nation; 

* The Hors Germanise, in Blackwood’s Magazine, are under- 
stood to be from the. pen of Mr, Gillies, and in general beautiful 
things they arc. 

f Some account of the life of the late Gilbert Earle, Esq. writteii 
by himself. 

But when returned the youth? the yjotteth no more 
Returned exulting to his native shore; 

But forty years were past, and then there came 
A worn-out man, — Crahbe, 

London, Knight, 1 vol. 
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Writes prettjr good sentiments — sighi> witli an air, 

In sentences tuned after dear Adam Blair; 

Tells stories and scenes full of pathos and pit}. 

Shows much knowledge of ton, and some tact of the city. 

In a word, makes a book, which is destined to grace 
A 1 idy’s boudoir, in a smart wat’iing place, 

1 hen die**— and if Jordan’s Gazette may be credited, 

Leaves his volume to be, by young St. Leger, edited. 

Nt\t, comes swimming on with i dignified carnage, 

With a pulFfrom Sii Walter, the author of Mariiagc. 

\V’e must alwa}s love talent, and shiewdiiess, and merit, hence 
We aiways must love her new work the “ InhciittViice 

TIow easy, yet caustic, the flow of her chat — 

IJow delicious a bore is loquacious Miss Piatt— 

How splendid a contrast the pompous old peer — 

How delightful IS Geitiude, the warm and sincere. 

riu stoiy IS piddling, but that is the fashion , 

Oui novelists now only think how to dash on — 

Make the tale but the peg, for hanging up sketches 
Of great men or sni ill men, fine people, or wretches 

Yet, pci haps, if H Fielding’s old plan f were revived, 

Our novels would be, after all, more long-lived ; 

If a story— to which every sentence should tend, 

With a middle, as well as beginning and end, 

Weic arranged with due ceie— and no one opportunity 
Permitted to break up its legular unity, — 

No chanicter useless— no episode such 
Vs to draw our attention away overmuch.— 


* The Inheritance, by the author of Marriage. 

Si la nobIe»se est vertu, elle se perd par tout cc qui n’est pas vir- 
tueux; et SI elle n'est pas vertu e’est peu dc choie.-^La JOtuyert 
dvoU. Edinburgh, Blackwood. 

t See, particularly, Tom Jones. Heavan forefend, however, that 
wtc should panegyrize the execution of all the details. We are only 
recommending the admirable epic unity of the plan. 

k5 , 
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PerbapSi ine lepeat it, with all due respect. 

The thing, as a wholfy would have much more ellect; 

And a lot of smart characters now-a-days squandered, 

Would condense in one work — and that work be a standard. 

But we wish not to blame the sharp elderly madam*, 

(We thank her too much for lVli«>s Bess and Old Adam) 

She, 111 fact^ is less faulty m thts way than many, 

And could, if she tried, plan it better than any. 

Why then, let her try— and we waecr upon it, 

Uei next story will he the best flowei in her bonnet , 

And we’ll all feel obliged if she still, as her use is, 

Her cousins and fi tends for lier butts introduccsf 

Clonnda is written, we’re told, by Lord Dillon 
As silly a book as was wasted a qaill on, 

Prom bottom to top just i bundl oi hazen^ ; 

A comp inion, in f ict, foi Sii Richard Maltravtrs 

What d’}e think of the brains of a in in who should bid us 
Deem It right for the Bnmin^ to hum all the widow s> 

Why, nothing but pray that his visnge so ugly. 

Should he ducked, for his pains, in a pool of the Hoogly 

Tnough then of these — ’twere lost time, ^e coi.cene, 

To legard such dull bSh as is “ Adam and F\e||’' 

To <»lay dead “ RosaUu?,” in m uiiur inhuman*^. 

Or to iinnnnge the ca'* s of Sqmio A K. Newman 4. 

♦ c tl ( aj w« 'ritteii, we have l.srned that the t dy 
ii I '1 ] Cl nr 

*t lb underttood that aU the character^ introduced in tl novel 
4 re drawn from the n lations 01 acquaintances of the '•uthor W t 
think It givc:> them poignancy— though it must not a little inno^ 
the good folk•^ concerned 

t Clonnda A novel, in one volume, said to be— but we veue 
not for our authority, from the classical pen of Lord Dillon — tht 
conspicuous and sagac lous author of bir Richard Maltravcrs In tl i 
hst work of hib he defends the Indian immolation of women. 

S Haveis Scotch for nonsense. 

(I Adun and hve A Margate Story. Hunts, London. 1 vol 
** Ro^alviva, or the Demon Dwarf. By Grenville Fletcher. IIc) , 
I ondon J voU. 
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Mr. Swan has tr.\nsIated^good reader look o*er ’em/-*- 
That storehouse of stores^ the Gtst Bammotum^f 
To which bards of our own from Geof. Chaucer to Scotty 
Are indebted— then'll own it^-^for many a plot, 

A 

Wilhelm Meibterf— you know 'twas Old Gdethe whfilS^im’d it 
Tho’ tianslated not well| must be still recommended^; 

For we give it, at once, as our serious opinion. 

There are few finer things than the story of Mignon. 

There’s no poetry written tliis month— more’s the pity, 

We should wish for a sample to season our ditty ; 

Diit our great ones are silent, and none seems inclin’d 
To conteud for tiie lain els that tliey have resigned. 

Lord Byron is dead, and as dead to the Nine, 

Are the bards whom wc knew in his spring-tide to shine 
Tom Campbell is yoked to a dull magazine, 

Mouthy Southey writes quartos, by nobody seen. 

Sam Coleridge drinks gin, and keeps prating and preachin^r^ 
Tom Moore to Lord Lansdown is tipsily speeching, 

Will Wordsworth’s distributing stamps to the Laktis, 

Jerry Wiffen— Ben Barton— are nothihg but quakers, 

Scott IS better employed than in looking for rliymes, 

Cioly’s writing critiques for old Stoddart’s New Times; 

Crabbe and Bowles are with Moduses tickling their fancies, 
Siun Rogers inukes— puns! and James Ilogg makes— romancf** 

fn fact, not to talk in the style of humbug, 

Our poets have found out that verse is a drug; 

And a drug i. will be, in thh our British nation, 

Uiitil time fills the isle with a new generation. 

We have only to say, that a couple of stories I, 

111 dramatical shape, are now lying before us; 

* Qesta Romanorum. Translated by the Rev. Charles Swan. 
1 vols. H. Colburn, London. 

t Wilhelm Mcister’s Apprenticeship* Edinburgh, Oliver and 
BoyJ, 3 vols. 

t The Silent River, and Faithful and Forsaken. Dramatic Poems. 
By Robert Sullivan. London, Whittakers. 1 vol. 
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Which arc pietty cnoutjh for tint soit of a job, 
lit name of the authoi, is Sullivan — (Bobj. 

1 hcjt’s a ‘‘Loves of the Colouis,” not much to our palate^ 
Composed by some bard, uith a head like a mallet 
And the Hunts— a bad spec , as ue venture to ttll ye, 

Have published some posthumous tiash of Byshe Shellyf 
In which you will find, is we found with much sadness 
Some talent — obscuicd by much maundering madnes*; 

A good line, here and theie, in an ocean of diivel, 

And a thought, onte oi twice, sunk in blasphemous s» i\el. 

“ Songs offsnel, hv Kno\, from the Ilebicw J,’* ps'wiv * Hash 
Had David been living, O * Knov * whit a i lash 
He’d have made of the hniip, wliu h jou weai as a he id 
Tor alloying Ins gold with joui co post of lead. 

Away, then, with veises — what next shall wc st nt?”— 
f 1 ilosoph}— science— phiennl igy — ait — 

Voy \ge— tnvcl — oi lii^t>iy — humliug — oi tun, 

(Of »hc lattci, alas ^ my good siis, tluie is none). 

It wcie haid, we’ie ah aid, m this mctie of juis, 

To discuss inathematirs, then doctinie^, and powVs — 
lo tdk wise, like Sn Humphrv, on chemical mattci — 

On medicine with Dui • iii, oi Jolinson to chatter. 

To rush, >word-in-han(i like a W attiloo troopei, 

Ridit into the qiiaiiel ’fv »\t Chailes Bell and Coopei § — 

Or to spout upon llirn'*rhadi 1 s Fncephalo’ >jrv||, 

\s opposed to ihc dociii le of cian oi phrenology. 

* ’'he Lovi') of the Colours with a few occasional Poems, nd 
fn^tc m Prose. 1 ondoii, Hookham 1 vol 
t Posthumous Poems of the late Percy B shelly, 1 
Hunts. 1 vol. 

J Songs of Israel, consiating of Lyrica, founded upon the History 
and Poetry of the Hebrew Scriptures. By William Knox, Pdm- 
1 urglu Anderson. 1 vol. 

^ There is a controversy raging now between Mr. Charles BtW 
and Sir Astlcy Cooper, Bart, about broken bones, plagian«im, and 
Bore ugh Billingsgate. 

'I Duncan, of the Row, is about shortly to publish Encephaiologx , 
or a very brief sketch of Dr. HirnschadePs Ologics of the Cranion' 
and Phren, perfected by the I^tionals. 
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One book we shall praise, with true heart and spirit, 

A volume of jollity, learning, and merit; 

Vnd we hope that the Muse will here deign to “btfjiend her 
son 

While we sing of the quarto of Dr. A, Ilendersonf. 

C/reat tome, in whose pages the history is told, 

Of wine of all centuries, modern and old ; 

Where v^c all learn the tale of all kinds of the grapt, 

Fioin Homer’s Pramnian to Atkinson’s cape. 

When we pore on your page, we go back to the ages, 

When Anacieon drank Cliiati with Ilelas’S sages; 

A .1(1 there scarcely appears any distance between us 
And the days when gay Horace got diunk with MLca’iia*-, 

How profoundly you talk, luiW antique and how classic, 

(in Ciecubian, Caleiiian, Surrentine, oi Massic; 

How sublimely you piovc, m a tone gra\c and nicny, 

'I hat ralerniaii leseniblcd MadciiaorSherry. 

We must think, so correct the lesearch you have made is 
'I hat you went to consult some Gieck vintnei in Hades ; 

Blit many a bumper of good claret flowing 

M.»y you quaff, e’er that journey in earnest you’ie going. 

Fitly verses we’ve sung— and we scarce can do bcttei, 

Than to finish our ditty Ijy taking a wliettcr; 

Tho* no juice of the giapc m our glass bubbles up, 

Tho’ nor ancient Falern, nor new Port do we sup, 

Yet a liquor much balmier, though, perhaps, humbler, 

Js steaming •’o heaven, from our w’ell-plcnish’d tumble], 

With a jorum of that, shall we bid our adieu, 

Till the first day of August, dear readers, to you. 

Johi BuH ^In^n4int, 

* Milton, P. L. Book 8 . 

— ^Nor could the muse 
Defend her son. 

t The History of Ancient and Modern Wines, I voi. London, 
Baldwin. The Author’s name is not given, but it is known to be 
Dr, Alexander Henderson. 
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A LATE CHARACTER. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET. -No. XIII. 

Among the mass of disorderlies brought 
before Sir R. Bimie, was a law-writer, froui 
the neighbourhood of Clement’s-Inn — an elderly 
well-clad man, of a dignified carriage, and some- 
what dictatorial delivery. He was charged by 
Izzed Fare, a very ancient and quiet watchman 
of St. Clement’s parish, with having been ex- 
tremely disorderly at half-past three o’clock in 
the morning. “ There were three or four of ’em, 
your Worship,” said Mr. Izzed Fare, “all jawing 
and contending together desperately, and by that 
means making noise enough to wake a whole 
parish of people, let ’em be ever so fast asleep \ 
upon which I told them to be quiet and get along 
home; and they did go oiT, decent enough, all 
but this ere Mr. l<aw-writer ; for, instead of his 
minding what I said, he called to the others to 
come back again — * Here ! come back,’ says he, 

‘ come back, and I’ll garhanly you against the 
old rascal!’ and accordingly I thought it my duty 
to ♦ake him to the watch-house for it.” 

“ For it ! — for what?” asked his Wor-<hip — 

“ what do you call if* I have not heard, yet, 
that he did any thing worthy of imprisonment.” 

“ Why, for jawing, and contending, and making 
a noise and bother in the streets at after three 
o’clock in the morning, your Worship,” replied 
the guardian of the night. 

“ Your Worship,” said the Law-writer, “ this 
is another instance of the overweening propen- 
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sity in these fellows to exercise a rigour beyond 
the law. I was within two yards of my own 
house, where I have lived in repute and respect* 
ability these twenty years, and yet he would not 
permit me to proceed thither.” 

Half'past three o’clock in the morning is a 
lather unseasonable hour for a lespectable man 
to be seen disputing in the streets,” observed Sir 
Richard, interrupting him. 

“ True, it is, your Worship,” said tho writer 
of the law, “ but I had been in the city with 
some friends, and I could easily account for my 
time. But the fact is, these fellows have a dis- 
like to me, because I have often interfered to 
prevent their iniquitous of overstraining their au- 
thority ; and, as 1 mean to meet tins matter at 
the Sesvsions, I shall forbear to trouble your 
Worship with any further remark— I shall carry 
my character to the Sessions, and see it this man 
will dare to meet me there.” 

“ Dare !” responded Mr. Izzed Fare, “ 1 dare 

meet you anywhere Mr. ; for you are ono 

of the most troublesomest persons going, and 
well known to all the parishes as a late cha- 
racter !” 

The law-writer upon hearing this, became ex- 
ceeding wrath— for indeed his face did bear 
certain Bardolphian tokens of late hours, and 
“ healths five fathoms deep;” and to have the 
cause of such a countenance publicly alluded to 
in this manner, was enough to anger the most 
sober gr<^-bibber that ever tossed tumbler over 
lip. lie, therefore, told the audacioua Mr. Izzed 
Parc, that he should make it his business to 



308 


uston’s dream. 


sift his character to the bottom, and lay tho 
result before the parish board forthwith. But 
the sturdy Izzed, nothing daunted by this threat, 
replied — ** My character will bear sifting a good 
deal better than some folk’s — I can have a good 
character from Sir Francis Ommaney, and many 

of the first gentlemen in the parish, Mr. ; 

and I don’t vaUy your threat — no, not that !” — 
snapping his stout old homey thumb and finger 
in token of defiance. 

The glowing writer of the law was about to 
put in a rejoinder, but the Magistrates put an 
end to the matter altogether, by saying — “ The 
watchman bears an excellent character with the 
parish ofiicers, and the late hour at which you 
and your friends were up, in some measure cor- 
roborates his statement ; but, tis there does not 
seem to have been any great disorder committed, 
you are discharged. And let me advise you to 
leave the inspecting of the watch, in future, to 
those persons who arc properly authorised so 
to do.” 

Ih. 


LISTON’S DREAMT 

Liston lay wiapt in delicious repose^ 

Most harmoniously playing a tune with Ins nose, 

In a dream there appeared the adorable V^eiius, 

Who said, " to be sure there’s no likeness between us. 
But to show that a goddess to kindness so prone is, 

Your looks shall soon rival the handsome Adonis.** 

Liston woke in a fright, and cried, Heaven preserve me, 
If my face you improve, zounds, Madam, you’ll starve me. 

ChronnU. 
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STOPPING SHORT. 

" To that party ( Orangemen ) supposed to 
be in possession of the greatest power, he should 
%ay, as you value the peace and tranquillity of 
your country, and as involved in these, your 
own security, abandon all these party associa- 
tions [hear!]. [The Right Hon. Gentleman 
here stopped suddenly, without finishing his sen- 
tence].”— Mr. Goulburn’s speech. Sec Morning 
Chronicle, 12th May. 

Alas, the melaiicliol^ fate 
That hangs oVt Ministers of State, 

In action and in tiiought — 

When i7/, their thread will gaily run, 

But when ’tis good that’s to be done, 

It a always topping short. 

What ardent love for Ei in theirs. 

How fervent for her sons their pray’is ! * 

But when by Althorp taught 
How they may prove her honest friend— 

“ Too much they cry, ** No, wt’I) amend 
The good — by stopping short r 
“ To Orangemen, who bear the sway. 

Oppress no more, we fain would say— 

With danger is it fraught/' 

And when the sentence, as weVe sure, 

Might finish with the certain cure, 

'Tib (/o/ie— by stopping short ! 

I « 

* Martial certainly had their case in view When he wrote tht 
I^pigram to Galla 

Das nunquam^ semper premittis^ Galla, roganti : 

Si semper faUis, jtmi ro^o, GaUa, nega, 

(i. c.) You always promise, never give, 

Unless it be affront ; 

If thus you constantly deceive, 

I wish you’d say, you won’t I 


ChronUlu 
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A SAILOR’S DYING PRAYER. 

In the year 1739, one Jenkins, Captain of a 
vessel that traded to the Spanish colonies in 
South America, presented himself at the bar of the* 
House of Commons. He was a plain downright 
man, who had never been concerned in any illicit 
trade, but had been met by a Spanish gnarda- 
costa in that part of the American seas- which 
was prohibited the English. The Spanish Cap- 
tain had seized the ship, put the crew in irons, 
slit the nose and cut off the ears of the master 
In this condition Captain Jenkins appeared be- 
fore the Parliament; he informed them of his 
misfortune with that simplicity and openness 
which distinguish a British sailor : — “ Gentle- 
men,” said he, “ when they bad thus disfigured 
me I was threatened with death : I expected it, 
and recommended my soul to God, and my re- 
venge to my country.” These words, expressed 
so naturally, excited a general cry of cmnpassioii 
and indignation; the voice of the nation deter- 
mined the King and Parliament to declare war 
against .Spain a mon.h after. 

British Press. 


THE ’CHANGE, CHANGED. 

AUunmsM mihi,ho*pe$, uppartt nuper fuoM antt. 

” The Manhal, on examining the pistol, found it was. merely 
stuflisd with paper.”— Afaiwow July 30 . 

This rotten system in its range 
*” Would ne’er have made our means so taper. 

Had there been always on th’ Exchange 
Tl.e same just, prudent dreail of papek! 

Chronicle 
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From Copy of Verm^ humbly presented to all my worthy Mas* 
ten and MielresseSf in the Town * * *> Bellman 

and Crier, for the Year 1815.^ 

« THE TENTH HUSSARS. 

A mighty noise* this, of* the Tenth Hussars ! 

More than they ever made, faith, in the wars ! 

But see the effects of making soldiers fops. 

Limbs to hang clothes oti— walking tailors* shops. 

In vain the featlier nods and the spur clanks ; 

All sorts of ignVance get into the ranks ; 

And then, in time of need out come their failings, 

111 discipline, heart-burnings, mutual railings; 

Till on their heads the folly has recoifd, 

And the poor dogs are trounc'd, because they have been^spoil’d. 
A great philosopher (say whom you please) 

After long study of those rogues callM fleas, 

Found out, ’tis said with great delight of mind, 

They'd no pretensions to the lobster kind ; 

And just as much may be inferred of those 
Who think that soldiership consists in clothes ; 

Captains and Color^ls they may be no doubt; 

But, spite of their red*coats, and brisk look out, 

Their puffs, and muffs, and ruffs to fence their cold ears, 

Too pert they are and petty, to be soldiers.'^ 

* This ** mighty noise," I presume, alludes to the fuss made about 
this time by the redoubted lOth, in the charges brought against their 
Colonel (Colonel Quentin.) 

Sdtaminer*^ 


LORD NORBURY. 

A goBtlematt on circuit narrating to his 
Lordship some extravagant feat- in the spotting 
way, mentioned, amongst other achievements, 
that he had lately shot thirty-three hares before 
breakfast.— “Thirty-three hxre»t exclaiAethhis 
Lordship ; “ zounds, Sir, then you must hate 
been firing at a voig." 

British Press* 
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OBSOLETE CHARACTERS. 

No. IV.— THE FARMER’S WIFE. 

The farmer’s coadjutor in domestic eco- 
nomy — the English housewife, was a personage* 
of no small consequence ; for as Tusser, the rural 
poet, has observed — 

** Housekeeping and husbandry, if it be good. 

Must love one another as cousines in blood: 

The wife, too, must husband as well as the man, 

Or farewell thy husbandry, do uhat thou can.” 

** Next unto her holiness and sanctity of life,” 
says Markham*, “ it is meet that our English 
housewife be a woman of great modesty and 
temperance, as well inwardlie as outwardly ; in- 
wardly, as in her carriage and behaviour towards 
her husband, wherein she shall shun all violence 
of rage, passion, and humour; and outwardly 
courteous to her neighbours and dependents.— 
Let her garment.-; I>e comely and strong, madd as 
well to preserve the health as to adorn the per- 
son, altogether without toyisli garnishes, or the 
gloss of light colours,' and as far from the vanity 
of new and fantastical fashions as near to the 
comely imitation of modest matrons. She must 
be watchful, diligent, witty, pleasant, constant 
in friendship, full of good neighbourhood,” &c. 
Her other qualification.^, he states, were to con- 
sist in an intimacy with domestic physic, with 
cookery, with the distillation of waters, the 
making and preserving of wines, making and 
dyeing of cloth, malting, brewing, baking, &c. 

Herald, 


* EngUih Houiewife, tee. 1683. 
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IRISH ARITHMETIC. 

SKETCHES AT BOVV.STREET.-.N0. XfV. 

W E have heard something of Irish school- 
masters who superintended their respective col- 
leges — by the side of whatever sunny ditch they 
chanced to be erected — with great credit to them- 
selves, and advantage to their little bare-footed 
pupils. Of these patriarchal tutorers was Mr. 
Larry O’Larrop, who not deeming accnrajcy , quite 
so necessary as (lispaich^ always gave the latgest 
iipplQ-pataty to the boy who mado the most of 
his reckonings and in whose seminary, we 
presume, Mr. Hurst, the hero of our p(|^ent 
remarks, received the first rudiments of his edu- 
cation. Mr. n. is now about fifty-five years of 
age, his face much contracted (by the prosecution 
of his studies, perhaps ?) and rather the worse 
of tlic dirt by w hich it was encased ; and his ex- 
treme altitude about five feet three ; his dress— 

“ But wliat is dress to him 
Wild scoins the prejudice of vulgar souls?*' 

II is sNta//-clothcs were large enough to contain a 
sack ol‘ potatoes, or thereabouts, in addition to 
his own person, nor did ho appear to be more 
precise in the arrangement of his upper garment. 
— He made his bow to Sir Richard Bimie on 
Monday, charged by a Mrs. Evans, a laun- 
dress, with having mistaken her pook0t‘'for his 
onn, under the following circumstano^b : Mrs. 
Evans w'as passing through Long-acre on Satur- 
day night, and was accosted by Mr. H., who. 
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after asking his way to Uolbom, suddenly slipped 
bis hand into her pocket, from which he drew 
forth twelve shillings and a pawnbroker’s ticket, 
and for the security of which he gave her leg-bail, 
by bolting down Leg-alley into Hart-street, where 
he w’as taken. The testimony of Mrs. Evans was 
corroborated by other evidence, and Mr. Hurst 
was called upon for his defence. 

“ Och, then, it’s I that will just tell your IVor- 
ship all about it,” said Mr. Hurst, “ and bad 
luck to the bit of any thing eUe than the truth 
ye’s will get out of me ! That is the lady I saw 
walking up the Acre on Saturday night, and a 
daycent woman 1 thought her — to myself: so I 
axed her if she would be kind to me on that 
sam^ight — “ and that I will, young man,” says 
she, ”I don’t like to be walking alone by myself,” 
says she. It’s ounly the truth that I’ll spake to 
your Worship — so we went on, and 1 put five and 
sixpence into her hand, and, says I, “ Keep that 
for luck,” sajs 1: “It’s myself that will” says 
she; blit after 1 found my five and sixpence was 
lost, i thought myself a great fool at the same 
time, and so 1 axed the lady there to give me 
back my oun, that I might sro paceably to my 
own place ; but “ the devil a bit of me will give it 
you back again,” says she ; and so, your Honor, 

1 tuck it from her myself, and why woudn’t I ?” 

“ It is a very likely story, indeed,” said Sir 
Richard, “ that a decent- looking respectable 
married woman should place herself under the 
protection of such a dirty miserable object as 
you are. You say you gfive her five and sixpence 
—pray how many pieces w^ere there ?” 
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Fait, thin, your Honor,” replied the honest 
arithmetician, ** there was tu)0 hay crowns and 
two shillings, to make it up the five and sixpence!” 

This awkward calculation was nothing in 
his favour, and then he pleaded a three years' 
character he could get from his employer, Mr. 
Huckoil, a builder; but the Magistrate told him 
character could only serve him on his trial at the 
Old Bailey, and ho was committed to Newgate. 

Btltt Life in London, 


THE LOVERS OF IRELAND. 

Aurov eTTOiWotv , — MSOP, 

Thh fable luns of ancient date, 

Of one uho doubly blest by fatt, 

Two loving wives engaged ; 

Tlie one was old, without a tooth, 

The other in the bloom of youth, 

While he was middle aged. 

Each strove to make the man appea** 

Just like hcrbclf, or very near, 

S jniethiiig approaching calfd : 

The elder pluckM out each black hair. 
TU^ young one left no white ones there, 
And so the man was bald ! 

With all such tender care caress’d 
Poor Erin groans! wliile ’iis profess’d 
How much her lovets feel ; 

N o hearts so yearning, or so kind. 

To hear them talk, you’d hope to find, 
As Canning or as Peel. 

The one would give to freedom scope, 
Tiie other pluck away aU hope, 

Blest neutralising care ; 

And tlius between their loving strife, 
What comes of Erin, hapless wife? 

She 's left, poor creature, bare / 


Chronicle. 



ANECDOTE OP BABRY, THE. ACTOR. 

When the affairs of his (the Dublin) theatre 
took ap unfavourable turn, and, unlike Mr. She- 
ridan, he left every department unpaid and un^ 
satisfied, the angry tradesmen used to besiege 
his door, vowing that though they had been fre- 
quently paid off with word^ this time they would 
not depart without their money. Mr. Barry would 
then desire to see them. A single claimant was 
admitted at a time. After a conference of some 
duration, he returned with a pleased and satisfied 
countenance to tlie anxious and expectailf crowd 
of creditors below. Judging by the reception 
their companion mot what was likely to be their 
owi^hance, he was eagerly interrogated by the 
gapmg crowd. Well, have you seen Mr, Barry?” 

Yes.” — You have got your money ?”—'^ No.” 
— A part of it Not one .shilling; — but Mr. 
Barry spoke to me so kindly — seemed so dis- 
tressed to keep me waiting — promised me so 
faithfully that th< next time 1 called the money 
should be forthcoming— that he has, I know not 
iiow, got the betU * of my anger, and I could not 
find in my heart to press a gentleman any further.” 

JUrituh 


AUSTRIAN LOAN. 

THE CH\^Cf LLOR OF TOE EXCIIEQ UER’s SPEECM. 
\munost Monarclis foi ^‘honesty’* noted in story, 

The Au-itrian hencerbrtli shall staiid foremost in glory ; 
Who Iri^ done the dull Peters all Loinbard-strcet round, 
c»ust enough to pay P.iul eighteen* pence in the pound — 
Wh'Ut p€iui, who expected he never would pay, 

Makes a siiattli at the toppers— and tliro\ssthetn Efway! 

Chi out ch. 



THE I»E1^I»1.!EXED husband. 

» 'S 

SKETCHES AT BOW-^TIfEET.— No. XV. 

James Bettit, i^tire Emerald, appeared 
hi custody, before Mr. Minshnll, to show cause 
why he should not- enter into sureties to keep the 
peace towards his oym lawful wife. Mrs. Pettit, 
at this time, is a matron fast sinking into the vale 
of years ; but she has still enough of beauty left 
to show that she once was a maiden of no ordi- 
nary charms. Mr. Pettit has also passed his 
grand climacteric, and the suns of many summers 
have sallowed his cheeks, and purpled his nose 
out of all reason. 

Mrs,, Pettit deposed, generally, that sh^|^ad 
been s^jparated from her husband nearly four 
years ; that during those four years he had left 
her to provide for her children bow she could in 
London, whilst he was wallowing in whisky in 
Dublin ; and <that, now she was got into a com- 
Ilirtable practice as a monthly nurse, he was just 
come back from Ireland on purpose to annoy her 
—following her wherever she went, threatening 
to do her a mischief, and thundering at the doors 
of her employers until he collected crowds of 
people about him. All which she humbly prayed 
bis Worship to put a stop to, by binding Mr. 
Pettit down to the peace ; and in this prayer she 
was joined by her son, a fine strapping youth of 
nineteen. ' 

Mr. Pettit beard all this with great composure, 
and then opened at once with his defence, in 
fond and manner following May it please 
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THE PERPLEXED HUSBAND. 


your Worship, I shall tell your Worship all the 
rights of it from end to end, if your Worship will 
ounly hear to me.” 

His Worship desired him to be as brief as 
possible. 

“ Your Worship, I’ve no brief at all about me, 
but I’ve got every thing in my head, and more in 
my heart — whore it’s like to be to the end ot it, 
God bless me! for I’m an ill-used man. Whet. 
1 was a young man, ounly eighteen, your Wor- 
ship, and not like what I am now, I fell in lote 
With Mary Hogan, only se\cn teen, and here she 
is Mrs. Pettit now, and the mother of twelve 
childer, to testily it. Accordingly we got laar- 
ned, and had childer in plenty, and at that time 
I w^s steward at Saundcis's Grove, and quite 
happy and comtortablc, Lonsidciiug. Then, please 
your Worship, she was at me to be going into 
■lumethiiig for ourselves, and we took a public - 
house a good bit from Dublin, and had cvery- 
Ihinc dacent ab« ut us, till she went oil' with a boy 
ol that same vilkige, and I didn’t know where she 
was till she came back to me, and asked me to 
torgive hci, and . did, for f loved her above the 
world and all that’s in it Accordingly, please 
your Worship, we went on again mighty right loi 
a bit, and might till this present, but for the peo- 
ple ; lor, let me be at maikct, or let me be every- 
wherc, they said, ‘here comes a cuckold!’ and 
‘ tlicre goc.i a cuckold !’ and was nothing but a 
cuckold, a cuckold, a cuckold, go where I would, 
please your Worship. 

“ Well, Mrs, Pettit, says I, its very bad to be 
bothered in this way, says I, lor no deed of my 
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own, Mrs. Pettit, says I ; and let us go over the 
water to England, says I, where we shall hear 
no more of it, may be with luck, says I. * Fait,' 
says she to mo again, * you may go by yourself, 
and I’ll come to ye sometime, and bring the 
childer,’ says she — for we’d two of ’em at that 
same time, and this to the fore is one. ' No’, sayj 
I, ' I shall take one of ’em with me for comfort, 
and the other shall stay here till yc come your- 
self— and may be he’ll show you the way the 
sooner, Mrs. Pettit,’ says I. Then, please your 
Worship, 1 corn’d over the water, with one of the 
lads we had, and 1 got me a place in a calico- 
warehouse, at Manchester, and I wrote letters 
upon letters to her to come to me ; but she took 
no notice of the letters at all, and come she 
wouldn’t by no manes ; and says I to myself, this 
is mighty odd. Then, please your Worship, after 
.some years she corn’d to me at last with five 
ehildcr more than the one I left with her, and 
almost at downlying with another — God forgive 
her ! — for I did miself, being a paccablc man at 
all times. ^ Well, Mrs. Pettit,’ says I, ^and ye’\e 
brought me plenty of childer with ye ; have ye 
brought the money, and the other things I left 
with ye, Mrs. Pettit?’ says I.—' No, ’fait, that 
havn’t I,' says she, ^for I left the money in a 
strong box, and all the things safe in the place at 
home,’ says she; and 1 said no more at that 
same time. After a bit, she was brought to bed 
of the child that she had ; and one morning says 
she to me, * James,’ says she, * I’ll go to the 
chapel > and get it christened,’ and she did; but 
she didn’t come back to me ; and I asked aftei 
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her where I could, and says they to me, ' sure 
she’s gone back to Ireland to fetch the treasure 
she left in the strong box !’—* Deevle bum the 
strong box !’ says I, ' and the woman together, 
before she’s the death of me !’ and I went to the 
chapel, and she wasn’t in it, nor bad been at all 
that day, and word corn’d to me that she was 
gone on the top of the boat to Liverpool, to be 
off to Ireland, to a man she had— that’s Tim 
Martin, at my own place in Ireland.” 

But it is impossible we can follow Mr. Pettit 
through all his ow'n matrimonial miseries in his 
OAvn words ; we must therefore content ourselves 
with stating that he followed Mrs. Pettit to 
Ireland, and found all his worldly uoods in pos- 
session of Tim Martin, who told him he was tired 
of the concern, and kindly offered to restore every 
thing to him — except Mrs. Pettit, whom he de- 
clared he knew nothing of, onnly that she was 
gdllivanting in Publiu; that upon getting this 
information he borrowed Tim’s horse, and rode 
over to Dublin in quest of her ; that, when he 
found her, he told her he had got a /tint of her 
bad doings, and sIk said it was all false; that he 
bor.ght a pillion in Dublin, and brought her away 
upon the back of it, in spite of herself ; that he 
afterwards sold off all tliat he had, and bidding 
Tim Martin good bye, brought his wife and pro- 
perty to England, out of the way of further 
misthu f ; that he got a place in the India House, 
and after that came to be a padroul of Saint 
(iemciit's ; that they lived a very uncomfortable 
life, and about four years ago ho w-ent back to 
Trcland, quite sick and tired; but “unable to 
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forget ould times,” he came once more to Eng- 
land to seek a reconciliation with his wife, and 
finish his life with her as he had began it, but she 
mo^t unnaturally shut the doors in his face, and 
would not speak to him. 

It is not to be supposed that the Magistrate 
listened to this history of Mr. Pettit's whole life 
without showing repeated signs of impatience ; 
but nothing but physical force could have stop- 
ped Mr. Pettit in his career ; and when he had 
concluded, it was but just to hear Mrs. Pettit in 
reply, so that the business was spun out most 
tediously; and eventually the Magistrate, having 
told the parties they were both much to blame, 
ordered the warrant to be suspended. 

IhralH. 


THE KNELL. 

f hi.ud to have bun icritten about twenty years ago by Mr, Southey )* 

Ln (lays of yore, wlieii Superstition’s sway 

Bciiincl blinded Europe in her sacred spell, ^ 

'I'he \'vi£ard priest enjoined the parting knell. 

To fright the hovering Devil from his prey. 

Tf some poor rustic died, who could not pay, 

Still slept the Priest, and silent hung the bell; 

Then, if a yeoman died, his children paid 
One bell to save his parting soul frenQ hell. 

And if a Bishop death’s dread call obeyed. 

Through all the diocese was heard the toll; 

For much his pious brethren were afraid. 

Lest Satan should receive the good roan’s soul. 

But when Death’s levelling hand laid low the King;,— 

Some Kings in both worlds very well are known, ^ 

Through oil his kingdoms every bell must ring, 

For Satan comes with legions^r his 


Egaminer, 
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PINDARIC ADDRESS TO THE ROYAL 
ACADEMICIANS*. 

> 

MrssiELRs the Council, fust to you I bend, 

Not With the adoration of a biiiiicr, 

No ^ — I’m a poor Pott — and you nc\er send 
To any such, your compliincnts to dinner. 

Right honourable baids, indeed, 

Cum pmitigw feed. 

And cut youi mutton, 
iou follow the stern muiahst’d dtciee, 

‘ A man ol genius should live spaiiiij^ly, 

Nut like a glutto I 
Aiiid, considtratiie souls, 
lo tike tliH auahtt/ ni ittci on yoiusclvt 
Lxcluding fioni youi festive bowU 
Fool plebeian elvts. 

My cousin Piiidii — not the baid of Out* c, 

(Although to him I’m distantly related), 

^ung ol youi wealth *ind fame’s mcicasi , 

\n<l in round nunibcis stated 
Your piolits yearly two thousand poinidoi. 

It sully Charon oar the Styx, 

Ihy Imiii, my << witlf i o/,” would onuy, 

How ' uldst thou rhueklc nov to rm J it ./ixt 
’1\ s I iiitie flea-bit< i yuur day. 

Say, 1 miny Lawrence, tell me, it jo i c*% , 

(It not tiu oId<''t, muehtlK wisest u in, 

* 1 roiii the Annual Critical Catalogue to the k lyat Ac idtii y t i 
by Charles M. Weatmacott. 

f yJrma tnosyuf cr/it ’ 

* Paint and the men of canvass fire my lays, 

Who show tlieir works for profit and for prai 
"Whoae pwickets know most comfortable fillings, 

O lining two thousand pounds a-yoir by dnihng 

Pe/r Pt»f^ar\ I ji n O It 

X 1 lu profits of the previous year’s Lxhibitjon were l ued u mj 
tboi)sand poupds 
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K r wisdom seldom is an R. A.*& lot), 

This aurum paipabile. 

How is it applied, 

Meanly and shabbily, 

Or in feastint; and pride *. 

Cio ask your auditor, Dick Wesimacott, 

What son of genius have your funds reliev’d, 

What widoiv’s tear, or orphan doubly griev’d, 

’Live ye dry’d, or stretcbM a fostering hand to raise — 

Tell me. Sir Toininy, and I’ll ebaunt your praise. 

And be the Lauicate of the proud R. A/s. 

I know there are among you vi’ho will say. 

We never publish wliat w'e give away. 

’Tv^oulfl not he feeling. 

The Pubhe, Siis, wlio yearly give the means, 
a just light to peep behind the scenes, 

To see fair dealing. 

/ juv funds vre gieat, no doubt, 

So nmcli the greater shame, 

Foi, Sirs — (it must come out)— 

1 think theie’s much to blame, 
ll'o Scripture saith — and ’cis the age of cant, 

“ Wliere much is gi\en— much may be expected 
N iV\,tiiough 1 hate all hypocritic rant, 

1 can’t help sa^ ing that 1 feel dejectetl, 

'I I'.it IS — I liar you are most bardenM sinners, 

Who in close coileis keep the h^ht of ^rate 
Fioni needy bi others and from young beginners, 

Tiiac jt may shine upon your iv>\n dull race. 

J- 'ok to’t, ameiui it, sec it is bt^un ; 

I'tii not a coniinon pick^faiilt, and you’ll hiid iC. 

.Ucniove this blanket that obscures the sun. 

Or by my giuy goose^qiiill, I’ll make you mind Jt« 

♦ See the accounts of the anniversary dinner in the daily papers, 
where a sum of from three to four hundred pounds is annually^ 
expended in giving a splendid banquet Co the pobility and gentry 
(the exhibitors, with the exception of R. A.’s, being carefully 
excluded). Might not this amount be much more profitably and 
correctly applied in the advancement of the arts, and the assistance 
of- rising genius 3 . 
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OBSOLETE CHARACTERS. 

No. V.— THE RURAL CLERGYMAN. 

The country clergyman, during the Catholic 
era, and for a considerable time afterwards, was 
distinguished by the appellation of Sir, a title 
which Shakspeare has uniformly bestowed on 
the inferior orders of this profession, as Sir Hugh, 
in the Merry Wives of Windsor; Sir Topas, in 
Twelfth Night ; Sir Oliver, in As You Like It, &c. 
This custom, which was not entirely discontinued 
till the reign of Charles II., owes its origin to the 
language of our Universities, which confers the 
designation of Domisim on those who have taken 
their first degree of Bachelor of Arts, and not, as 
has been supposed, to any claim which the clergy 
had to the order of knighthood. Harrison, bclorc 
ejuoted, draws the following comparison between 
the. apparel of the clergyman in his day, and in 
the preceding tinier of Popery : 

^^The apparell ot our clergymen,'' says he, is 
comlie, and in truth, more decent than ever it 
was in the Popish Church, before the puiversities 
bound their graduates unto a suitable attire, 
afterwards usurped also by the blind Sir Johns; 
for if you peruse well my Chronologie, you shall 
find that they went either in diverse colours, like 
plaiers, or in garments of light hew, as yellow, 
red, greene, &c. with their shoes piked, their hair 
crisped, their girdles armed with .silver, their 
shoes, spurres, bridles, &c. buckled with like 
inetall ; their apparell,fbr the most part, of silke, 
and richlie furred; their cappes laced and but* 
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toned with gold; so that, to meet a priest in 
those daies« was to behold a peacocke that 
spreadeth his taile, when he danceth before the 
henne.” Htraid. 


THE INDEPENDENT TOAD. 

** A miner near Houghton-le-Spring, a few days ago found a living 
toad in the middle ot a solid block of stone. ... It was found 
to have nostrils, but no mouth.** Morning Chromtle^ May 1 7. 

We all have heard, and all have seen, 

How John is made by taxes lean. 

While others live on marrow— 

No article escapes their touch; 

And John is like, yes, very muoli, 

A toad beneath a harrow, 

O ! happy toad, ay, by my troth, 

Were he, like thee, without a mouthy 
' 'Twere cause for mutual greeting; 

For tho* by gagging his be closed, 

That rulers may not be exposed^ 

It *s open still to eating ! 

Were John but such a lucky toad. 

Collectors then would cease to goad^ 

And vex him like a Nero; 

For as to nostnis and all that, 

And* smelling now and then a rat, 

He'd bear it like a hero. 

Against his stomach then wc know 
The taxes would no longer go, 

Those daily bread defeaters; 

Afid only think in law and state 
What space for all the truly great, 

Were there no more toad^fatersV 

• This is to be read both ways, as Juvenal’s 

NobiiiiM sola est at^uc vaica virtus,'* 

vnfortunatdy is in practice, CAivpiVfr* 

h 5 



REASONS FOR CONTENTMENT. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XVI. 

Mr. Dennis Mvcari’jiy, a sprightly littU 
Eincralder, was charged w'ith having thieatcncd 
the life of his own lawful wife “ with a big kiiile 
that he has.” The charge was not made by jilrs. 
Macarthy herself, but by Mr. Timothy Scroggint., 
their landlord; and Mr. Dennis Macarthy re- 
pelled it very indignantly, declaring it was all a 
hattehj trick of Tim Scroggin s to get him out < l 
hi', place. 

The Magistrate said, “ What is Mr. Timothy 
Scroggins?” — “ He’s the tailor overhead, jer Ho- 
nor,” replied Mr. Dennis Macarthy, “ and little s 
the truth there is in him. Here Mary, love, and 
little Dennis, come forrut! ’ 

Mrs. Mary Macarthy and little Dennus, lu n 
.M'li, came forward fronr among the crowd at the 
lower end of the ollice, accordingly, and having 
done their r...inners to his Worship, Mr. Duniu.- 
Macarthy jiroc.'cdcd to question his beloved : — 
“ Mary, lovi , did I put a knife to ye at all last 
night?” — '* No faith, didn’t ye, Dennis.” — “ Did 
I put any tiling else to you ?”— “ Nothing at all, 
Dennis, of any consequence.”—" Did 1 ever bate 
ye, out of raason ?” — " No indeed, Dennis, didn't 
ye — ounly he was a bit fractiou.s with me last 
night. But ye didn’t bate me at all, as I rmiem- 
ber,”—** Very well, then?” said Mr. Dennis 
Macarthy, triumphantly, « yer Worship s««s the 
rights of it ; and Tim Scroggins is a great black- 
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guard, to be sending me to a could watch-house 
out of me oun warm place.” 

His Worship asked Mrs. Macarthy, whether 
Dennis was a good husband in general? — “ Indeed 
and lie is, yer Wurtchip,” replied Mrs. Macarthy, 
curtsying to the ground — “ as nice a husband as 
any woman could wish for, barrin the Ucker, and 
it isn’t often he gets it.” — Upon this shewing, 
Dennis was discharged ; and Mr. Timothy Scrog- 
cins was told, if he wished to get rid of a trouhle- 
.some lodger, he must do it by legal means. 

BeWs Ltfe iit London 


ORIGIN OF THE LOG-BOOK. 

Coelbreti y Beirdd, or the Wood Memorial 
of the Bards, is what they formerly used to cut 
their memorandums upon; such as the ancient 
wooden almanacks were ; or StalTordshiic clogg, 
m log. Hence originated the log-book, which is 
used by the sailors. Also there is a similar thing 
called a tally, or a piece of wood cut with in- 
dentures, or notches, in two corresponding parts; 
of which one was kept by the creditor and the 
other by tlie debtor, as was formerly the common 
way of keeping all accounts, and is still used by 
the brewers and milk-sellers. Hence, likewise, is 
derived the Tally Office (of the Exchequer, in 
Loudon), and a teller, and probably a talisman, 
fronii Mie Welsh word t,du, to pay; or£rom the 
French word taille. 


Literary Chrontfif, 
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THE ORIGIN OF CARDS. 

Without enquiring whether any games with 
cards, which resemble those of our former times, 
were in use among the Greeks and Romans, Father 
Menestrier, in his “ Bibliotheque Curieusc,” con- 
fining himself to France, says, that it is only 
about four hundred years since games of cards 
were first known. This he demonstrate.s by a 
negative argument, drawn from an ordinance ot 
Charles VI. in 1391, against the use of all such 
games as did not assist the military science ; and 
in which, though the forbidden games arc enu- 
merated, there is no mention of cards. The fol- 
lowing year, however, is that to which he gives 
their origin, as the occasion of their being in- 
vented. It was in 1393, when Charles VI. be- 
came disordered in his mind, the whole court wa> 
employed in contriving every possible method 
of diverting his melancholy. 

The four suits are supposed to represent the 
two branches of the state — the church aqd the 
army; the city and the country. The hearts, or 
copurs, and which should be choir-men, for the 
church, the Spaniards represent by copes, or 
chalices, instead of hearts. Shades, in French 
piques, signify pikes. In Spanish, swords are 
called spada, denoting the military order. Dia- 
monds, carreaux, or squares; on Spanish cards, 
dineras, or coins, are expressive of the monied, 
or mercantile men of the city. Clubs, trefoil 
in French ; in Spanish, casta, a club or rustic 
weapon, for the peasantry of the country. 
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The king and queen need no explanation; the 
knave may be intended as a sly stroke at the 
minister. The ace seems to be one distinguished 
character, selected from each rank, and elevated 
to honourable situation. 

Mirro} . 


IMPROMPTU, 

HirNESSINC THE DECEPTIONS OF M. ALEXANDRE, IHF 
CELEBRATED VENTRILOQUIST. 

Of yore, in old England, it was not thought good 
To carry two visages uinltr one hood : 

What sliould folks say to you, who bear faces such plenty, 
That from under one hood you last night showed us tv\enty 
Stand fortli, arch-deceiver, and tell us m truth, 

Arc you handsome or ugly, in age or in youth? 

Man, woman, or child, or a dog, or a mouse? 

Or are you, at once, each live thing in tlie house? 

Each live thing, did I ask? each dead implement too ! 

A workshop in your person, saw, chisel, and screw? 

Above all, are you one individual? I vow 
Vou must be, at the least, Alexander and Co. 

But I think youVfta troop, an assemblage, a moh. 

And that 1, as the SheriiT, must take up the job ; 

And instead of rehearsing your wonders in verae, 

Most read you the riothct, and bid you disperse. 

' Valter 5co*fT. 

AbboUfojd, April 23, 182 1. Exatniner. 
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AN EDINBURGH BUCK. 

He id that most incongraous of all monsters, 
d Scotch Buck ! — how far from being “ a buck of 
the season,” you may easily judge. Every point 
of national character is opposed to the preten- 
bions of this luckless race, when they attempt to 
take on them a personage which is assumed vv ith 
so much facility by their brethren of the “ Isle of 
Saints.” They arc a shrewd people, indeed, but 
.^0 destitute of ease, grace, pliability of manners, 
and insinuation of address, that tliey eternally 
seem to sutler actual misery in their attempts to 
look gay and careless. Then their pride heads 
them back at one turn, their poverty at another, 
their pedantry at a third, their tnanvaiie honfe at 
a fourth ; and, with so many obstacles to make 
them bolt off the course, it is positively impos- 
sible they should win the plate. The Caledo- 
nians will make no conquests in the world of 
fashion. Excellent bankers they may be: for 
tlicy arc eternally calculating how to add interest 
to principal ; — good soldiers : for they arc, if not 
such heroes as they would be thought, as brave 
I suppose as their neighbours, and much more 
amenable to discipline ; — lawyers they arc born ; 
indeed every country gentleman is bred one; 
and their patient disposition enables them in 
other lines to submit to hardships which others 
could not bear, and to avail themselves of advan- 
tages which others would let pass under their 
noses unavailingly. But assuredly Heaven did 
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not form the Caledonian for the gay world ; and 
his efforts at ease, grace, and gaiety, resemble 
only the clumsy gambols of the Ass in the Fable.. 
Yet he has his sphere too (in his own country 
only), where the character which he assumes is 
allowed to pass current. C/noniclf. 


ST.4TUARY COBLER. 

[n an old church in the town of Truro, iu 
Cornwall, there is a large massive monument 
which is erected to the memory of John Roberts, 
Hsq. who died in 1G14. It was originally de- 
corated with several figures, and having fallen 
into decay, was, a few years since, repaired by 

orders of Miss II of Landarick, a descendant 

ol the family. When it was finished, the mason 
presented an account, of which the following is a 
literal copy : — ** To putting one new foot to Mr. 
John Roberts, mending the other, putting seven 
new buttons to his coat, and a new string to his 
breeches’-knees — to two now feet to his wife 
I'liillis, mending her eyes, and putting a new 
nosegay into her hand— to two new hands and a 
new nose to the captain— to two new hands to his 
wife, and putting a new cuff to her gown— to 
making and fixing two new. wings on Time’s 
ohoulders, making a new great-toe, mending the 
handle to his scythe, and putting a new blade to 
it all of which items are severally drawn out 
and balanced by pounds, shillings, and pence. 

Examine?', 
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COCKNEY SONNETS. 

The Cocknies heretofore have devoted their 
time to sonnetizing each other^ and we have cer- 
tainly some beautiful specimens of metropolitan 
poetry on record. These dear innocents, how- 
ever, are tired of these sports, and have resolved 
to divert their labours into another channel; they 
have resolved to celebrate in sonnets all the 
wonderful passing and past events connected 
with the kingdom of Cockaigne, and as in duty 
bound, have devoted their two first effusions to 
the deeds of Robert, King of all the Cocknies for 
the time being. 

The sonnets have been sent to us, we appre- 
hend, by mistake ; but as we have amused our- 
selves at the expence of our charming Linen- 
draper in another place, we will allow him, in 
this article, a set-oif, on the credit side of our 
account. 

SONNET I.— THE LEAP OF KNIGHTSBRIDGE, 

IVe heard how once down Niagara's fall 
A desperate Indian urged i..s shallop light— 

Southiy has sang how his destroyer wight 
Tlialaba sought Domdaiiiers magic hall 
Down at the roots of ocean — and wc all 
Have heard hi>w Jupiter, the Olympian sire, 

' Flung upon Lrmnos isle the God of fire» 

Sheer o'er heaven's clirystal-battlemented wall. 

Besides, ^tis told in Blackwood's Magazine, how Dan 
O'Rourke came earthward, tumbling from the moon. 

Bui Indian, Arab, Greek, or Iri^mati, 

Must bow to Waithman's prowess. Bold Dragoon ! 

Who, when the rage of civil dudgeon glowed, 
riung'd Knightsbridge causeway down precipitoas to the road. 
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SONNET II.— THE BARK OF FLORA. 

When I reflect how mutable things are, 

And how what steadiest and most settled seems 
Is often wavering as a sick man’s dreams, 

My heart tlirobs sad, as ’ncath a prison bar. 

But when I see amid the incessant war 
Of elemental strife, a being strong, 

Glorious, and wise, bearing himself along, 

Unshaken by the force of adiTrse jar, 

Then do I joy; and therefore when I read 
In that respected paper called the Times, 

IIow, when a terrier dog, uncouthly bred, 

Barked bow, wow, wow, at Waithman — worst of crimes— 
And yet that Ae, great horseman ! void of ilread, 

Held fast the mane — I penned these joyous rh vines. 

John Bull. 


THE ARCHBISHOP AND HIS WAYS. 

A GENTLEMAN passing Lambeth Palace, 
exclaimed to a person standing at the gate next 
the church, I wish the Archbishop would mend 
his ways “ Why, Sir," said the man, what 
offence has the Archbishop given you?"— “He 
has done me no wrong," replied the passenger ; 

I complain not of the acts of his Grace, but my 
feet are tender, and this rough road of sharp 
pebbles so close to his residence, is to me a place 
of punishment. I only wish him to mend his bad 
path-ways." The explanation was satisfactory, 
and the joke produced a laugh. 

Chnmich* 
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THE SAUSAGE-STUFFER AND THE EX- 
GRENADIER. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XVTJ. 

This was a proceeding by warrant against 
Mr. Timothy Shearcroft^ for an assault and bat- 
tery on the person of Mr. Zachariah Jones. Mr. 
Timothy Shearcroft is a stuffer of sausages ; Mr. 
Zachariah Jones is an ex-grenadicr in the East 
India Company's service ; they are fellow-lodgers 
in One house. The ex-grenadier deposed that, 
though he himself is the most peaceably inclined 
man in existence, the sausage-stuffer will never 
let him be at peace, and that on a certain day 
named, as he was peaceably pacing to and Iro in 
the passage leading to his own apartment, the 
said sausage-stufFcr did wantonly and maliciously 
teem one pail of cold water upon his head — 
Whereby,” continued the ex-grenadier, “ 1 
premonstrut ted with him in respect to that re- 
gard; by which means bo and others ascended 
upon me from above stair^i with unlawliil wea- 
pons of all sorts, and lajd open my head, as 
your Worship may perceive.” — The sausage- 
stufTcr and seventeen witnesses all opened upon 
the unfortunate cx-grenadier at once, and laid 
sins enough to his charge to furnish out a whole 
regiment of grenadiers.— He was as idle as a 
pig, as sly as a fox, as greedy as a wolf, as 
drunken as a ford, as thievish as a cat, and as 
libidinous as a cock-sparrow; and upon the 
occasion, when the water was teemed upon his 
wicked head, he had just been caught in tke fact 
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of taking ondecent liberties with a young woman 
as she was going up stairs.—'* I detest my inno- 
cence before God and man}” exclaimed the ex- 
grenadier, when he heard this last charge.— 
“ Don’t believe him, your Worship — he’s culpable 
of any thing !” cried the sausage-stuffer. " Don’t 
believe him— he’s a dirty, good for nothing, ras- 
cally, old toad,” reiterated all the witnesses; 
and his Wardship decided that the ex-grenadier 
and the sausage-stuifer should both give bail to 
keep the peace towards all the King’s subjects 
in general, and towards each other in particular, 

Ejcamin&r, 


FUNERALS IN IRELAND* 

FORM OF REQUISITION UNDER THE LATE ACT. 

TO THE VERY PIOUS Vk.B. INCUMBENT OF THE PARISH OF C, D. 

I write to sajf, good Mister Rector, 

My uncle is as dead as Hector; 
lie died the }ii*st, and left us word 
IleM like liis funeral on the third; 

So if at home, pray send us leave 
To pay for making of a grave ; 

And when you Ve paid, we beg to know 
When you '11 allow the corpse to go.” 

A{)fe.-^The above form is for an uncle, but may be easily altered 
to answer any other deceased p^on. It is to be remarked, that if 
the clergyman should refuse to grant you the permission required, 
he is bound to return your money, so that you can have both money 
and corpse to yourself ; or, if you prefer it, you can write to the JLord 
l.ieytcnam^ to know whetlier the deceased is to be buried or not- 

M. 

C^rf>aff7<v 
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CHARLES THE TWELFTH AND THE CZAR PETEK. 

The peace of the iNortli was disturbed in 
the ' year 1700 by two men, the most extraordi- 
nary that were then in the world ; one was Czar 
Peter Alexowitz, Emperor of Russia, and the 
other Charles the Twelfth, King of Sweden. — 
Czar Peter, a man superior to his age or nation 
by his genius and surprising labours, became the 
reformer, or rather the founder of his empire. 
Charles the Twelfth, more magnanimous than 
the Czar, and yet less serviceable to his sub- 
jects, formed to command armies, but not na- 
tions, was the first hero of his age, but died with 
the character of a very bad king. The desola- 
tion which the North under^vcnt during a war of 
eighteen years, owed its rise to the ambitious 
politics of the Czar and the Kings of Denmark 
and Poland, who wanted to take advantage of 
the youth of Charles the Twelfth, to despoil him 
of part of his dominions. But Charles, at the 
age of sixteen, conquered them all three. Ho 
was the tenor of t^ world, and already es- 
teemed a hero at an age in which other men 
have hardly finished their studies. He was for 
nine years the most fortunate monarch in the 
world, and for nine more the most unfortunate. 

British Press, 


WINE AND WALNUTS. 

Wine and walnuts, I own, are a feast quite divine. 

When your walnuts are good, and well-llavour’d your wine; — 
But the trash wliich^on give us is truly infernal. 

Your wine has no spirit, your walnuts no kernel. 


B^taminer, 



HOGARTH’S ADMIRATION OF THE LINE OF 
BEAUTY; 

OR, DEFERBNCG OF PRECEPT AND PRACTICE. 

Hogarth had a most enthusiastic admi- 
ration of what he called the line of beauty ; and 
enthusiasm always leads to the verge of ridicule, 
and seldom keeps totally within it. One day, 
Hogarth, talking with great earnestness on his 
favourite subject, asserted that no man tho- 
roughly possessed with the true idea of the line 
of beauty, could do any thing in an ungraceful 
manner:— “ 1, iny.self,” added he, “ from my per- 
fect knowledge of it, should not hesitate in what 
manner I should present any thing to the greatest 
monarch.” He happened at that moment to be 
sitting in the most ridiculously awkward posture 
imaginable. 

Somerset-Housc Gazette. 


A JEWISH EPIGRAM. 

an awoiout Israelite^ on seeing the beavtiful Miss Bacon. 

Of shivines flesh so nischc, 

Did T take but a slische, 

Our Rabbis would threaten and take on ; 

But I M hazard their datnSf 
Were f plac’d twixt two hams ^ 

Of such delicate red a:id white Bacon. 


Original. 
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PUNNING FLATTERY. 

One day when Sir Isaac Heard was with 
his late Majesty, it w'as announced that his 
Majesty’s horse was ready for hunting. “ Sir 
Isaac,” said the King, “ are you a Judge of 
horses?” — “ In iny younger days, please your 
Majesty, 1 w'as a great deal among them,” 
Avas the reply. — “ What do you think of this, 
then?” said the King, who. was by this time 
preparing to mount his favourite; and without 
waiting for an answer, added, “ We call him 
Perfection ” — “ A most appropriate name,” re- 
plied the courtly Herald, boAving as his Majesty 
reached the saddle, “/or he bears the best of 
characters” 

^ Chronif'U . 


A PROiniECV LIKELY TO BE VERIFIED. 
(F'omih Memoirs of Ciq/Uun Rock), 

A 1 Miw Hs in < iiul shall pretenil, 

Li'k’c ‘jui'ar-l laf turn’d upsiJt. down. 

To .st.t.Kl upon »ts smaller end^ 

So loi.f* shall live old Rock's renown. 

As luiit; as Popisli spade and set^e 
Shall fJ.^ anil cut the Sassanagl/s* tithe; 

And Popisli pmse.s pay ihc tolls, 

(,)n heaven’s road for Sa^sanagli souls*^ 

A'l long as Millions shall kneel down 
Tn ask of Thousands for their own, 

While Thousands proudly turn away, 

And 10 die Millions ausw'er ^‘Nay’'-L 
So long tlie merry reign shall he 
Of Captain Rockand.his Family. 

* The Irish term for a Protestant, or Englishman. 



A TRUE KNOWLEDGE OF PUFFING. 

Some years ago^ a gentleman at Windsor 
took the place of the organist, with a view to shew 
his superiority in execution. Among other pieces, 
he was playing one of Dr. Blow's anthems, and- 
just as he had finished the verse part and begun 
the full chorus, the organ ceased. On this, he 
•jailed to i)ick the beliows-blower, to know what 
v.as the matter: 

'' The matter,” says Dick, “I have played 
the anthem below.” — “ Aye,” says the other, 
“ ljut T have not played it above.” — “ No mat- 
a-t.” quoth Dick, “ you might have made more 
haste thou ; I know how many puffs go to one of 
Dr. Blow's anthems as well as you do ; I have not 
5)laycd the organ so many years for nothing.” 

Somerset* Houftc Gazette 


THE NVIFE WHO’S LIKE TO ANSWER. 

You a wife is beautiful and young, 

But then her dapper, how \is hung! 

Had 1 wife vvitti such a tongue, 

I'd^^ship her off to France, Sir.” 

Pshatv ! youVe too much afraid of strife— 

\\ ouid you amend your present life, 

J\1 luue you seek out >uch a wife— 

Tni sine you’d find her 

FosL 
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abanaonedh^bits. 

A Jeu-de-mot in tho Comedy of “ Pride shall 
have a Fall,” has been much admired ; it is the 
answer 'of^Torrento to the Coloi||gl,-'Whea the 
latter offers him his wardrobe, which he refuses, 
saying, “ My clothes shall sit yet lighter On me, 
before I take up the aban^neS. hcMts qf the 
Hussars.”— -Tho following, hOweyer, if not the 
better, is at least the more onyjhal,pf the two : 
On the formation of what was canedjhe Coalition 
Ministry, Mr. Erskino was appointed to succeed 
Mr. Dundas (afterwards Lord Melville) in the 
important situation oi Lord Advocate for Scot- 
land. On the morning of receiving his appoint- 
ment, ho bad an interview with Mr. Dundas in 
the outer Parlianreot-housc ; when obscrrdng that 
the latter gentleman had already resumed the 
ordinary stuff gown, which all practitioners at 
the Scottish Bar, < 7t.ccpt the Lord Advocate and 
the Solicitor General for the time being, are in 
1^' custom of wearing, he said gaily, that he 
jS^liikust leave off talking, and go and order his 

gown to be made.” “ft Is hardly* worth 
while,” said Mr Dundas, dryly, “ for tho time 
you will want it, you had better bo^ow mine.”-*" 
Mr. Erskine replied, “ From the readiness with 
which you made the offer, Mr. Dundas, 1 have 
no doubt that yours is a gown mfn|P fu ttuy 
■party; but, however short my time id office may 
be, it shall never be said of Henry Erskidc, that 
he put on the abandoned habits of his predeees- 

Exammer. 
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THE PEEP O’DAY BOYS. 

JOHN, IS THAT YOU' OR, IVt^RS. GILL, RVTTLE, 
AND RAW 

SKETCHES AT BOW -STREET .—No. XVIII. 

Two gentlemen, who gave their nhmes Raj^tl» 
vind Bang, w«re brought before Mr. Halls, frti 
St. Martin’s watj^h-housc, charged with an ass 
on a Mr. Gill and another person, whose nathe 
we did not hoar, but who described himself as a 
piauofortc-timer. 

It appeared from the dvidence of Mr. Gill, that 
as they were walking by Charing-crosS between 
onO and two o’clock that morning, they passed 
Messrs: Rattle apd Bang, who were walking with 
twa'otlibr ^ntlbmen in the same direction. At 
the 'moment they were passing, Mr. Gill saw a 
i>fick descending upon his shoulder, and not 
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chusing to receive the blow, he stretched out his 
hand, caught the stick in its descent, and twisted 
it out of the hand of the holder^and in the next 
moment he found himself on the ground, pro- 
fusely bleeding from a tremendous blow between 
the eyes. He got up, and was no sooner on his 
legs, than he was down again : and whilst he was 
down, he was dragged about in the mud, and 
beaten until his clothes were entirely spoiled, and 
his head was battered to a mummy ! — all which 
bealiing, battering, and dragging, he attributed to 
Messrs. Rattle and Bang. 

The jiianoforte- tuner, and sundry watchmen 
deposed, that they came in for some of the spare 
blows; and they all agreed thi^ Mr. Gill was 
shockingly maltreated. 

The Magistrate now called upon Messrs. 
Rattle and Bang for their defence, and Mr. Bang 
began it, by saying — Really, your Worship, 
this is a little insigniticant affair; and I scarcely 
know whether it is necessary to offer any evi- 
dence” — 

Indeed ! ’ said his Worship, I dare say Mr. 
Gill does not think it ouite so insignificant ; and 
perhaps .you will be of a different opinion by 
and by."' 

They then went into their defence, and, accord- 
ing to them, the whole mischief was attributable 
to a couple of white upper benjamins! One of 
their party wore a white upper benjamin , and so 
did Mr. Gill. They therefore mistook Mr. Gill 
for their own friend ; and as Mr. Gill passed, one 
of their party said, John, is that yow?" at the 
same time tapping him gently on his shoulder 
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with a stick— merely to bespeak his attention^ 
when Mr. Gill instantly turned ^ about with a 

Who do you call John ?— I am no John, let me 
tell you ! — and d — ’me. Sir, how dare you lift 
your stick to me?” To this Mr. Rattle replied, 
that he had not lifted his stick offensively ; «ygid, 
Mr. Gill giving him the lie direct, Mr. Gill was 
knocked down directly ; but they denied that he 
was milled in the miserable manner described by 
the other side. 

The Magistrate observed, there were so ndtny 
gentlemen ambitious of showing their dexterous 
use of the fist in the public streets, that it was 
high time their pugnacious spirit was curbed a 
little ; and he iritould therefore give the defend - 
ants an opportunity of explaining the matter 
before a jury. 

Messrs. Rattle and Bang, were then held to 
bail ; and the complainants bound over to pro- 
secute. Herald. 


DISPATCH IN CHANCERY. 

Cavendta- autem ne si sermone mordens, victsstnt 

mor^^aris.'^CoM, m Hom. Od. 8. 

'Tis clear tliat the public are very much 
say that his Lordship is alwai/s in doubt ; 

For leaving the cases of oihet'S alone, 

Tis certain he ’s guick in deciding his own /* 

* His Lordship, notwithstanding his rapidity, proceeded accord* 
ing to precedent---th^t amiable one of Lord Ellenborough — “ He 
lies, and is as false as hell." This, a the dictum of a single Judge 
would not have had much weight ; but as such language has now the 
sanctiop of both a Custos Morum and a Keeper of Consetefues^ we 
may receive it into use us a rule of breeding and good manners. 

Chronicle. 

• M 2 
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THE GENUINE AND ONLY PARODY 
ON SOUTHEY'S VISION OF JUDGMENT. 

The following caustic satire, published 
anonymously in a periodical, which has now 
gone no one knows whither, has been by many 
thought worthy of preservation, not more from 
the close approximation of style, and severity 
of humour that distinguishes the poem, but from 
the circumstance of its being the only Parody 
on he Vision of Judgment. Lord Byron’s satire 
on the same subject, which appeared since, be 
ing most improperly so called. 

THK TRANCE. 

“ I first adventure ; follow me who list 

l^riface to fusion of 

Twas at that glooin\ hour of the night just precLdii-g cock* 
crowing, 

W ii»'n with surrounding \ '»lumes the author’s cliambiT is litter’d. 
And tlie faint gleam of 1)40 glimmerino light as it sinks in the 
SOtkf:l 

lades, i ke thobv long • ni&h’d liopcs which in jouth, full ot 
patriot ardour, 

Pi'cinpled jnv spirit ti jacobin lays, and ‘'neers against churches', 
Pensive, and deep in thouglit, did I sif, by P e iire-side reHecting, 
(Meagre, alas, was the fire in the grate, and dwindled to eriibei^. 
And, when coinpar’rl to the llair.e it display’d at the eveniiiLfs 
connuenccment, 

Cold as the Laureate's lay to the soul-btirriog strain of \VatT\lei .) 
Ti ns as I ^at, the street-pacing watchman announcing the hour. 

* .See f5omc stanzas by Southey, beginning, 

“ Go thou, and seek the house of pray’r, 

“ I to the woodlands will repair,” &c. 
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Sent forth liis note again, “ past twelve,” through the silence ot 
night-time 

His is a hoarse, harsh sound, that is sad and unwelcome at all 
times, 

Si*!<:e it reminds us how hours fly away. But this night more 
unpleasant, 

For, in the course of the day, I had learnt from my crony the 
sexton, 

One was deceas’d, upon whom, true or false, I must needs shed 
iny praises, 

Paid as I was for so doing, and knowing my bread must be 
butter’d. 

So I to labour began ; for I now keep a kind of an office, 

Where, to my liking, for heaven or for hell I book the departed ; 

And, should a few, whom my register mentions as put in the right 
road, 

Choose to belie my intent, and perversely turn to the left hand, 

Cda wfesr c^dl; ’twill be all one to me, when the matter’s 
detected ; 

None can discuss with such show of belief these mysterious 
subjects, 

As the bold bard, who an infidel first, and then an apostate, 

Now, with a neutraliz’d feeling can write what best suits him 
about them. 

4 * If * * 

THE AWAKENING. 

* 

There stood the man who so boldly bad stemm’d our isle’s per- 
secution, 

‘‘ Earthward his thoughts recurred, so deeply the care of his 
country 

** Lay in tJMX patriot soul reposed; and he said, ^Is the spirit 


* The Doctor has before given utterance to a similar reflection on 
the tones of the guardian of the night, in his Letters of Espriella, 
where he says, that the inhabitants of London pay a person regu- 
larly to disturb their rest, by announcing to them in a loud voice, 
Che hour and the state of the weather, till by habit they are so accus- 
tomed to it, that the announcement becomes a nullity. 
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" QacH’d which bath troubled the land, and the multitude freed 
from oppres&ion ; 

** Ifave they their rights at last, and are they free and well 
governed V 

** ^ Still is that fierce and despot spirit at work,^ was the answer, 
** Still it deceivetfi the Weak, and inflameth the rash and the des~ 
perate; 

Even now, I ween, some dreadful deed is preparing ; 

“ For the souls of the tyrants arc loose, and their powers ot 
oppression 

** Move on the wing alert. Some embryo horror they look for. 
“Yes! be assur’d, some accurs’tl conception of filth and of 
darkness 

“ Ripe for its mischievous birth. Both France and Britain are 
threaten’d 

Soon will the proof be seen ; both nations at once are endanger’d. 
For with the ghosts of P— — I, and P — t, and their live-guard of 
tories, 

S— — h, and V — — I saw ; and the band of the harpies in Br— e- 
street, 

Headed byM— y and S p, who, rising with zeal hypocritic, 

Make our Constitution the cry of knav'ry and thraldom. 

THE GATE OP HEAVEN. 

Then did 1 dream that myself those gates of bliss was ap* 
preaching, 

Whcrc^ in the portals, as .;entinel stood a herald celestial. 

** he exclaim'd, « Doctor Southey, the Laureate, comeih to 
judgment, 

** Jacobins, hear ! Ye Tories, hear ! Parti sans of all pail^s, 

“ Whom he in turn hath espous’d and dchmded, with vigoui 
impartial, 

♦‘Since it concerns all alike, attend, and bring forth his accusers/’ 

^ Our readers will remark, that the Parodist has rendered lui> 
irony in the passages marked with quoting commas, still more poig- 
nant, by adopting, with the exception of the few words distinguished 
by italics^ the very language of the original author of the Visioiu«» 
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Soon as the summons sonorous was utter’d, the winds, who were 
waiting, 

Bore it abroad to the printers; the press in her innermost 
caverns ^ 

Heard, and heav’d forth her load. 

Anon, octavos and quartos 

Gather’d before the gates, and almost block’d the path with their 
numbers, 

Which like the fragments of rocks appear’d. Those ponderous 
portals 

Shook at their dread approach, and trembled their massive 
foundations. 

Lo, the Anthology Sonnets were there, the Carmen Triumphale; 

There too was Joan of Arc, and (proh pudor !) I go to the 
Woodlands;” 

Thabba too was there, and the dramatic piece of Wat Tyler; 

There too the Battle of Blenheim, and Strictures on Authors 
Satanic^ 

(Who by the vigorous force of my muse have been nail’d to the 
gibbet;") 

Fugitive Pieces of various kinds too, till this time forgotten, 

Now stood forth a motley and multitudinous army. 

Rising in witness against me; and all arrang’d in their order. 

Tier over tier they took their places, and far in the distance, 

Far us tlie sight could pierce, that array of letter-press glisten’d. 


THE ABSOLVERS. 

A " * . , * * * 

Since then, alas ! from the gate of Heaven ’tis our fate to be 
banish’d, 

Here, at the gate of ■ ■ >■, are we met,” said th^ sfprit, 

advancing. 

** Laureate, welcome ! behold, as our lives resembled each other, 

So are o ur lots the same. Nor shrink thou from Se(J^e’s embraces : 

What! though.may be not compete with thee iu te^iversatioOf . 

(Even ill these regions that palm shall thou bear supreme and 
unrivall’d), 

Though I ne’er fought champion-like beneath the bright banner 
of Freedom, 



248 ON SOUTHEY’S VISION OP JUDGMENT. 


Thatl^ght afterwards quit her camp fora hundred annum^ 
Yet am 1 not unworthy, nor unprepared for the meeting; 

For like tliee did I adulate princes and powers despotic. 

Battling like thee, unguibus^ pedibuSy pugnis et rostro. 

Like thee, too, did I wreathe my brow with the courtly laurel, 
When I no more- could aspire to tlie bright fresh green of Par- 
nassus. 

Most, too, like mine, O Southey! have flow’d the numbers nai- 
cotic; 

Laudanum, such was thy fame, always fell ten per cent, in tin 
market. 

Oft as a work from thy pen shew’d its face in the bookselIcr!>’ 
windows.” 

* 9 

THE ACCUSERS. 

There, by that host of tomes of all sorts, and dimensions sur- 
rounded, 

Stood my bold laureate soul alone. In front was the sack butt^ 
Meed of my recreant muse, and behind, my deserted opinions. 
Then might be seen the perfection of impudence, then was 
triumph ; 

Bold in my brass I -tood, and my want of conscience upheld 
me! 

When the trumpet was blown, and the herald made proclamation, 
*'Lo, Doctor Southey appears! Come forward, ye who arraign 
him !” 

Forth from the cloud a p atent accuser came at the summons. 

“ lJ.'‘is the bard by whom my reign has been wofully troubled. 
Yes! ’twas his form; the hideous poetic idol whom England 
(Long to a taste for sedition ami sceptical doctrines abandon’d) 
Worships, alas! in spite of my lays, with misplaced admiration. 
Proteus-like is his rhyming appearance, with numberless faces ; 
Numberless cars on the watch to receive each report against 
princes; 

Numberless mouths, which are teemiqg with satire as piercing as 
arrows. 

Many, indeed, were the shafts he had levell’d ’against me in hi*- 
verses; 

Now would he sneer and rail at my pantisocratical prating^ 
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Then would he sing of my milliner bride ; and then, beg of bis 
reader. 

Not, for God’s sake, to mistake for his, any lines I had written; 

Boasting liow much more good he had wrought from the time he 
was twenty. 

Than I had achieved ‘in the whole of my shifting and turn*coat 
existence.’” 

♦ ♦ • a 

THE BEATIFlCi^TIOK. 

Soon as Settle withdrew, did the D-— 1 round his ebony 
audience 

Look, but none else came forth to embrace me ; then loud cried 
the spirit, 

Now, Doctor S—y, speak out for thyself; here is none to 
impede thee. 

Friend,” I replied, “ to thee, who hast ever been deep in my 
secrets, 

Why should I speak ? Thou kiiowcst that mine was a chequer’d 
existence, 

Full of ill fame, with dishonour beset; yet boldly I bore it. 

Cheer’d by the soothing pow’r of thy potent coadjutor Mammon ; 

And, if at times my mind was disturb’d by a troublesome 
feeling, 

ilobert, I said to myself, reflect thine is a lucrative station. 

And as tlie proverb avers, a fat sorrow surpasseth a lean one. 

Such were my thoughts and conduct. How many and great were 
my merits, 

S — t— n, thou only canst tell! Did I not at all times do tby 
bidding, 

And by thy judgments unswerving abide? Full surely thou 
knowest, 

That the desire of my heart hath been still to put cash in my 
pocket. 

Pardon my errors, kind friend, and in mercy accept my inten- 
tions. 

Which have been ever towards thee, ev’n when I fell short of thy 
wishes. 

As I have trusted in tliee, ah, let me not now be deserted I 

M 5 
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Thoa weK my guide upon eartlt;— -be my stay then in these thy 
dominions 

Thus did I sp«ak with united firmness and kiodesty. Well done, 

Faitiifiil servanty aiid good P then spake forth a voice from the 
darkness. 

Enter among thy congenial companions !”— The spirits in 
waiting 

Clapt their pinions forthwith; and chat whole assemblage ol 
demons 

Drank Doctor S y, with three times three, standing up and 

uncover’d. 

♦ * « 10 ■* 

THfi SAME. 

* * * » I# • » 

Then methought I approach’d, where in front of a glittering, 
portal, 

Forth from a rock, where the standard of courtiers stood proudly 
exalted, 

issued the well of conversion; where he ivho would get into 
clover, 

Such was the law , must drink, and cast off all his former opinions. 

Earth ’mongst its gems, and its varied creations of art and ol 
nature, 

Offers naught else '.'f such marvellous powV and infiuciict 
unbounded. 

Oil of palm was the surface, and low in tlie depths of its channel 

Bedded were ./.mds of g' Id. It possess’d no visible lustre, 

Vet from its soui^x'S alone was the comt at all times recruited, 

Ev’» 4 in these nether realms, to which day was a stranger; where 
neither 

Sun, moon, nor stars were seen ; yet ev’n there from that magical 
fountain, 

Flow’d the persuasive stream, all sufficing, with endless resources 

Still to supply the levees of 11——, with attendants eternal. 

Such is its pow’r, that deep druuk, it might almost seduce even 
angels ; 

Yet to weak man is a similar stream in his pilgrimage granted, 

Yea, while he wanders on earth;— raid the changes and chances 
that happen, 
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Ofif whea the wolf has b^n near to the door, has a draught been 
extended^ 

And those who drink it witligratefol heart (as sureljr was my case) 
Gain with it wine after dinner, and cash and exemption from 
dunning. 

* * * m m * 


THE \V0RTH1ES OP THE GEORGIAN AGE. 

These, witli a kindred iiost, of convenient and pliable spirit, 
Stood and applauded ; while they whom a nearer relation attracted, 
Came, a distinguished band, more near, to welcome the Laureate. 
Many Mtere they and notorious all. Conspicuous among them 
L— d was seen, and C— dge, (the gentle encomiast of asses), 
Who with a spirit in love, as in love with mine coinciding, 
Wedded my wife's two sisters, well pleas'd with their milliner 
beauties. 

One held a work in his hand, he facetiously titled Forties; 

While to the M g P — t, brother C — dge triumphantly 

pointed, 

Whose smiling pages had rescued the bard from the painful 
dilemma, 

Which, when abroad he roam’d, and was studying German at 
Hamburg, 

I'rompted his pen to let fly a twenty-pound draft at Sir R— d, 
(Vile unpoetical use of that pen so dear to the Muses !) 

Vain was the effort, alas ! and, dishonour’d the draft for the twenty. 
There too was H — e T — ss, who began that school, which hath 
equall’d 

Slander’s most sanguine hopes f the masterly labours 
There loo of T — d— e H— k, and of C — t, who follows no master, 
Nor shall by pupil e'er be approach’d, alone in his blackness; 
Reverend in powder’d head, with aspect puffing and pompous. 
There too S— d— 1 1 saw, and knew, of Neu. Ftm^s the promoter, 
Eloquent writer, and shrewd, who, tho’ late, breaking loose from 
his trammels, 

Gave to the pow’rs above, *what be erst to the mob had devoted. 
Wo — ds— th behind was seen, and stepp’d forward in act to 
salute me, 

But witb imposing air 1 retir’d from a face so unwelcome, 
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He was not meet for my toucli ev’ii in H ■ — ; so soil’d and 

degraded, 

That, as he pass’d, ev’ii the fiends tliemselves, witli contempt on 
their faces, 

Shrugg’d up their shoulders and sneer’d ; or, with voice full of 
meaning sarcastic, 

Ilumra’d Bobby Burn's air of “ The Deil ran awa' wi’ lit’ Ex- 
ciseman.’' 

9 ^ ^ * 

TH£ MEETING. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates! and you, ye flame-colonr'd portals 
Be ye lift up! Behold myself, and a train of the worthies,' 

Halt; while with quicker pace a company hasten to guard us 
Into these lasting abodes; and those uho have gain’d them 
before us 

Come to escort to their mansions the Laureate, his friends, and 
companions. 

Here where we met, where nought could disturb a union so pertect, 
So full of bliss as this was of spirits ail form’d for each other. 

S— c — n look’d on, and smiled at the sight;— “ My own chosei 
children,” 

So said the monarch rnraptuied, ‘‘ go, grace in concert o)> 
dwelling. 

Still may I find such servants on eartli, and such subjects around 
me.” 

Enter’d the band of the chosen, I too press’d forward to enter. 
But the weight of my verses withlield me. I stoop’d to the fountain, 
Eager to drink thereof, and complete my apostate perfection. 
Darkness came o’er me then, at the shivering touch of the vvater. 
And iny feet sunk, methought, and I fell procipitat6^ Starting 
Then I awoke, and beheld again the grate, and thi^ embers 
Dw indled and dim, and instead of my health drunk in rapturous 
chorus, 

Heard but the street-pacing watchman, past twelve,” through 
the silence of night-time! 
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AN HOUR AT OFFLEY’S. 

f 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XIX. 

A VERY decent looking person, who de- 
scribed himself as a painter and glazier, was 
brought before Sir Richard in the morning, 
charged with having assaulted one of the waiters 
at Oflley’s Burton Ale-house, Henrietta-street, 
Covent-garden. 

The glazier, it seems, went into Offley’s at eleven 
o’clock on Saturday night, with two of his fellow- 
workmen, and called for a certain quantity of ale, 
whether it was ** three nips of Burton,” or a full 
pot of Cannon” or a bottle of Scotch, did not 
appear ; but it is certain that they seated thein- 
.selvcs in one of the boxes of the great room, and 
called for a certain quantity of ale. Now tl^e 
great room at Offley’s, is the resort of your gen- 
teeler sort of ale drinkers ; such as men of sub- 
stance in the neighbourhood. Bank clerks, half- 
pay officers, crack deputy drapers, and other 
highflown spirits of the age, and therefore it was 
considered as a great piece of presumption' in 
three common glaziers to think of moistening 
their plqbeian clay in such a room. So, when 
they cafted for ale, the waiter said to them " you 
can’t have any ale here ; you may call for some 
at the bar, if you please !” — “ No,” said the prin- 
cipal glazier, “ we will have it here.” The waiter 
went down stairs to his master, and returned 
saying, ** Master says you shall not have it herq, 
for you ate drunk!” The men of putty were 
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highly incensed at this, for they knew they were 
perfectly sober—* sober as three judges ; and to be 
told they were drunk, before a whole roomful of 
company, by " one that never spake other Mglish 
in his life than— Sfpkt sMlUngs and sixpence, and 
Thank you. Sir ; with this shrill addition — Anon, 
anon. Sir! Score a jnnt of Burton in the great 
room,” or so, was an indignity they could not put 
up with quietly. To have walked off without 
parley, would have been a tacit acknowledgment 
that they were really drunk ; and they therefore 
kept their seats, told the waiter he was an inso- 
lent fellow, and desired him to send his master 
up stairs. The waiter dis^ned to notice them ; 
and though they rang the ^ell RE clamorously as 
any real gentlemen could do, the more they rang 
the more he wouldn’t come. At length they 
went down stairs to the bar, and began a re- 
monstration with the landlord himself. The 
landlord was as stiff as his waiter ; and the re- 
monstration soon became an altercation — went 
on to a botheration, listycuff-ation, &c. and ended 
in the doleful incarceration of the principal gla- 
zier in the gloomy fustnesses of Covent-garden 
watch-house. 

Before the Magistrate, the waiter swore that 
the glazier struck him twice, and was excessively 
disorderly; but nevertheless be did not wish to 
press the matter further, if the glazier would 
apologize. ‘ 

The glazier, who really seemed a very decent 
person, scorned to apologize. He assured the 
Magistrate that he and his companions were per- 
fectly sober, quiet in their demeanour, and as 
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well dressed as many other persons in the room, 
though the landlord and his waiter were pleased 
to tell them that by their appearancA they were 
not company for his house. He declared fur- 
ther, that it was the waiter who struck him, and' 
not he the waiter; “and,” added he, “if the 
watchman had done his duty, I should have stood 
here as the accuser, instead of as the accused.” 
The other two glaziets declared to the same effect. 

Sir Richard observed, that he thought the gla- 
zier had been hardly dealt with. “ If a person,” 
said his Worship, “ goes into a house licensed 
for public entertainment, and conducts himself 
properly there (as it.a|ppears these persons did 
in the first instance), Vljs is a little too much to 
provoke him to anger^ and afterwards send him 
to a watch-house, because bis dress does not 
happen to suit the taste of the landlord. It is 
certainly trifling with the liberty of the subject, 
and had better not have been done.” 

“ Why, your Worship,” said the landlord, “ be 
was very disorderly — very disorderly indeed, and 
making a great noise with ringing the bell.” 

“ And pray what is the bell for but to be rung?” 
asked his Worship. 

“ And, Sir,” continued the landlord, “ he was 
criticising the cut of my waistcoat!” 

“ And your waiter criticised the cut of his coat,” 
said Sir I^chard ; “ and so far they are even.” 

His Worship then dismissed the affair alto- 
gether, observing that the Sessions were very 
near, and the parties might indict each other if 
they thought it worth their while. 


Herald. 
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OXFORD PRIZE POEM, 1824. 

THE ARCH OF TITUS. 

BY MR. JOHN THOMAS HOPE, COMMONER OF CHRIST CHURCH. 

Lives there no trophy of the hero's fame, 

No proud memorial to record his name, 

Whose vengeful sword o’er Israel’s fated land 
Stamped iron bondage with a conqueror’s hand ? 

Beneath yon sacred hill’s imperial mound, 

With ruin’d shrines and fallen columns crown’d, 

Where Rome’s dread Genius guards each mouldering stone. 
The cradle of her empire, and her throne ; 

Titus, thy Arch proclaims the peaceful sway 
Of Taste, ennobling Triumph’s proudest day ; 

Survives, the Forum’s grandeur to recal, 

And weep deserted o’er its country’s fall. 

Though dinim’d the outline now, not time o’erthrows 
Th’ anrivall’d grace which in each fragment glows ; 

And Genius, beaming through each ruin'd part. 

Displays the glories of imtuortnl art, 

With mingling beauties crown’d the column’s tower, 

Ionia’s graceful curve, and Corinth's flower, 

And tapering as tliey /iie aloft in air, 

The scu!ptii»-’d frieze and votive tablet bear. 

From o’er each column Fame exulting springs, 

Seems stretch’d for fligU, and waves her golden wings ; 

Yet linger not! within the circling space 
1 lie storied walls more radiant beauties grace, 

In warlike pomp the triumph’s rich array 
Leaps from the living marble into day. 

High on bis car the victor borne along,. 

Hears with exulting heart th’ applauding throng; 

With sparkling eye surveys the sacred spoil. 

And feels one hour o’erpay long years of toil. 

Lo ! Judah’s swarthy sons before the car. 

The wither’d remnant of disease and war ! 

Rebellious passions light each faded cheek, 

And all the bitter pangs they dare not speak 
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And shall these trophies frdm his temple torne^ 

The living God^ some idol shrine adorn ? 

Shall we, shall Aaron’s sons no more rejoice, 

Nor breathe yon trump with Conquest’s silver voice. 

From Salem’s holy mountains heard afar, 

In days of festal gladness and of war? 

Is then the seven«branch lustre sunk in night, 

Which shed o er Israel’s fate mysterious light? 

Or shall its golden lamp with heathen flame 
Gleam as in scorn to point at Sion’s shame ? 

Yes, it is quench’d! till Judah’s captive maid 
Wake from her woes beneath the palm-tree shade, 

Recal her wandering sons, abjure her pride, 

And bless the anointed King she crucified ! 

Th* unfaded crown of David’s glory claim, 

Yon Arch o’erthrown, and Rome itself a name. 

^ Neze Timto» 


A MONARCH IN FAULT. 

About tbo time when Murphy so success- 
fully attacked the stage-struck heroes in the 
pleasant farce of The Apprentice, an eminent 
poulterer went to a spouting-club in search of 
his servant, who he understood was that evening 
to make his debut in Lear, and entered the room 
at the moment when Dick was exclaiming, ‘^1 
am the King — you cannot touch me for coining r* 
— ^‘No, you dog,” cried the enraged master, 
catching the mad monarch by the collar, ‘^but 1 
can for not picking the ducks.” 


Chronid^^ 
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THE PERPETUAL MOTION. 

The Charleston Courier says; — “We yester- 
day saw a hundred dollar bank bill, of one of our 
city banks, upon the back of which were inscribed 
the. lines which follow. Wo presume it had been 
presented as an offering at the shrine of Grecian 
liberty : — 

Go from ray willing purse ! nor doze in peace, 

Whilst thraldom is, or tyrants prowl on Greece; 

Nor tarry till the world^s from bondage free, 

And equal rights deck every land and sea ; 

Then tell the nice, who ask thy donor’s goal, 

Thou wert emitted from a freeman’s soul. 

This reminds us of a poetical wish of an an- 
cient author, in reference to the success of his 
work:— 

May this book continue in motion, 

And its leaves every day be unfurled, 

Till an ant to the dregs drinks the ocean. 

And a tortoise crawls over the world. 

Courievo 


PUN JUDICIAL. 

At the Sessions a girl, named Ann Flood, 
pleaded guilty to an indictment charging her with 
stealing a certain domestic utensil. The Chair- 
man, after sentencing her to be imprisoned to the 
end of the sessions, observed, that it was only a 
pot carried away by A Flood. 


Monchtsttr Guardian. 
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THE LONDON NEWSPAPER PRESS : 

ITS ORIGIN, RISE, AND PROGRESS VP TO THE PBESEMT TIME. 

The Newspaper Press of London is unri- 
valled by any similar establishment in the world. 
In point of literary talent and mechanical exeeu- 
tion, it is an honour to the British empire. The 
Press of the United States of America will bear 
no comparison with it; and the Parisian one, 
so far from equalling that of London, is not, by 
many degrees, equal to the provincial Press of 
Ireland*. 

* The first newspaper that appeared In the present 8ingle»sheet form 
In England, was T%e Pvhlie InteUigenteryZnd was published by 
Sir Roger L'Estrange on the 3 1st of August, 1661 . But there were, 
long prior to this period, publications diat suited the same purpose, 
though printed in a dififerent shape. As far back as the reign of 
Elizabeth, in 1588, was published The English Mcrcurie^ in the 
shape of a pamphlet, the first number of which is still preserred in 
the British Museum. These sort of pamphlets became fashionable 
in the latter part of Elizabeth’s reign, but they became more rare in 
the reign of James I . During the interesting war of Gustavus Ado!« 
phus, King of Sweden, they were once more revived t for in 1622 we 
find The. Newes of the present ITeeh^ by Nathaniel Butler; The Mer» 
curias Britannicas, in 1626; The Oerman JnteUigeneer in 1630; and 
The Swedish Jwt^igeneer in 1631, which was compiled by the 
learned WiUtam Watts of Cains CoUege* These periodicals wm aU 
severally pouted ta gratify the interest which u*as excited by the 
fortunes of thd intrepid Oustavos* 

The Enghih rebellion of 1641 gavd rise to many more of these 
tracts, which, during the time of the long Parliament^ wrare prin* 
cipally filled with violent appeals to the people, suited ta the 
violeneeand the hypociisy of the period,.and intended to justify the 
proceedings of the legislature towards tbetr constituents, the joldiery 
and the multitude. Many of these tracts bore the title of XHmentii 
Occurrefices rf PartiaimmU*. These, however, were entirely super* 
teded by the cstabiishnmt. of The PnUie Jhtelligeticer^ in 1661* In 
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In London there are from fifty to .sixty different 
newspapers The number varies, as maii]!^ start 
into existence, and run perhaps the career but 
a few weeks ; but some of them have Jl>een esta- 
blished for upwards of a century, o^tifs from 
forty to fifty years, although the greater propor- 
tion have come into being since the period of the 
French Revolution. Much of the prosperity and 
greatness of England is to be dated from that era. 
Commercial enterprize received an impetus from 
the w'ar, unexampled in the history of any nation. 
Manufactures, especially cotton manufactures, 
only in their infancy at the commencement of the 
Revolution, reached almost a state of perfection 
during the continental devastations that followed. 
Newspapers increased with the national pros- 
perity and independence. Each passing event 
daily became more interesting, and the desire to 
obtain early intelligence became the stronger. 
This is demonstrable from the following table of 
the number of Newspapers published within the 
United Kingdoms at three distinct periods, the 
earliest <mly forty-two years ago. 

7. ^65 Tkt London Gazette commenced: it was first published at 
Oxford, and called TAe Oxford Gazette, The Orange JnteUigmeet 
was the third newspaper, and the first after the Revolution in 1688. 
In 1696 there appears to have been nine London papers published 
weekly, although the last-mentioned seems to have been the only 
daily one. In Queen Auiie’s reign, in 1709, their number was in- 
creased to eighteen, but still there was but one daily paper. The 
London Courant, In the reign of George I. the number was aug« 
fuented to three daily, six weekly^and ten three times a week, lit" 
fhe reign of George 11. the number of copies of newspapers pub^ 
hshed in the whole of Rugland was as follows : 

In 1753 7,411,757 

•^1760 — 9,464,790 
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1782. 1790. 1821. 


Newspapers published in England 50 

- 60 

- ISS 



8 

- 27 

- 31 



.0 

- 27 

- 56 

• • » • . ( 


9 

- 14 

- 16 

• • 

• twice a week ditto 

9 

- 7 

- 8 



0 

- 11 

. 32 



0 

- 0 

- 6 



79 

116 

284 


By this it appears that the total number of 
political journals in England, Scotland, Ireland, 
and the British Islands, has augmented three 
times ill the sliort space of about forty years. 
The diflcrciice is not so great with respect to the 
English metropolis; for although in 1782 there 
were only eighteen papers published, nine of 
these were daily ones, and the remaining nine 
twice a- week ones, producing in all seventy-two 
weekly ones; whereas in 1821, the increase in 
daily newspapers was from nine to sixteen, the 
decrease in twice a-week from nine to eight, and 
the increase of w^eekly, of wiiich none appiSar to 
have been published in 1782, was thirty-two ; the 
diflcrece, therefore, in the proportion of w’^eekly 
newspapers between these periods, being only 
what seventy-two is to one hundred and forty- 
four, or exactly one half. This, to be surf, is 
not a fair criterion of their increase, as the num- 
ber of copies sold in the last period have 
doubled the number sold in the first period. It 
shews, howeyer, the state of the market, and the 
circumstances, so far as public feeling was in- 
volved, under which the proprietors of these 
journals thought such speculations prudent. 



2(^ THE ADJOURNED, BIRTH-DA V. 

There are still thirteen daily papers published in 
London ; seven thrice a-week, nine twice a-week, 
(six of which, however, can only be said to be 
second editions of the same papers,) and twenty- 
three weekly. It appears that these journals 
circulated in 1821, 16,264,534 copies; for the 
stamp-duty upon which, there was paid to the 
Stamp Office the sum of 270,908/. 18s. sterling ! 

It is not the least extraordinary feature of this 
literary phalanx, that, on a fair calculation of the 
number of copies sold in town and country, two- 
thirds of its vast strength are directed against the 
opinions of the leading official men under the 
Crown, and the general measures of his Majesty’s 
Ministers. 

Literary Gazette, 


THE ADJOURNED BIRTH^DAY. 

I GUESS il ls Birtli-diiy's pniccIlM t»iit 
By Royal not Royal gout; 

I’o make the “ feast,” (as clnlHrcn call it) 

1.11. ger a little on the palate. 

'rhu.- Nature, hating vacuums, kind 
iMother, compensates lack of iniiid, — 

Adj«)urn a birth-day ! King:> at will 
May now make hmil/ring time stand still; 

And, blest with this prerogative. 

Need not grow older while they live; 
jDe die in diem they may delay 
Th' expectant heir’s accession 'day ; 

Be sixty still — and with a breath 
Diddle that king-compeller, Death. 

But thl^n” (I hear some punster cry) 

“ Th’ adjournment must be sine die!\ Examiner 
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THE EGYPTIAN BEAUTIES. 

Where lusty Women are reckoned the most beautiful. 

“ Fair, fat, and twenty.** 

It is not sufficient for the opulent Maho- 
metans that their women are handsome, their 
splendour must be augmented by the arts of the 
toilet, which in Egypt are held in the highest 
estimation; but these arts consist only of an* 
cient and constant practices, of which the fol- 
lowing arc the most remarkable : — As a peculiar 
trait of oriental beauty is to have large black 
eyes, females of every faith, rank, and descrip- 
tion, dye their eyebrows with a fossilated ore of 
lead, called Alquifoux. This is reduced to a 
powder, and mixed with the fuliginous vapour 
of a lamp, and with this composition they 
paint their eyebrows and eyelashes. They also 
blacken their lashes with a small reed or quill— 
an operation admirably described by Juvenal, in 
his Satire on the Roman Ladies. The higher 
classes of the Egyptians employ the fumes of 
amber, and some other odoriferous and oily sub- 
stance, and keep their valuable drugs ready for 
use in small phials. Another fashion equally 
general and essential to Egyptian . beauty, re- 
quires that the hands and nails should be dyed 
red, and so universal is the adoption of this 
custom, that any person who should hesitate to 
conform to it, would be accused of indecorum, 
whatever may bo their situation, whether of Ma- 
hometan, Jewish^ or Christian faiA. The \vo- 

can no more dispense with this daubing 
than with their apparel, though it certainly 
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spoils a fine hand rather than improves it, as 
the delicate whiteness of the palm, and the pale 
rose colour of the nails,, are effaced by a rough 
coat of reddish or or^go-colourcd dye. The 
soles of the feet, whioit a#e not here hardened 
by long and frequent \valks, arc likewise covered 
plentifully with the same colouring. Some of 
the Syrian w'oinen arc partial to the mixture of 
black and white, and accordingly change their 
original dye to black by a composition of sal- 
ammoniac, lime, and honey. The taste of the 
men in the Eastern Countries is W'cll known to 
be widely difi'erent from that of Europeans, with 
resj>cct to their women, as with them extreme 
corpulence is accounted the greatest trait of 
beauty. It is therefore natural to suppose tliat 
the females themselves are anxious to acquire 
some degree of superiority in this particular. — 
They accordingly use a kind of conserve of cocoa 
nuts, or. the bulbs of the hcrmodaitylus offici- 
nalis, grated and mixed with sugar — of lltrs com- 
po.sition they u.sually take a large quantity after 
any weakening fit.s of illness, as it is supposed 
.uhnirablj adapicd both to tlic restoration of 
their strength, and the cn-lmi-point which is so 
delightful to their admirers. It is but justice to 
add, that among.st all the iiatioins of the earth, 
there are not any women who pay a more rigid 
attention to cleanliness than those orientals— 
their thoughts are constantly occupied by the 
use of the bath, the application of perfumc.s, 
and of every thing that has a direct tendency to 
.soften and beautify the skin. * 

Morniiif; Jdrerther, 



S65 


WEIGHTY A^ISTANCE; 

Ob, the REtl’l;F OF CADIZ. 

BY AN EX-CAPTAIN OF THE AYLESBURY TROOP OF BUCKINGUAM- 
SniRE YEOMANRY*. 

To the Tune of Lord Grizzled Song in Twn Thumb; 

The French are encamped before Cadiz, 

Their navy is moored in the bay, 

And liberal Europe afraid is. 

The Cortes are melting away. 

But e*er the last blow can be struck — struck — 

I’ll fly to their rescue, and soon 
Will show them the soul of a Buck— Buck — 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

I turned my old yeomanry jacket, 

And^added new buttons and lace ; 

A helmet I bought, which, to pack it, 

. Would take up a harpsichord case ! 

My trowsers so ample I stuck — stuck — 

A U. over with yellow galloon. 

In short, my whole dress spoke the Buck— Buck— 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

O ! had I the wings of an eagle 
To »nakc a more rapid approach ! 

But men of my size bear fatigue ill. 

And 60 I must go by the coach. 

As a twelve pounder groans on its truck — truck. 

So labour’d the Falmouth Balloon, 

When I mounted its step, like a Buck— Buck— 
Buckinghamshire dragoon I 

And there was squeez'd in an old lady, 

So like me, behind and before, 

That when we were called on to pay, they 
(ilbliged us to reckon as/oui\ 


• Lord Nugent. 
N 
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WEIGHTY ASSISTANCE. 


VVe were both very soon in a muck*— muck, 

(The weather was sultry as June), 

And I panted for breath like a Buck— Buck— 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

You ask what I did with my helmet, 
jlcd all the vast bulk of my gear f 
As the coach *80011 a load would o'erwlteltn, it 
Went by the van in the rear I 
But coach and van frequently stuck— stuck ; 

My partner was ready to swoon ! 

But the peril I bore like a Buck — Buck — 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

Tlie packet at Falmouth was quite full — 

Too deep in the water by tons? 

But the captain’s resource was delightful. 

And to take me, he landed his guns I 
So down in the hold 1 was struck — struck, 

And lor weeks never saw sun or moon, 

’Twas a very poor state for a Buck — Buck — 
Buckinghamshire drngoon ! 

The Frenchmen who guarded the bay theic. 

To keep food and succour aloof, 

Examined ori* ship, as I lay there, 

Insi'-ring I was a ** bccuf'/** 

\ treinhle<i lest I shoitld be stfjck — stuck; 

Hut the Captain persuaded tijem soon 
’That 1 was n<. '* boiuf,” but a Buck— Buck — 
ihickingharnshire dragoon ! 

On landing I hoped tlmt the people 
Would loudly acknowledge nij aid; — 

Bciib peiiling from every steeple ! 

'I'he troops drawn out on parade ! 

1 (lioughf that the bands would have struck — strurk- 
Up their most national tune, 

’MiSst shouts of “ Long life to the Buck— Buck — 
Buckinghamshire dragoon!*’ 

But, quite the reverse; as I came in, 

'J’hc rnoh was exceetljngly rude; 

'Jhry talked of my making a famine, 

'Vml filling myself, with their food ! 
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Ragged urchins, malicious as Puck— -Pock««* 
Kept hooting The fat Picaroon,” 

And hunted me, just like a Buck— Buck— * 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

I got to an inn with great trouble. 

Half dead with the sea and the sun ! 

I found my room furnish'd with double* 

Beds out of which I made one ! 

My boat cloak around me I tuck — tuck. 

And till the day after, at noon, 

1 slept, and I snored, like a Buck — Buck 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

The first thing I did upon waking 
Was calling for breakfast of course ; 

Dear Sefton, imagine my taking. 

At getting a slice a horse! 

In my throat the first morsel it stuck— stuck, 
Tho^ I fancied, from being a jeune^ 

I could have almost eaten a Buck— Buck— 
Buckinghamshire dragoon! 

L then sallied forth like a hero; 

And up to my eyes in a trench, 

1 saw, two miles off, Trocadero, 

And what people said were the French. 

A ball came — I hasten’d to duck — duck ; 

And fearing another too soon, 

I g.':Mantly ran, like a Buck— Buck— 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

i next cast my eyes to the sailors. 

And seeing them look rather glum. 
Proposed they should turn the assailers. 

And promised to find them a homh ! 

The men I soon saw had no pluck— pluck ; 

Tlie ministers not a doubloouv 
AIL swore at the bomb and the Buck— Buck*^ 
Buckinghamshire dragooqj 


nS' 
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LUDICROUS MISTAKE. 


Thus, helmeted, ti'owscred, bedizened, 

Stewed, jolted, shipped, sickened, in vain; 

Starved, terrified, hooted, and poisoned, 

I rather disliked the eanipaign ! 

And weary of running a muck— muck— 

Resolved by the first opportun- 
ity to bolt off like a Buck — Buck — 

Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

At the end of ten days (for no sooner • 

A vessel occurred to my wish) 

1 embarked in a Newfoundland schooner. 

Which came with a cargo of fish: 

We escap’d the blockaders by luck — luck, 

Fresh breezes and want of a moon — 

And so end the feats of a Buck— Buck — 
Buckinghamshire dragoon ! 

Johv Hu it. 


LUDICROUS MISTAKE. 

When Mrs.Kobinson published her Sapphu 
and Phaon, she wrote to Mr. Boaden the news- 
papef editor, in the following terms: — “Mrs. 
Aohinson would Ihanlc her friend Boaden for a 
dozen puffs for Sappho and Phaou.” By mis- 
take of the twopenny post, this note was deli- 
vered to Mr. Bowden the pastry-cook in the 
Strand, who sent this answer: — “ Mr. Bowden ’.s 
Te.spectful compliments to Mrs. Robinson, shall 
be very happy to serve her ; but as Mrs. R. is 
not a constant customer, he cannot send the puffs 
for the young folks witbont first receiving the 
money.” ** 


UtraU. 



BATTERY A-LA-MODE. 

SKEl'CHES AT BOW-STREliT.— No. XX. 

A STURDY surly-lookiug person, who said 
his name was Furzman, and *'his professiun a 
licens’d wickler,” was brought up from Covent- 
garden watch-house, charged with sundry dis- 
orderly doings in the a-la-mode-bcef shop in 
Brydges-street, opposite Drury-lane Theatre. 

According to the evidence of the master of the 
shop and his waiter, this “ licens'd wickler” came 
in, after the play was over, with two other per- 
sons, and having called for three plates of “ hol- 
low-mode” they amused themselves with picking 
out the nice fat lumps, and throwing them at the 
rest of the company. John, tlic waiter, received 
one of the said scalding hot nice fat lumps slap in 
his left eye, and the licens’d tvickkr told him it was 
all right ! — though the poor lad’s eyes were none 
of the best, at the best of times — in fact, his eyes 
had long been lashless, and encircled with bright 
scarlet, and it was therefore excessively cruel 
tp throw 'scalding hot beef into either of them. 
Another of these nice fat lumps was sent dab 
against a gentleman’s cravat, just in the place 
where he wore his brooch— fto the very great dis- 
paragement of his dignity ; and another gentleman 
w^ so bespattered with the beef, both fat and 
lean, that he was ashamed to be seen by any- 
body. In short, they kept up these tricks too 
long, as the master coo^ said; for not a geptle- 
man could come into the room till after two 
n’clock in the morning, without running the risk 



270 


TO THE LAURISTINUS. 


of having bis mouth and eyes battered up with 
beef a-la-mode; and at last the master cook 
found it necessary to send the licens’d wickler to 
the watch-house in his own defence. 

The licensed wicMer in reply, asked the master 
cook—*' Pray didn’t I pay for every thing I called 
for?”—** I believe you might,” replied the master 
cook.— ** Very well then!” rejoined the licens'd 
wickler — and the Magistrate ordered him to find 
sureties for his better behaviour in future. 

Herald. 


TO THE LAURISTINUS. 

WRITTEN IN WINTER. 

Hail ! to thee, ever-blushing iauristine. 

That from the heavy snow-flakes still are peering ; 

With verdant leaves, that like the holly shine, 

But thine are thornless, gentle, and endearing ; 

And thy white blossoms wreathe stern winter’s brow. 

Like glittering stars that in the dark skies glow. 

The rose and myrtle are Love's darling flowers, 

And well their chaimsb 'Come bis transient smiling; 

Shedding soft perfume o’er his painted bowers, * 

And every sense enchanting and beguiling, 

Till some light storm of adverse fortune sweep 

The glittering beauties to the o’erwhelming deep. 

But thou are Friendship’s flower : ihy steady form 
Pourtrays the purer smile of faithful duty ; 

Scared by no tempest, withered by no storm, 

The day of clouds is cheered by thy mild beauty ; 

Thou bloomest amid the wintry waste of life. 

Like to a guardian friend, or meek and constant wife. 

Literary Chronicle. 
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DARKNESS BROUGHT TO LIGHT ; 

OR TH£ 

SCCRETS OF DRURY DIVULGED !!! 

Theatre RoyaL 

On Monday, the 14th of March, 1824, 

Will be presented a New Comedy, (founded on Wycherley) 
written by the Author of Giovanni in London,'* revised by 
Reynolds, and corrected by Mr. Ebsworth, called, 

DAMN IT, HOW WE NICK ^EM! 

Old See-’ein-out, Mr. Munden. Old Calm, Mr. Dowton. 

Slyboots, Mr. Archer. Everlasting, Mr. Gattie. 

Bashful, Mr. Harley. 

Young See-’em-out (a youth of eighteen) Mr. Elliston ! 

Peter Pompous (author of a tragedy) Mr. Elliston ! ! 

Robert Ramble (a strolling actor) Mr. Elliston ! ! ! 

Charles Cataract (a liorse dealer) Mr. Elliston ! !!! 

Selina Rosebud, Miss Cubitt. Betsy Boisterous, Mrs. Bunn. 
After which (751st time) the celebrated Spectacle of the^ 

CATARACT OF THE GANGES. 

(The Characters as before.) 

N.B. The Free List (and Salaries.^) suspended. 

The Public is respectfully informed, that during the run of the 
celebrated Aquatic Spectacle, which has been pronounced by tlic 
New River Company to surpass any thing of the kind ever pro- 
4luced, th^ Box Office will be opened from four o’clock every 
morning till six in the evening. " Spring for ever smiling." 

Mr. LISTON 

Will, on Thursday next, commence the sixteenth part of his 
fourteenth engagement. 

The young American Roscius is also engaged, and will shortly 
appear iu a New Tragedy, to be called 
' YANKEE DOODLE ! ! ! 

In which Mr. Kean will sustain a principal character— the scenes 
in wliich Mr. K. is engaged to be under his own direction ! 
For the dramatic part of the Tiagedy, I . 

Stage Manager, } ®“"“ ' 

For the meio-dramatic ditto ditto Mr. Wallack ! I 
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The Mrious Pantomimic Scenes under ) g ,, , 

the direction of f 

Ballet incidental to the Piecci Mr. Oscar B^rne ! ! ! ! 

^nvSt^^by 1 Messra-Blanchard, Paulo, NoodJe.&Doodle! !! !! 

The New Music selected by T. Cooke^ Horn, and Reeve !!!!!! 
The Dresses by Mr. Mercer. Decorations and Ornaments, 
Messrs. Braham and Stephens. 

The Gauntlets, by Mrs. Glover. The Swords, by some Blades 
engaged expressly for the purpose.— (N. B. They will be 
drawn by celebrated Artists.) 

A new Aquatic and Spiritual Farce, called 
BRANDY AND WATER, 

In which Mr. Eliiston will sustain the principal character, sup- 
ported by the Comic Strength of the Company. 

The Tragedy of 
KINGLEAR 

Will shortly be revived, with appropriate Songs, Duets, &c. 
selected from the poems of MoncriefF, O’KeefTe, Tom Dibdin, 
and other Classical Writers. 

King Lear, (with IVn the Lad for a bit of a "BMery) Mr. Kean, 
who with unprecedented willingness has kindly olTered to sing 
this and the affecting ballad of Tally hi ! ho ! the Grinder^ in 
the course of the piece. 

Edgar, (with Vat a charfning Boy Ipe!) Mr, Wallach. 
Cordelia, (with My face is my fortune, Sir, she said, )Mrs,WMest, 

Several new Scenes will he *«.troduced, amongst which a Land 
Storm wi’l be represented and embodied. — The Winds cracking 
their cheeks, Grieve. — The Drowning the Cocks,” by that 
celebrated machinist, M. Cabanel.— The “ Weak and Despised 
Old Man,’^ (will be embodied) by Mr. Eliiston. — The Spout, by 
the Manager's Uncle.— Rumbling the Belly full,” by the Clu> 
risters and Corps de Ballet, who will be fined by Mr. W. in the ' 
morning to give greater effect to their wind instruments at night. 

It is with unfeigned regret that Mr. Eliiston announces, that 
the astounding Melo-drama of Lodoiska is unavoidably post- 
poned, in consequence of the regrett^ indisposition of the inte- 
resting pieliald pony Argus. The Proprietor, sympathising with 
the disappointment of an enlightened Public, submits the' 
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iowing Bulletin ' from tbe Medical Attendant of the amiable 
<]iiadrupcd, ns a voucher for his veracity : 

Sir^^Froin the state of my unfortunate patient's health, I do 
not think he can appear before an admiring Public until next 
vi eek ; his nerves have been shaken by his scenic duties, as it ha.s 
been necessary to wrap him up in blankets the moment he 
rjuitted tbe stage each night. 1 shall have the pleasure of ex- 
amining the rest of the stud and Mr. Winston in the course of 
ilie day. Sir, Yours respectfully. 

To w_. SOLINDEB SLOP, M.D. 

Theatrical Intelligence. 

Mr. Arnold tins been much piqued (query, peaked) by the 
desertion of one of liis forces. 

Mr. Macready has left town for his health, the atmosphere 
««botit Drury being too keen for him. 

Mr. Young' is inventing a machine to force the Public to 
remain in the theatre wliilst he plays first tragedy; the instru- 
ment is called a puffer, but it is thought that it won't answer. 

Mr. Sinclair has a principal character in the new Opera of 
Humbugging. Mr. Duruset, however, has claimed the part, on 
tiie ground of having had possession of that line many years. 

Me. Mathews will shortly commence, ns usual, to laugh on 
one side of his mouth, and hopes public desertion will not force 
him to laugh on tiie wrong sid€\ 

Mr. Bartley intends preparing a Lecture on Greece (and fat), 
and will lean to the popular side of the question. 

On (lit — Mr. W. of Drury, is going to open a Riding School, 
to practise at tlie side scenes; those who wish for a horse with 
wings, ill now have an opportunity of meeting with a Pegasus. 

Mr. Elliston has declared his intention of managing the drops 
in future himself. • 

EPIGRAM 

ON MISS TENANT, A UEAtTTirUL YOUNG LADY. 

A neat little freehold I have in ray eye, 

Which (if I were younger) to purchase. I'd try; 

But no one must dare o'er its beauties to range. 

Till tbe name of the^.sweet little Tenant he change ; 

He then v>iii enjoy a most choice little wife, 

And her title emve/dy keHl be tenant for li&. Original. 

n5 
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THE WAY TO CURE THE EVIL, 

AND INCREASE THE COMPLAINT. 

James Boeder, a working gardener in the 
service of Mr. Jcnks, in the New-road, was 
brought to the police office, upon a- warrant by the 
officers of St. James’s parish, to compel him to 
provide for the maintenance of his illegitimate 
child. — Lucy Lordon, a very fine-looking young 
woman, the mother of the child, attended witli 
the infant in her arms. The Magistrate asked 
him what he could afford to pay? He said he 
could not afford to pay any thing out of his 
wages, which were only 10s. a week. The Ma- 
gistrate said he could scarcely credit that. Bee- 
der repeated that this statement was true ; but, 
said he, “ Your Worship, I can settle the mat- 
ter without all this bother ; the young woman is 
a very good young woman, and bears a good 
character, and I will marry her and at the .same 
time taking the girl by the hand, he asked her, 
“What do you say, Lucy, will you have me?” 
The young woman blushed with more modesty than 
might be expected ; and holding down her he^ 
while her countenance brightened with joy, she 
faintly replied, “ I will with all my heart, James.” 
Boeder then said, “ I will make you as happy as 
I can; but dang it, girl, why didn’t you come to 
me, and we could settle the thing before, instead 
of staying away from me, and bringing me here?” 
He then closely examined the .9faild, and said, 
“I know, Jack (the child’s name), you are mine, 
for you are the very image of me.” The Magis- 
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trate said, that this was certainly a very pleasant 
and sensible manner of ending the a^r; and 
the parties left the ojffice with the parish officer, 
who was to see that the marriage ceremony took 
place. 

Examiner. 


SINGULAR WILL. 

The following singular last will and testa- 
ment of a student at the University of Dublin, 
was addressed extempore to his friend : 

•Curn ita semper me amares^ 

How to regard you all my care is ; 

Consilium tibi do imprimis, 

For I believe but short ray time is ; 

Amice admodum amande. 

Pray thee leave off thy drinking brandy ; 

Vides qua sorte jaceo hie, 

'Tis all for that, O sick ! O sick ! 

Mors niea vexat matrem piam, 

No dog was ere so sick as I am ; 

Secundo, mi amice bone, 

My breeches take, but there’s no money; 

Ec vestes etiam tibi dentur. 

If such foul rags to wear you’ll venture ;* 

Pediculas si portes pellas, 

But they are sometimes Prince’s fellows ; * 

Accipe libros, etiam’ musam, 

If I had liv’d I ne’er iiad used them ; 

Spero quod his conteniug eris, 

For I’ve a friend aliuost as dear is; 

Vale, ^splus tibi detur, 

, But send her op, Jack, if you meet her# 





-'GREEN GROW THE RUSHES, 0!' 


The Duke of Sussex next proposed * The City of London, and 
prosperity to the iFi^de thereof.* After which his Royal Highness 
called for Green grow theruahes^ OT 

SONG, BY MR. BROADHURST, 

With Variations suited to the Occasion^ 

There’s nought but care on ev’ry haiiM 
As thro’ the various Walks* they range : 

What signifies the life o* man 
An’’twere not for the Stock Exchange! 

Green grows the grass^ we know, 

Where commerce used to flourish so— 

The sweetest hours that merchants spend 
‘ Are spent amongst the jobbers, 0 ! 

Give them a canny Loan, and then 
They’ll nurse it like a dearie, 

And commerce and commercial men 
May a’ gae tapsalteerie. 

Green gro\v*s the grass, iScc. 

For you sae douse ! ye sneer at this, 

Ye>e nought but senseless asses. 

The wise men of the East declare 
Scrip commerce far surpasses. 

Green grows tne grass, &c. 

Auld Sinking Fund may proudly claim 
This noblest work and job hers; 

A ’prentice haitd on merchants tried, 

She syne hath made the jobbers ! 

Green grows the grass, we know. 

Where commerce used to flourLsh so— 

The sweetest hours that merchants spend 
Are spent among the jobbers, 0 ! 

*!f _ 

• Walks of the Royal Exchange. 


Chro7iuit. 
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BAISIN& THE DEAD; 

OR, A GRAVE SUBJECT AT THE |U>Pf8ION-HOUSE, 

A MAN named BiU Cfiles, .was charged with 
having been found in a charch>yard under cir- 
cumstances which manifested an intention to rob 
the graves. 

The chapel-keeper of St. Ayliff’s burial-ground, 
Goodman’s-iields, observed the prisoner, at about 
eight o’clock on Tuesday evening, climbing over 
the wall, and gently gliding along amongst the 
graves with a ladder, a shovel, a sack, and a 
stick. He was accompanied by another man. 
They had not commenced their labours when the 
watch raised the hue-and-cry. The prisoner was 
taken into custody, but his companion “ tugged” 
the watchman amongst the tomb-stones, being 
well acquainted with burial-grounds, and he re- 
mained all night hidden in the church-yard, not- 
withstanding the intense cold, and made his 
escape in the morning. 

, The Lord Mayor asked the prisoner whether 
his companion was Clarke, who was brought 
before him some days ago, upon suspicion of 
having a design to rob a church-yard ? 

The prisoner said his friend was quite another 
sort of person. They had appointed to meet to 
do a little business, and the place where they 
expected to meet the least interruption was the 
church-yard. 

The Lord Mayor . — And yoE don’t know Clarke? 

The prisoner hesitated. 
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RAISING THR DEAD. 


A man here stepped forward, whose face was 
well known in the Justice-room, and said to the 
Lord Mayor, “ Why, my Lord, you know I am 
Clarke, and its all gammon in Giles to say he 
don’t know me. Why, he is one of us.” 

The Lord Mayor.— “ And pray, Mr. Clarke, what 
do you call yourselves ?” 

Clarke. — “We’re what the people call resur- 
rection men. We raises the corpuses a little be- 
fore the proper time, that’s all.” 

The Lord Mayor.—*' Well, I hope you have 
willed your body to the -surgeons, as I advised 
you, to prove the sincerity of your attachment 
to that body.” 

Clarke. — “ I have no objection. I hope J’m 
above the low prejudice ; but I have reason to 
believe there will be no necessity, and that we 
shall soon have corpuses enough.” 

The Lord Mayor. — “ Take care that we don’t 
catch you at the work. You may depend upon 
it you shall be most bitterly punished.” 

Clarke. — “ No, no ; we have petitioned against 
you all. I really must say that it’s a grievous 
shame to meddle wiih our business in such a 
way. How can we cure the sick or the wounded, 
without knowing the nature of the corpus, and 
you would not have us anatomise a living corpus, 
would you, my Lord ?” 

The Lord Mayor said, that until the petition 
was granted, he should continue to throw ob- 
stacles in the way of the profession. 

Clarke. — “The surgeons are not at all obliged 
to your Lordship. Why are we attacked wher- 
cyer we go, just as if there was any value in what 
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you put into the ground to prevent the air from 
being putrified? If such conduct is allowed, 
depeud upon it we’ll never be able to cure either 
rich or poor. You agitate the public mind upon 
every attempt, and ’tis a shame not to let us go 
on as we used to do, when we could have had 
any corpus at all, rich or poor, good, bad, or in- 
different.” 

The Lord Mayor told Clarke that proper atten- 
tion should be paid to his merits, and it was 
probable that a man who gloried so much in his 
profession would be considered an acquisition to 
the surgeons whom he had done the honouir of 
associating w'hh himself. Those who talked of 
prejudice in such a case, should themselves set 
tlic example, and show how much they despised 
it, by devoting the bodies of themselves, their 
parents, their wives, their sisters, or their chil- 
dren, to the service of the profession. By this 
course, they would doubtless put a stop to the 
ubjectious of those who opposed the practice. 

Giles then began to represent that he and the 
surgeons had been treated with very great harsh- 
ness, and that the communications between them 
had been interrupted in a very improper manner. 
But he, too, trusted to the petition for redress. 

The Lord Mayor told Giles, that preparatory 
to the increase of business, a little recreation 
should be applied, and sentenced him to be im- 
prisoned in the Mouse of Correction, as a rogue 
and vagabond, for one month. 

Clarke muttered, that the church-yard should 
yawn for tiiis. 


SeraU, 



380 


UNES 

ADDRESSED TO A CANDIDATE FOR ADMISSION TO 

THE TRAVELLERS*. 

You think the stories of the Travellers 
Are but the cant of dandy Cavillers; 

Now list awhile, as 1 relate 
Our various evils, small and ^reat. 

Some danger to ourselves forestalling, 

We left a house, because ^twas falling f ; 

Which still is standing (there’s the lub !) 

And harbours well a lai^er club ; 

Then bought and pulled a house to pieces, 

And made a crack which still increases ; 

In the desire to break and botch ; 

Like children, when they 've got a watch. 

Our rooms are passage-rooms, and one 
Has three deep steps, to throw you down. 

Add, that from these there’s no egress 
' 1*0 chambers, where we bathe or dress. 

Hence we descend (for greater bother) 

One staircase, but to climb another. 

Strange ups and downs ; which seem design’d 
For torment of the iame and blind. 

Yet we expended on this house and 
Establishment some twenty thousand 
Pounds sterling, ere we drank or eat. 

Hence, over head and cars in debt, 

We, if our creditors were rude. 

Might all be separately sued. 

We wait an hour ere dinner^s drest; 

In vain we clamour, curse, and peste^ 

Our viands are like all the rest. 

* The Travellers, a highly respectable Cluh in Pall-Mall.— I'ius 
whimsicaL production, which was printed for private circulation 
only, is attributed to George Rose (the Ytmnger)^ a member of the 
Club. 

't The house formerly occupied by the Club in Waterloo-place. 
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WeVe flaccid fisli, and carrion-ham^ 

Bull-beef, and mutton made of ram : 

If our plain dishes make os curse, 

Our entrees (one and all) are worse. 

Our matelottes would be loathed of otters, 

Our stews are formed of tails and trotters: 

We’ve gullet-sweetbreads*, veined with red, 

And bloody bones, and raw calf’s-head. 

Stuffed by our little senate’s Catos 
(Will we or nill we) with potatoes; 

Who care not though we're choked with wax. 

If they can raise a paltry tax : 

That tolls of sixpence may repay 
The thousands which they’ve thrown away. 

Upon sour coffee, black as mud, 

All night we foam and chew the cud : 

(Coffee by bean-fed burgher boasted) 

111 made, and purchased ready roasted ; 

Boiled in a copper, like the vittle, 

Cooked in a prison ship or spitnL 
Coffee which lauded by such men is 
As never sipt its juice at Venice; 

Much less, enveloped in a murky 
Vapour, have savoured it in Turkey; 

Who fancy nothing can go wrong 
If the black broth be ** slab and strong 
The salutary beverage spoiling 
By keeping, or by over-boiling. 

But lest my tediousness revolt, 

With these last words I’ve shot my bolt. 

Such are the works of our C ommittee, 

Culled from the wealthy, wise, and witty, 

And form’d to ‘‘ starve and plague the city,” 

• Does Mr. Giblet, the butcher, reserve his hinge-sweetbreads and 
weather-mutton for better customers ? If so, why are the Travellers 
of Pall Mall worse treated than their commercial brethren, who are 

celebrated « for getting the best of every thing ?” Let the Committee 
examine their fellow labourer and opposite neighbour, as to the 
mutton which was given him one day in the month of February 
last. 
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A COMPLICATION OF DISORDERS. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

To fix them better in the mind, 

I in these slip-shod rhymes combined 
A series of plain truths, nor vext 
An individual in my text^ 

(None touched in couplet or in triplet) 
And if 1 have a note on Giblet, 

I well may be excused ; since he 
For four years has been poisoning me. 
Sheltered at last in the university, 

From Cook and Caterer’s perversity. 

But some I find, who love to crow it, 
Have fallen on him they deem the poet, 
Supplying, when they 'd plant a hit, 

With malice what they want in wit. 
Against none such I wield my pen. 
Warring with measures, not with men : 
And widh, in all the pomp of verse, 

To my assailants nothing worse. 

Than to sit, with the wind at east, 

In their own reading-room, to feast 
Upon their own unhappy fare. 

And blunder up their own back-stair, 
And if they feel the sting of mnper 
Ergo — ? to mend their taste and temper. 


A COMPLICATION OF DISORDERS. 

“What did Mr. die of?” asked a simple 

neigffiour. “ Of a complication of disorders,” 
replied his friend. “ How do you describe this 
complication, my good Sir?” — " He died,” an- 
swered the other, “ of two physicists, an ajpo- 
thecary, and a surgeon.” 


Chronicle, 
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POPULAR AMUSEMENTS. 

DRINKING. 

From the days of King Ela, who flourished 
and staggered nearly a thonsand years before 
the Christian era, down to the present moment, 
potentates and their subjects have alike revelled 
in the joys of intoxication. I think I should be 
enabled to prove, without fear of contradiction, 
that the wisest of mankind have been addicted to 
this demoralizing propensity. Noah 1 look upon 
as a mere experimentalist, for we have no evi- 
dence of his ever becoming a regular practitioner ; 
but to mention the names of Solomon, Solon, and 
the learned Stagyrite — ( Query, could he stagger 
right under the efiiects of inebriety?) — may be 
sufficient, as my readers, anxious to get forward 
upon the subject, may not like to be taken back 
to the days of the Greeks, or the Romans. 

Shakspeare has recorded of us inhabitants of 
the tight little island,” that we are most potent 
in potting, and I am not at all disposed to dis- 
pute with so great an authority; Bacon, indeed, 
whose very name invokes the thirsty throat to a 
copious libation, was a professed enemy to bibu- 
latiou; so was Newton; but these were cold rea- 
soners, and those who write dry works, should 
not partake much of fluids. Pope loved a glass, 
though his frame denied him the pleasure of it; 
poor Morland drew more corks than pictures; 
and in every gradation of society, as well as in 
every nge, the vineyards have had numerous* 
votaries. The accomplished Churchill wa^ a 
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DRINKING. 


sot; Goldsmith was never happy out of a tavern; 
and even grave Dr. Johnson — went to the Devil*. 
Sentel insanivinms omnes may be a veracious 
maxim, but that we have all at some time been 
intoxicated, is surely a truer ^iom. Getting 
drunk, Mr. Editor, I look upon as a very serious 
affair, but, being tipsy, is one of the little luxuries 
of life. Oh ! the entrancing sensation of elevation 
and superiority — the animating flow of courage 
and wit, that runs riot in the veins— then the 
“ unutterable dying away,*’ as Coleridge has it— 
the dear charming confusion of intellect, the fail* 
ing vision, the imaginative dance of the tables 
and chairs, the memorable moment when even a 
Templar becomes poetical. £ am accustomed to 
divide drinkers into two classes, namely, Eleva- 
tionists, or those who get tipsy — and Finishers, or 
those who get drunk. 

Amongst the first class was the ci-devant Jacob 
Joinem of Islington, who nightly took his seat by 
the parlour fire, at the Pied Bull (this house was 
formerly the seat of Sir Walter Raleigh, and 
Jacob revered him as the father of .smokers). 
Mr. J.'s movements were as regular as the clock ; 
albeit, it was impossible to wind him up’to strike, 
except as hereafter mentioned. He entered the 
room precisely at half-past seven, and imme- 
diately placing himself in the leather-bottomed 
chair, remained in a state of perfect quiescence 
for upwards of four hours. Mr.^jTpinem was a 
portly personage, with a short meinory and long 
legs; he was of a grave temperament, and by 


* A tavern of that name ezuted in Tleet-itreet tome years back.' 
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trade an undertaker. He met, as he said, for the 
purpose of “a little conviviality,” so he sat mute 
and smoked his pipe in apparent abstraction. He 
seldom cracked a joke himself, but he heard the 
jokes of others with a suppressed risibility, that 
showed a capability of appreciating, if not of 
practising; he was a valetudinarian, and the 
Doctors told him he had water on the brain; but 
he consoled himself with the remark, that he had 
only a drop in his head. He nightly discussed 
one pot of ale, and four glasses of brandy-and- 
water, with infinite felicity, and as the clock 
bespoke one quarter past eleven, he inserted him- 
self in his upper garment, touched the waiting- 
maid under the chin, grumbled out good night, 
and departed to his domns. He had passed this 
course uninterruptedly for twenty years, and 
always found his accustomed quantum ^ve a 
certain energy to his action, and obliquity to his 
walk, which, however agreeable to himself, was 
by no means interesting to any accidental pas- 
senger who came within the swing of his pendu- 
lating arm. With all this, Joinem was merely an 
“ Elevationist.” 

Jack Jewson, a worthy tar of 1764, was, as he 
candidly confessed, equally addicted to religion 
and liquor ; he had a taste for every species of 
fluid, from inferior “ strike me dead*,” to the 
superlative grog. He loved drinking, for it re- 
minded him of ' his former life, his companions, 
and his commanders ; he drank out of a. brown 
jug, and called it his Dun-can; he would get 


* ** Strike me dead," a Qauticai term for tmali beer. 
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drunk with a hackney coachman, because he 
brought Jarvis to his recollection, and he was 
never so truly happy as when people said he was 
" How came ye so.” His allowance was no 
more to Jack, than a single bottle to my Lord H. 
It happened that the body of an East Indian 
Governor was conveying home preserved in 
spirits, in a vessel of which Jack was one of the 
crew. Jewson, though on watch, was drunk every 
minute, and at length his back and a cat-o’-nine- 
tails were about being introduced to each other, 
but his captain promised forgiveness if he would 
confess from whom he obtained the liquor. Please 
your Honour, he replied, I’ve been and tapp’d 
the Governor. Thus it clearly appeared, though 
the spirits could preserve the Governor, the 
Governor could not preserve, the spirits. Jewson 
never deemed himself properly drunk unless he 
laid upon the ground and felt upwards for the 
earth ; he was a Finisher, gentle reader, if thou wilt. 

When I divided my drinkers into classes, I 
was well aware of the existence of a thousand 
ramification.s of each species, but I wished to 
generalise my subject as much as possible — but 
allow me now to digress so far as to* say a few 
words respecting the disciples of Ramo Samee. 
The propensity for swallowing, once inordinately 
indulged, is seldom overcome until it has over- 
come its votary, and this, as far, as regards the 
juice of the grape, is natural enqi^l but we are 
indeed surprised when we see the'-Wf^tem carried 
so far, that some have committed legal assaults 
upon their own stomachs, and swallowed swords, 
staves and knives. Circumstances have made 
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many a poor wretch in the rapidity of hanger or 
thirst, steal and swallow ; bnt taste alone could 
induce a man to swallow steel, as Mr. Canunins * 
did, to the infinite delight of his messmates. Of 
this ostrich-like capacity there has been recently 
a dreadful instance, and the unhappy individual 
who suifercd for his temerity, was an immoderate 
drinker ; he was described at Liverpool as a thin 
pale man, who drank gin by pails-full ; but this 
cannot bo wondered at, for he who swallows iron 
must be a hard drinker. What would a set of 
jocund country gentlemen say to a guest, who, 
not content with drinking a bowl of punch, should 
afterwards swallow the ladle ? — how would Hall’s 
digestive pills be thrown away upon such a sto- 
mach — “ Mine aches to think of it,” as Hamlet 
says. But to return mote immediately to my 
subject, physicians allow a man to indulge ohce 
a month, yet they may have a sinister view in 
doing so ; bat that no loyal subject now a days 
can be present at a public dinner, and we all go 
to one once a month, without getting intoxicated, 
even though he drinks the toasts alone, is matter 
of public notoriety. What follows then ? Wise 
men practise it — Poets inculcate it— Doctors do 
not forbid it — Health it is said requires it — 
Loyalty compels it— our wishes enjoin it. Behold 
the phalanx that support that truly English 
amusement— inebriety. What is a poor, weak, 
yielding, goc^^mpored man to do under Bus 


* Cununiiu, for the take of a fndic, Would twallow knives, pieces 
of wood, &c. After his death severed things wdre found decomposing 
in his stomach. 
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Coit|^<meratioii of circomstances ? He must My, 
Mr. Editor, as I am uow saying^*-" Waiter, b^ng 
another bottle !'* *< 

Belti Weekly Dispatch, 

COCKNEY SONNETS. 

SONNET III.— THE DOGS. 

loathed Dogs ! — From Houndsditcbi though it 
Your seat appropriatei to the boundary far 
Of Fleet-street's arching limits Temple Bar^ 

None shall presume to wag its jaw at me. 

Muzzled be all. And yet, within my heart 
Compunction swells, to act so harsh a part. 

When I revolve my own past history. 

For had a muzzle in my days been placed 
On every cur that yelped, or hound that how led. 

Had doughty beadles, all relentless, chaced 
Ev’ry poor puppy that at greatness scowled, 

I fear my speeching (hlent had been waste, 

And all unheard I should unchained have growled 

SONNET IV.— THE BLACK. 

Sweet were the accents of the Hymcttian Sasjp, 

AVhom Athens doom'd to die by poisonous bowl — 

And sweet are WiLon's accents, when his soul 
Impels him to relate how valorous rage 
Sent him 'gainst Fr^dom's foes stern war to wage. 

Spite of bis rearward wound. And sweet the tone 
Of Benu^ making iroth, and dolorous moan 
0*er Captm Callaghan in pns'nmg case. 

But Waithman ! sweeter thine beyond belief, 

When to Bill Green, the huge two-fisted 
^ Thou gw^t advice— «Youngman,” qnoH^liuiidoii's Chief, 

** If you would wish to train for the attack> 

^ And give full vigour to each ponderons wldbky 

« Eat— if you love raw beef! ! !" 

John Bull, 
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. THE CHARLEYS MISTAKE; 

OR, ROYALTY DOUBLY ENDAKGBRRD* 

J N da 3 fs of yore, as London eossips tell, 

A IMonarch’s Palace stood in fam’d P—1 M— 1, 

Where <»ft the King, with wond’rous condescension, 
(Hevoiid our skill 4n proper terms to mention) 

Ills loving subjects graciously caress’d, 

And subjects ne’er were so supremely blest ! 

Mow, as these gossips say, this said P — 1 JVI — I 
Contained) besides the Palace, many a " Hell,” 

And “ Hells,” we’ve heard, are places far from pleasant; 
Be that though as it may. 

These Hells” have .had their day, 

, iViid we of them have nought to say at present. 

' No ! 2^ the Palace there, of royalty, 

' 

winch Palace, love and loyalty, % 

V Was, as t6e. story goes, 

^ Once ip ja blaze, J’ 

And what the consequence&iajghtJmve been, 

Had not the smoke and i^ickly ^n. 

No loyal subject knows! * 

% 
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THE CHARLEY S MISTAKE* 


The Pages ran about in wild dismay — 

Fire ! fire ! the watchmen echoed far and near— 

The King himself coiitrivM to get away. 

Where Kings in danger should get — in the rear / 

But what they call this place, so safe from fire. 

No mortal yet has known ; 

But this we've learnt— it was a necessary place. 

Where Kings as well as other folks, retire ; 

Intended, as 'tis said, far more for ease than grace, 
Although it holds a throne f 
And on this throne the Monarch sat sedate, 

Not as he often sits, in glittering state, 

With Lords and Ladies round,— 

Oh, no — His Majesty was in a squeeze’*'. 

Ills hands supporting on his royal knees. 

His looks were most pi*ofound : 

Awhile he musing sat — at length he ruse. 

And tow'nl the scene of fire and smoke he goes, 

With thoughts by no means tranquil, calm, or happy ; 
When, lo ! a watchman stopt him by the way, 

With “ Holloa, Master! What's your bus'ness heie ! 

You can't want nothing here— so, troop, I say, 

I'm the King's sarvaiif, and must keep all clear — 

So, quick be olT, or 1 in ^uod will clap ye." 

Why, I'm the King himself, you sturdy varlct^J' 

His Majesty replied — “ What ! don't you know me r" 

“ You, you the King ! No, no, Ac's clad in scarlet— 

Come, come, old chap^ that cock won't fight now, blow me 
How long tlie M(..iiarch's altercation might 
Have lasted with this guardian of th.c night,’* 

No tongue can tell ; 

Therefore 'twas well 
A Royal Page espied his master’s plight. 

And quickly set the stupid Charley right, 
vVlio now, with'isad and dismal face, 

** Long as a courtierV out of place," 

Implor'd the King to pardon his mistake; , 

For, plase your Majesty, your cap and wig 
Made you," said Charley, look so bluff and big, 

TJiat *twasn’t strange a blunder I should make." 

♦ Vide, a certain old courtly print 'yclept The Courier, 
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Oh, never mind,” the gracious Monarch said ; 

I clunk myself in luck to ’scape a broken head ; 

But, what between the fire and you, 

I certainly was in a stew ; 

However, Sir, I’d liave you know, that when 
“You meet the King, he’s much like other men.” 

Bellas Life in London. 


JOHN BULLISMS. 

Speaking of a nobleman whose pecuniary 
difficulties have long been matter of notoriety, 
and who has recently been indisposed, John says, 
he supposes his Grace’s complaint is the tick 
doloureux. An enterprising schoolmaster had 
sot his boys to sing the Greek choruses to the 
sound of a flute, and had, in the pride of bis 
heart, boasted that this was the first attempt of 
the kind ever made in this country! John gravely 
replies, We congratulate the nation upon 
its success from the bottom of our hearts.” — 
Lastly, John admires that the meeting to pre* 
vent cruelty to animals, should have been held 
at Slaughter's Coffee-house, but supposes that 
St. Mar/in’s-laiie was chosen, out of respect for 
Mr. Martin of Galway: he cannot, however, 
comprehend why a hunter should be lauded for 
having carried his master (or seven years over 
the country at the head of 1m hounds '^ — Seeing 
that if the horse had kept at the tail of the hounds 
it would have been more agreeable. 

John Bull. 
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THE POSTPONEMENT OF GRAHAM’S BALLOON. 

Tune — Derry down** 

Mr. Graham respectfully informs the public, that his intended 
ascent on Friday is postponed till some future day." 

Public Pu/H’rx. 

In these days of bubbles, when evVy thing floats, 

Dock’s^' bridges, insurances, gas-lights, and boats — 

Allow me to sing to a popular tone, 

Tiie lionestcst bubble — old Graham’s Balloon. 

Derry down. 

Compared with the others, ^tis justice to say 
*Tis equally solid, and ten times as gay; 

And I, had I money to spend, woqld as soon 
Lay it out in a venture on Graham’s Balloon. 

^ Derry down. 

There is Mr. Brunei, who at Portsmouth made block'?, 

Has projected in London a tunnel and docks, 

To scoop out the bed of the I’hamcs with a spoon — 

1 had rather cross over in — Gmham’s Balloon. 

Derry down 

.Sir William, with tender regard for our pockets, 

Supersedes the old balls with his new-fangled rockets: 

He protesses to give the poor people a boon, 
sure and as so! d as Graham’s Balloon. 

Derry down, 

TIic good folks at Lloyd’s are hugely afraid 
That Buxton will carry away all the’** trade; 

And lest ho their credit and means should impugn, 

They ofter to underwrite Graham’s Bniloon. 

Derry down. 

There’s AldernTan W’ood has reduced without pity, 

The poor little folks who hold Bonds from the City ; 

And when they complain, the grey-headed baboon 

Bids them all go he d d, or see Graham’s Balloon. 

Derry down. 
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'J'ljere *9 Orpheus Mac Aclaiir, whose hard Highland tone 
iv'aii level a mountain and soften a stone, 

J*roposes to send Ludgate-hill ‘‘ out o’ toon/' 

'\nd slide our stage-coaches like Graham’s Balloon. 

Derry down. 

In short, fifty diiferent causes prepare 

'riie town, to be pleased with his trip through the air, 

\nd to White Conduit House, on the second of June, 
'Miey crowded in honour of Graham’s Balloon. 

Derry down. 

I leave to ihcjournals possessed of the skill, 

Sixteen mortal columns with nothing^ta fill, 

‘i'o tell by what arts, and whose hands, and how soon, 

J’he light fetid vapour pulled out the Balloon. 

Derry down. 

At last lip it went, like a flimsy Whig job, 

Kmpty, stinking, and painted, the joy of the mob — 
('arolina the Saint, and Sir Boh the dragoon, 

Had their day up and down, just like Graham’s Balloon. 

Derry down. 

*riie wind being easterly — not blowing hard, 
it liting for some time over Old Palace Yard, 

And ail influence, inadd’ning as that of the moon. 

Was shed o’er that quarter by Graliam’s Balloon. 

A Derry down. 

’I'lie Lords, Heaven bless them! so stately and prqud, 
When they heard that silk /issMehad brought such a crowd. 
Were on their red woolsacks just ready to swoon. 

Lest Aie weavers Jiad risen, and not a Balloon ! 

Derry down. 

i )ne could not but smile to behold the grave Peers, 
Pricking up at each rumour their asinine ears ; 

Their terrors of silk — and their rapture, as soon 
As Cowper assured them ’twas but a Balloon ! 

• Derry down. 

'Twas a diflerent scene in the other great House, 

Which, for once in its day, was as mute as a mouse— 

An absent Court Martial, arrayed to impugn. 

When Butterworth shouted—" By G— ! the Balloon !” 

Derry down. 
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Out Tan all the Members— Saint, Tory, and Whig— 
From Crompton the little, to Nugent the big; 

As cotton seeds drive in an Indian monsoon. 

So dew all the Members to see the Balloon I 

Derry dowiir 

It touched every heart and attracted all eyes. 

To see a great body by levity rise ; 

And the lightest and emptiest fancied, that soon 
They should soar into notice like Graham's Balloon. 

Derry down. 

The evening was bright, and the Doctor prolix, 

The House being counted contain'd twenty-six ; 

So the Speaker rose up, and cried, “ Good afternoon, 

“ Here, Ley, take my wig; I'll go see the Balloon !" 

Derry down. 

In both Palace Yards all the Senators met, 

And gazing on Heaven its cause they forget, 

Demerara, Smith, Mission, Creole and Quadroon, 

Were eclipsed in a second by Graham’s Balloon. 

Derry down. 

But what are the hopes of the great and the proud I 
The Balloon at that instant was hid in a cloud ; 

One coughed, and one hemm’d, and one w'histlcd a tune, 
And Cried, Now for Smith, since we’ve lost the Balloon!’^ 

Drrry down. 

And so they tried back, but they found that the Chair, 

Or at least its great tenant, was melted in air ! 

And as to recatching the Speaker ! as toon 

They might hope to have caught Mr. Graham’s Balloon* 

Derry dow n. 

Hume gabbled, Brougham twitched, and old Butterworth 
swore 

Such a circumstance never had liappened before ; 

And Wilberforce grinned like a common buffoon, 

To find the House up — like their friend, the Balloon. , 

Derry down. 
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On the Monday succeeding wise Lusbington rose 
A farther debate on Saint Smith to propose^ 

And he named-— sad disaster ! the same afternoon 
As Graham had fixed for— another Balloon ! 

Derry down. 

But the Saints, when they knew it, fear’d lest this mischance 
Should again lead the House such a whimsical dance— 
So they wrote olF to Graham, and begged, as a boon, 
Tliat till Parliament’s up, he’ll postpone his Balloon. 

Derry down. 

John Bull. 


SUPERSTITION OF THE KING OF NAPLES. 

JiADY Morgan relates, in her work on Italy, 
tliat the King of Kaples never goes forth for the 
rhace without arming himself with a heron’s foot, 
which be places in his button-hole, as the most 
«‘lfective charm against the Motiacolo (the Nea- 
politan hobgoblin), or against the ill-luck of 
meeting an old woman or priest, as he crosses 
the threshold— both ill-omens for the day. When 

Lord came to an audience to take leave of 

his Majesty, on his return to England, the King 
told him ho had a little bouquet d’adieu for him ; 
and when his Lordship probably dreamed of a 
gold snuff-box, with the Royal face set round 
with brilliants on the lid, he was presented with 
the heron’s foot, as a spell against r11 accidents 
in an English fox-chace, and a remembrance of 
Royal friendship and Neapolitan field-sports. 

Chronicle* 
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AN INFANT AT HOME. 

Brest, Brest !” said His Royal Highness 
the Duke of Gloucester, to an humble friend, 
(who shaU be nameless), where's Brest?” 

In France, Sir,” was the answer. 

That's odd — very odd, that they have sent 
him there,” said His Royal Highness; and he 
put his elbows on the breakfast table, and began 
to think as much as he possibly could. 

Who, Sir ?” timidly inquired His Royal High- 
ness's companion. 

Miguel — Miguel — the Infant of Portugal,” 
was the answer. 

Quite proper, I think. Sir, with submission,” 
replied the humble companion, jocosely — no- 
thing can be more natural. Sir, than to send an 
infant to breasV* 

Very true,” said the Duke, seriously — 1 did 
not think of that before,” 

His Royal Highness is not a person to be joked 
with. 

John BnU, 


SHAKSPEARE MENDED AND ^fODERNIZKD. 


BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. 


The fairy halls, the lofty pinnacles, 

The spreading woodlands, the urent purse itself, 

Yea, all that it containeth, shall be spent. 

And, like the leanness of a spendthrift’s wallet, 

Leave not a rap behind. 

Man of LtlUrx, 
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THE BACHELOR’S SOLILOQUF. 

% 

A PARODY. 

^Iarrv, or not to marry ? That is the question — 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to sufter 
Tlie sullen silence of these cobweb rooms, 

Or seek in festive halls sonic cheerful dame, 

And, by uniting, end it. To live alone — 

Xo more! And by marrying, say we end 
'Fhe heart-ache, and those throes and make-shifts 
Bachelors are heirs to. 'Tis a consummation ' ' 
Devoutly to be wished. ^ 

To marry — to live iti peace — 

Perchance in war : aye, there’s the rub; 

Tor in the nnn’riago state what ills may come. 

When we have shuflUed olT our liberty, 

^lust give us pause. There’s the respect 
'fliat makes us dread the bonds of wedlock ; 

I'or who could bear the noise of scolding wives, 

'I'lie Ills of spleen, th* extmvagancc of dr^s, 

The thirst for plays, lor concerts, and for balls; 

'Fhe insolence of servants, and the spurns 
Fhiit patient husbands from their consorts take, 

Wlieu he himself might his quietus gain. 

By living single. 

Who would wish to boar 
'Fla •••ring mime of Bachelor, 

But that the dread of something after marriage, 
f Ah, that vast expenditure of income, 

'FliC tongue can scarcely tell), puzzles the wiK, 

And makes us rather choose the single life, 

'Fhaii go to g'lol foi debts we know not of! 

Kooiiomy thus makes Buchers of us still. 

And thus our melancholy resolution 

Ifi still increased upon more various tlK3ught. 

Herald. 


o5 
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CAT^T AND HYPOCRISY. 

The following letter was written by Lord 
Orford, in answer to an application made to him to 
become President of the Nonj^dch Bible Society : 

"" SiR — £ am surprized and annoyed by the 
contents of your letter — surprized, because my 
well-known character should have exempted me 
from such an application— and ajanoyed, because 
it obliges me to have even this communication 
with you. 

i have long been addicted to the gaming- 
table ; I have lately taken to the turf; I fear 1 
frequently blaspheme; but 2 have never dhtri- 
Imfed religious tracts. All this was well known 
to you and your society ; notwithstanding which, 
you think me a fit person for your president ! God 
forgive your byj'<ocrisy ; I would ratlier live in tin 
land oi sinners y ('tan with such saints! 

f am, &c. &c/' John Bull, 


ON ONE WHO WAS RUINEt) BY GAINING A 
LAWSUIT. 

Whoe’er takes couitsjel of liis friend?, 

Will ne’er take counsel of the law ; 

Whate’er his raeaiib, whate’er his ends, ^ ^ 

Still he shall no udvanSlge draw. , ^ 

Justice in vain may urge her plea. 

May show that ail is right and lair ; 

The lawyer, too, has iiad his fee, 

And gain’d your .mi^^but left you hare. 

Literary Gazette, 
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A REPLY TO THE BACHELOR’S SOLILOQUY. 

f 

BY A WIDOWBR. 

To wed, or not to wed? That is the question— 

Whether 'tis nobler for human kind to fill 
The world with pledges of virtuous love, 

Or to oppose the laws of God and man, 

And crowd the earth with spurious offspring ? 

To live, to love — yes, more, and have that love return’d, 
Cures every heart-ache, and the thousand shocks 
** Bachelors are heks to.*' *Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be priz'd. To live, to love. 

And have that love return’d, is bliss complete ! 

Tor in that virtuous love what joys do come, 

When we have shuffled off our daily toil, > 

Present themselves ! There’s the delight 
'I'hat makes the wedded state so happy in this life. 

To see the smiles, and hear the lispyig notes 
Of those sweet darlings of our virtuous love ; 
lo trace the features, and behold in miniature 
The object of our life, is life indeed. 

To crown the whole— who would forego 

That sweet communion — that intercourse of soul— 

'I'biit social interest, and that wise economy, 

W'hich reign predominant in the marriage state— 

When he might all those blessings gain 
By be. ig married? 

Who would not wish to bear 
'I’Le pleasing name of Husband— 

Knjoy a fortune, reputation, health, 

With clierubs sweet, and partner dear as life, 
llKin liv^ dissipation — puzzles not man, 

But ma^s the Bachelor his mies change 
For those fine names whicblmw he only knows. 

Thus matrimony shines conspicuous still, 

And thus the fair one's resolution 

Is still increased upon those virtuous thoughts. 


Herald. 
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THE TRAITOR ARNOLD. 

The traitor Arnold possessed^ undoubtedly^ 
animal courage; he could stand before a bat- 
tery, and call on his men to advance. He was 
once at a royal levee, directly after the close of 
the American war, when he was intioduc<jd to 
an English lord, as the American General Ar- 
nold. What, the traitor Arnold f ’ exclaimed 
the Nobleman, turning on his heel with disgust. 
A challenge was given by the General — accepted 
by his antagonist, who received Jiis fire, and dis- 
charged his own pistol in the air. “ Why do you 
not return the fire?’* exclaimed the General. — 
Because I am not an executioner,” replied tht 
Nobleman, folding his arms, and looking dis- 
dainfully over one shoulder at his antagonist, as 
he walked sullenly from the ground. 

Chroniett. 


A COMPLIMENT QUIZZED. 

AcEis rLKMVN walking in the Helds with a 
lad.y, picked a blue hell — and taking out his pencil, 
wrote the following lines, which, with the flower, 
he presented to the lady : 

Tlii.s pretty flower, of lieuvculy hue, 

Mu.st surely be allied to you; y 

For you, dear ^irl, uryheaveuty loo. 3 

To which the lady replied : 

If, Sir, your compliment be true, 

Fm) aorry that / so l/luc. 


BeWs Life in Londotu 
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EPILOGUE 

TO “PlllDE SHALL HAVE A FALL." 

To the following whimsical trifle (by another 
hand, we believe), and some popular hits at the 
dandy 10th, who had just then made themselves 
very ridiculous, the author was principally in- 
debted for the success of one of the most incon- 
gruous mixture»' of dramatic ollipodridas that 
ever appeared under the miscalled title of Co- 
medy. We annex the names of the pcrfoimers 
characterized in Mr. Yates’s imitatiQns, whilst 
speaking it : 

( He htirrics iti ) , 

Ladich and Gentlmen ! — t^uite out of breath — 

'Fen thousand pardons I — toas*d, star'd, talk'd to death — 

Found it scarce possible to ^et away — 

Those Green-room persons — monstrous deal to say — 

Queens, heroes, ^^liosts, priests, ploughmen— in full swing 
I’ll give you some — few— touches of the thing. 

IMITATIONS. 

Yoiin ^ — A Comedy ! A new-born miracle ! 

Coints ’t with airs from heaven, or Masts from hell? 

Is it a spirit of liealth, or goblin damned ? 

Fawcett — Poh, fudge and nonsense! are tlie Boxes crainiu’d? 
ITar/cj / — riie Pit has had a faiiuiiig match and figlit; 

Of course, you'll have it acted every night. 

Fawcett — Boy ! print lo-morrou's bills — No standing room;'* 
And an order for a ycd^to come** 

Mrs, Davenport — lias it no -scandal in 't? No lord’s jobation? 

No lady-bird? No crim-concatein.tion ? 

Furren — See Act tlie Fifth. That * elevates — surprises.' 

Blanc hard^^‘ 1 tliink it falls" — 

Farren-^- « You mean, Sir— rises, rises.’' 
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Blanchard — 'Tis passable — His next— perhaps, will mend. 
Parrcn-— 'Tis passable! (A d — d good-natured friend !) 
Mathems^^'^o scalpings itt 't — no squaws ! iiiy friends, the Yan- 
kees, 

For ten such plavs, I guess^ wouldn^t give ten thankees. 
Co?mor— Sir, that 's a plain affront ! I like the play : 

Such nights as these. Sir, arn’t seen every day, 

Terry — Such nights! — I tell you that those things won’t tell: 
Why didn’t he dramatise St. Ronan’s Well ? 

Write wholesale from my friend Sir Walter’s page? 

Munden — The Well! Aye — ‘Real water on the stage!’ 

Why, Drury ! Zounds — He’d drown your Cataract. 
Elliston^He drown my — I’ll but state one stubborn fact : 

Ladies and Gentlemen !— These fifty years— 

Lend me your ears fsuch of you as have ears) — 

That piece shall run ! — I always speak my mind — 

The water is the way to raise the wind! 

And, since I’ve wet, I’ll dry the British nation; 

My benefit night’s— the general conjlagraiion ! 

D’ye think the author has a knack for rhyme ? 
ril make him iMureate of the Pantomime. 

Jlfflcmidy— Ilis cast is good ! — The man need have no fear. 

Were but ‘ my daughter, my Virginia,’ here. 

Rayner-^l lute Victoria! She’s iny heart— my hife, 

Tuch her who dare— She’d make a pratty woife! 

Incledon — “ May my marc slip her shoulder, but Fll take 
The yung \in!^ 

Brahum-^ GentJeiiien ! for Shak^peare’s sake, 
i.Lave us our nightingales !— We want them all — 

FalstafF him self without th<*m now must fail, 
ifean— Shakspeare to music ! Every inch .■ king! 

‘Richai'd is hoarse.’ I’ll choak before I’h sing. 

At length escajied,— myself again,— alone,— 

I supplicate at beauty’s naUve throne. 

By the high splendours of our ancient day ; 

By those we’ve seen, and wept to see— decay; 

By our— by mankind’s Sheridan ! whose tomb 
Is scarcely closed !— 

But no— no thoughts of gloom ; 
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Again comes Comedy ! So long untried : 

Give her your smiles ! — 

The victory’s on our side. 

Your smiles have won the day ! — ^Thanks each and all: 
Now, now indeed— “Onr pride shall Imve no fall." 

Belt s Life in London. 


CLOSE AFFECTION, 

Milton, ia his Samson Agoimtes, in a very 
in-uxorious spirit, calls a wife — 

“ A thorn intestine 
Far within defensive arras, 

A cleaving mischief.” 

With many more such names, signifying at once 
adhesion and annoyance. This diatribe was 
called to our mind by the following paragraph, 
from TTie Bristol Mercury, which, though it may 
I)c founded on a juster theory than that of Milton, 
doth savour of the doubtful : 

Rare Instance of Conjugal Affection. 
— An instance of real and permanent conjugal 
affection was produced in evidence at the So- 
merset Scs.sions, which has never perhaps been 
paralleled in tlie annals of humanity. In an appeal 
cause, a woman, who was there as a witness, 
.swore that she had never '^ost sight of her husband 
for twelve hours together, at any one time, either 
day or night, during a period of fifty years. 

Chronicle, 
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CUT OUT AND OUT. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXf. 

Mr. George Flim was brought up from 
St. Martin’s watch-house, charged with having 
incurred hackney-coach fares to the amount of 
thirty shillings, without the means of paying one 
single farthing. 

Mr. George Flim is a young gentleman who 
has squandered his whole summer whilst 
Twas May;” he has lived so fast, that he has 
out-lived his means and the patience of his 
friends ; and he was brought forward to answer 
the present thirty-shilling demand, without 
cither hat, waistcoat or money; — a very awk- 
ward predicament for a young gentleman of good 
address and highly respectable connections.*^ 
But what then ? — he has seen Life,” and dum 
vivimus vivamw. is a motto not to be snifted at, 
whilst there arc milling matches, and rat-hunts, 
and strumpets to be had, cither for iip^ on lick^ 
or in charity. 

On the present occasion, it appears he had 
been taking his ease in his inn,” somewhere 
near Charing-cross, and feeling himself comfort- 
ably tucked out, he wished to N o,” said 

mine host, can’t stand that — mutton-chops 
are mutton-chops now-a-days, and if you can’t 
pay I must have pawn.” Now the most gentle- 
manly pawn in >siich cases, is a watch or a snuff- 
box, or a brilliant, or even an umbrella — pro- 
vided -it be a silk one; but '•Mr. George Flim 
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had none of these superfluities^ and therefore 
he ofiered his waistcoat. Let us sec it 
said mine host ; and Mr. George Flim peeled ; 
handed the waistcoat to the over-particular 
landlord ; buttoned up his blue coat^ a la Sir 
Robert, and looked quite as well without a waist- 
coat as with one. But mine host did not much 
admire the waistcoat ; it was rather run to seed, it 
was out of nap, and unwashed, and in his opi- 
nion by no means a sufficient pawn. What 
was to be done? A decentish bandana might 
have answered the purpose, but unluckily Mr. 
George Flim happened at that moment to be ban- 
dana-less, and to say the truth, altogether un- 
handkerchiefed. Then as to a shirt, that was 
neither here nor there, as Phelim O'Gorman said 
by his modesty, or a shirt might have been 
useful in such an emergency ; for there are gen- 
tlemen in town who do sometimes make shift 
tQ turn a shirt to account in this way. Sq, 
as neither shirt nor bandana was in the way," 
Mr. George Flim relinquished the lid of his 
knowledge box, as the thing he could most con- 
veniently do without; — the said box containing 
nothing of value. This done, he called a hack- 
ney-coach, and sallied forth, sans chapedu, sans 
veste, and without one penny in his pocket, to 
look up his friends for a replenishment. It was 
about four o’clock in the afternoon when he thus 
sallied forth, and the coachman drove him about 
and about to seventeen difierent friends without 
the slightest success ; some of them were from 
home ; some of them were unfortunately without 
loose cash ; and some of them could not awhile 
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to talk to Mr. George Film. This bein^ the 
case, the coachman began, as he said, to “ smell 
a rat,” and determined to get rid of him as soon 
as possible ; and so he turned Mr. George Film 
over to another coachman of hi.s acquaintance, 
who drove him about to some two doxeu other 
friends, with as little success as the first had done ; 
and then, becoming tired of the job, he drove 
Mr. George Flim to the watch-house, where 
he left him in pawn for both fares — amounting to 
thirty shillings as aforesaid. 

These matters having been stated to the Ma- 
gistrate, Mr. George Flim was asked what 
he had to say in his defence ; and he acknow- 
ledged that the demand of the coachman was a 
very just one, and he w'ould pay it, but unfor- 
tunately be was not in a condition to pay it 
at present. He assured his Worship that he was 
a gentleman, and he would pledge his'honour for 
the payment as soon as it was in his power. 

His Worship told him the only pledge that 
could be received in this case was his person ; 
which must inevitably remain impawned until 
the money was paid. Ho was sorry, ho added, 
to commit a gentleman to prison for such a 
paltry sum, but he must do so, unless he could 
procure the money by sending to his friends. 

Mr. George Flim said be would send to a 
particular friend with whom he had no doubt he 
should succeed; and in the mean time bo was 
perfectly willing to remain in pawn. 

There was so much gentlemanly resignation in 
his demeanour, that his Worship directed he 
should remain in the watch-houao instead of 
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being committed to the common gaol ; and he 
was sent thither accordingly. Next day it was 
communicated to the Magistrate, that Mr. George 
Flim was in danger of famishing in his con- 
finement, there being no allowance of food at 
the watch-house, and he having nothing where- 
withal to purchase any. Upon hearing this, his 
Worship kindly directed that Mr. George Flim 
should be furnished with bread and cheese, and 
porter, at his cost. Still the money was not 
forthcoming, and at last his Worship sent for 
Mr. George Flim, and urged him to write to 
his friends. Certainly,” said Mr. George Flim, 
and he instantly wrote to Mr. Greenwood, the 
army agent ; in which note the Magistrate had 
so much faith, that he sufi'ered Mr, George Flim 
to go at large, upon his pledging bis honour to 
return on the following day ; and Mr. Richmond 
(one of the clerks of this office)— not to be be- 
hind his Worship in liberality, very politely lent 
Mr. George Flim a very stylish white hat; 
which hat Mr. George Flim pledged some 
more of bis honour to return when he called next 
day. The note was delivered to Mr. Greenwood, 
who returned thirty shillings by the bearer, say- 
ing that was the last money Mr. George Flim 
should ever have from him, and he desired never 
to see or hear from him again. This thirty 
shillings was divided between the two hackney 
coachmen; but, as Mr. George Flim forgot 
to redeem the honour he had pledged at this 
office, the Magistrate eventually remained minus 
the bread and cheese and porter, and Mr. Rich- 
mond bis chapeau blanc. Herald. 
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THE DESERTED WIFE. 

lie comes not — I have watched the moon go down, 

But yet he comes not — Once it was not so. 

He thinks not how these bitter tears do flow', 

The while he holds his riot in that town. 

Yet he will come, and chide, and I shall w'eep ; 

And he will wake my infant from its sleep, 

To blend its feeble w»ailing with niy tears. ' 

O ! how I love a mother's watch to keep. 

Over those sleeping eyes, that smile, which cheers 
My heart, though sunk in sorrow, fixed and deep. 

1 had a husband once, who loved me — now 
He ever wears a frown upon his brow. 

And feeds his passion on a wanton’s lip, 

As bees, from laurel flowers, a poison sip; 

But yet 1 cannot hate — O I there w'ere hours, 

VVhon I could Ijang for ever on his eye, 

And time, who stole wdlh silent swiftness by, 

Strewed, as he hurried on, his path with flowers. 

I loved him then — he loved me too— My heart 
Still finds its fondness kindle, if he smile; 

I’he memory of our loves will ne’er depart ! 

And though he often sting me widi a dart, 

Veiioined and barbed, and w'aste upon the vile 
Cai‘(‘sscs, whlrh his babe and mine should share; 

'J'hough he should spurn me, I will calmly bear 
His madness — and should sickness come, and hay 
Its paralyzing hand upon him, then 
I would, with kindness, nil my wrongs repay, 

Until the penitent should weep ami say, 

IJow injured, and how faithful I had been. 

Hxaminer, 


FRENCH WIT. 

A proprietor of rentes said, M. de S. do you 
know what difference there is between M. de 
Rothschild and Herod ?— What? It is that Herod 
was the King of the Jews, and Rothschild the 
Jew of the Kings. Chronicle, 
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OH! WHAT A STORY 

OR, MARTIN V. CHIVERS. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXIl. 

Mr. Charles Chivers was charged before 
G. R. Minshull, Esq. and Lord Mountford, with 
beating and mobbing one Mr. Aminadab Martin 
— against the peace of our Sovereign Lord the 
King, his Crown and dignity. 

Mr. Charles Chivers is a youthful supernumc- 
rar\ compositor, or gentleman supe” in a 
printing establishment. Mr. Aminadab Martin 
is a stitcher of neat’s leather, for the i’cet of the 
King’s lieges, by day, and a dispenser of bills of 
the play by night; — a very harmless, curly- 
headed, and, seemingly, ill-used little personage, 
in a snuff-coloured coat. 

Mr. Aminadab Martin opened the business by 
stating his case ; and it appeared thereby, that 
as he, the said Aminadab, was sedulously selling 
his play-bills the other evening, Mr. Charles 
Chivers came up to him, with arms a-kimbo, 
and plainly told him, the said Aminadab, that 
he was a dirty, disagreeable, detrimental little 
devil — a foul-mouthed, evil-speaking, sanctified, 
and cantankerous coxcomb; and that he, the 
said Charles Chivers, had a very good mind to 
twist his nose off, in proof thereof. It appeared 
further, that the said Aminadab requested the 
said Charles not to put himself in such a passion 
— inasmuch as he w^as totally uncottseious of 
having offended him, and was, therefore, by no 
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means deserving of having his nose twisted off 
as aforesaid. But nevertheless the said Charles 
agitated himself more and more — declaring, that 
the said Aminadab was all those queer things 
which he had called him, and a coward to boot — 
unless he would immediately peel and turn to. 
Finally, it appeared that the said Aminadab, 
instead of turning tOy turned tail, and fled, pur- 
sued by a mob of shouting boys, and the said 
Charles Chivers bumping him behind until he 
took refuge in the sanctuary of his own house — 
panting and frighted almost out of his wits. 

And pray what could be his motive for thu.'» 
attacking you?"’ asked the Magistrate, when 
Aminadab Martin had concluded his narrative. 

Upon my soul and body!” replied little 
Aminadab — I know no more than the pen in 
your Worship’s hand.” 

NoW’ your Worship,” said Mr. Charles Chi- 
vers, if Mr. Martin has done, 1 will tell you 
all about it, from the very beginning.” He then 
took by the hand a very pretty girl who was 
standing behind him, and leading her forward, 
still holding the daiiiscl I y the hand, he pro- 
ceeded : This lady is ray wife, your Worship* 
She is the daughter of the lady in whose house, 

I and my mother, and Mr. Martin and his mother, 
resided. 1 paid my addresses to her, and she 
listened to me, and we married — as your Wor- 
ship may naturally suppose.” 

Indeed,” said his Worship, interrupting him, 

I should suppose no such thing; for neither of 
you seem inorc than eighteen years old I” 

Aye — that’s what I say !” exclaimed Mr. 
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Aminadab Martin: and, his Worship having 
told Amiuadab he had better say nothing, Mr. 
Charles Chive rs went on : — We are young, your 
Worship, it can't be denied; but that's not the 
question ; and we may be as true to each other, 
and understand matrimony as well as older 
folks.” His Worship smiled, and the blushing 
Mrs. Chivers squeezed her husband's hand — as 
much as to say, do get on with your story. So 
he went on and said — It so happened that Mr. 
Martin paid bis addresses to her at the same 
time that I did ; but she would not listen to him, 
though he actually ofl*ered her two sovereigns if 
she would only marry him!” 

^^Oh ! — what a story T exclaimed the indig- 
nant Aiuinadab — your Worship, upon — my — 
word— and honour, she was always oncomrnon 
coming till Mr. Chivers came to live^ in out 
house; and then it was all my eye wit^ me! — 
She was so fond of me, your Worship, before he 
came, that she went out to buy the weddun ring 
herself! Now didn’t you, Charlotte?” 

Charlotte blushed — rather consciously; but 
she did not vouchsafe a reply to the tender 
appeal; and Lord Mountford asked Aminadab, 
why, when the lady had bought the ring, he did not 
apply it to the purpose for which it was bought? 

NaA, now,” replied Aminadab, it’s very 
cruel, Sir, to joke onsicA subjects.” 

Mr. Charles Chivers once more resumed his 
narrative, and said, that Aminadab was so angry 
with Charlotte for marrying him, that he took 
every opportunity of slandering her character ; 
and had even gone so far as to sa;;^ to one Mr. 
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Tibbs — Aye, Charley Chivers has got her at 
last — but he has only got my W !” 

Oh! what a story T again exclaimed Ami- 
nadab — “ your Worship, I never said any sic^ 
thing. All I said was as thisf that Charley 

Chivers had a little habby by Betsy little 

Betsy you know; — I forgot her name — but he 
had a little babby by her ; and all as I said was, 
that it was a very great shame. And so it was 
your Worship — now wasn’t it? — ’specially when 
he was come a courting to Charlotte ?” 

Mr. Chivers said this was of a piece with Ami- 
nadab’s other slanders. But,” added he, 1 
beat him for slandering my wife: and I hope 
your Worship will think he deserved it.” 

The Magistrate told Mr. Chivers that, however 
he might be provoked by Mr. Martin, he was not 
to take the law into his own hands, and beat him. 
He might have had his action for the slander, 
and there was no doubt he would hav<^ l>btained 
justice. w 

Justice!” exclaimed Aminadab; it is not 
justice he wants, your Worship. He w^ants to 
knock me about Just as he would a dog; for 
when he came up to me so venyeously in the 
street, and I said to him, ^ Can’t it be done 
without fighting ? there’s just ice to be had with- 
out that,’ said I; he said, n justice! give 
Justice to puppy dogs ! I’ll have satisfaction.’ ” 

Mr. Charles Chivers was now proceeding to 
enter into an explanation of this very irreverent 
exclainalion of his ; but the Magistrate dismissed 
the matter by recommending Mr. Aminadab 
Martin to restrain his tongue, and Blr. Charles 
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Chivcrs to keep his fists to himself: aod, in 
order that the said Charles might remember the 
recommendation, he directed that the wanaut 
•should be suspended over him in terrorm. 

Herald. 


LEGITIMACY IN PERFECTION. 

The following Ode from the Timbuctoo An- 
thology, in the New Monthly Magazine, breathes 
a delightful spirit of poetry and loyalty. It is 
worthy of the Poet Laureate of central Africa, 
by whom it is said to have been written : 

flloo! Tamarama bow now ! 

Slainarambo-jug ! !' 
ilurraji ! for the Son of the Sun ! 

Hurrah ! for tlio Brother of tlic Moon ! 

I’liroiighout all the world there is none 
bike Quashiboo the only one 

Descended from the Great Baboon, Baboon, 
Descended from the Great Baboon*. 

Buffalo of Buffaloes, and Bull of Bulls ! 

He sits on a throne of his enemies’ skulls ; 

A. id if he wants others to play at foot-ball, 

Ours are at his service-*all ! all ! all ! 

Hugaboo-jah ! Hugaboo-joo ! 

Hail to the Royal Quashiboo, 

Emperor and Lord of Tinabuctoo !*' 

Their principal Idol, whose Temple adjoins the Palace. 


Chronicle* 
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S\M Rogers he died, Sam Rogers was buried. 
His friends they lurnented amain ; 

Sam Rogers’s shade over Styx was ferried. 

And yet he comes back again. 

Charon’s ferry f have not seen, 

Xor dead nor buried am f, 

Hut over the water to FiMiice £Ve been. 

To France and to ItaJy. 

And I have written my travels all. 

And tlie pleasures a trav’ller secures ; 

liuw the Golden Sun was rny liousc* ol'cali. 
Kept by one Peggj' of Tours. 

* Vnd hungry I um, and thirsty I am 
And hither am I come : 

Here to feast, and here to cram, 

In ‘ my little native home.’ 

^ And then I must sec iny banker’s book. 

And then to »r*y home 1 must iiie, 

For Jt gives me jov on my picture's tt> look, 

Aiid on all my i* idck-knackery.” 

m 

Cady of Kensh.-ion sat in stal# , 

And she lookt d round about, 

Jill she saw each guest before lus piate. 

And loud was the revel rout. 

I.atly look’d east, and never ceusM, 

The Cady look’d north and soutJi, 

And she was aware dead Rogers sat there. 

With some hash’d calve’s-head in his mouth ! 

iiiscoat was rusty, his trowsers grey, 

Ilis waistcoat of sallron dye; 

Aial still he muttered and stuff’d away, 

Ever, and speedily ! 
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Dead Rogers look’d white^ dead Rogers look’d pale, 
Dead Rogers he look’d dismal and blue ; 

Dead Rogei*s look’d like a dolphin’s tail. 

Which cljangcs to every hue *, 

Come hither, come hither, my little foot page,” 

The Lady of Kensington said, 

Metliinks by his chin, and his looks so sage, 

’ris the poet we thought was dead.” 

Dh, mistress mine, I could swear ’tis he. 

For 1 knew his playful smile; 

J3ut wdiether c»r not you shall quickly see, 

If you mark him for a while.” 

* * 

t * •» 

Now sornt' ate much, and some ate more, 

And the song was sweetly sung, 

'Fill the page stepped forward, dead Rogers before, 
With a dish of brains and tongue. 

Tiic poet he raised his long, pule, cliiu 
From olVhis heaving breast. 

And he twisted his mouth lo a ghastly grin, 

As he thus his mind express’d 
\o brains I want, pert page, of thee!” 

And his voice grew harsh and rough. 

And the company all may plainly see 
I'hat I have got tongue enough !” 

\ s' hen tlie guests they heard those magic words, 
They started amazed with fear. 

For they knew of none, but dead Rogers alone. 
Whose wit was so sharp and clear. 

Then the Lady of Kensington called her Lord, 

Who * * * * 

• » * * 

^ ir * f 


* — « Dies like a dolphin, and its tints decay , 

riic last still loveliest, till ’tis gone and all is 

LORD BYAOtf, 


v2 


Joint HuH, 



ST. VALENTINE’S DAY. 


“ Now Andrew, Anthony, and William, 

For Valentine draw Prae,Kate, Julian.*' 

POOR robin's almanack for 1670 . 

The rural tradition, that birds choosing theii 
mates on this day gave rise to the custom ol 
drawing Valentines, has been a favourite idea 
with our poets, from Chaucer to the present time. 
That ancient bard supposes nature thus to ad- 
dress the feathered choir on the fourteenth ot 
February : — 

Ye know well, how on St. Valentine^s day, 

By my statute and through my governaunce, 

Ve doe chuse your mates, and alter Ihe away 
With them as I pricke you with pleasaumx*. 

Shakspoare, also, alludes to the saniq notion 
in his Midsummer Night’s Dream. The cere- 
mony of this day, however, has been attributed 
to various sources, besides the tradition men- 
tioned. The legend itself of St. V^alentine, a 
Presbyter of the church, who was beheaded 
under the Emperor Claudius, contains nothing 
winch couid give origin to the custom ; notwith- 
standing the inference drawn by Wheatley, in In's 
illustration of the Common Prayer, that "MVoin 
the great love and charity of that Saint, the cus- 
tom of choosing Valentines upon *his festival 
(which is still practised) look its rise.” For 
were not all Saints ftimous for their love and 
charity? And surely the writer does not mean 
that we should understand the word love, as 
imi>lying gallantry! 
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Another opinion, that because^ ghosts were 
formerly thought to walk on the night of this 
day, or about this time, that gallantry had, 
at the Reformation, taken up an idea which 
superstition had been compelled to drop, is 
equally unsatisfactory; since we have unques- 
tionable authority from tlie Paston Correspond 
<f fence, that the custom of choosing Valentines was 
common in the reign of Edward TV. Margaret 
Brew, in a letter printed in Sir John Feinrs col- 
lection of these curious' documents, dated Fe- 
bruary, 147G, addresses it to her “ Right wel)^ 
beloved Valentine John Paston, Esq.” The letter 
itself contains the genuine dictates of the heart 
of a young lady deeply in love, and apprehensive 
that her father will not give her such a fortune 
on her marriage as the gentleman who paid his 
addresses to her expected, she therefore fears tlie 
contin^^ance of his affection, but assures him of 
hers : — 

llyght reverende and worschipful, and my 
right well-beloved Volunfyne, I rccomainde me 
unto you full heretely, desyring to here of you# 
wellfare, Vvhich I beseche Almighty God long for 
to preserve unto hys plesur, and your herts 
desyr.” 

’J'hc style of the whole, though obsolete, is 
extremely tender, and could not bo easily ex- 
ceeded by a Valentine of the present day. She 
tells him, if it pleases him to here of her well- 
fare, she is not in good health of body, nor berte, 
nor shall be tyll she hears from hym.” And 
iinishes by desiring him to destroy her letter 
when be has read it, as she would on no ac- 
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count have any one know what she has written to 
him. 

Lydgate, the monk of Bury, in some compli- 
mentary verses on Catherine, Queen of Henry V., 
says, 

Seyi)t Valentine of custome ycere by ycere^ 

Men have an usance in this regioun 
To loke and serclie Cupid's kalendere, 

And eliose theyr choyse by grcte alfeccion. 

Wharton also, in his History of English Poetry, 
lias given ns a specimen of a curious French Va- 
lentine, composed by Gower, the contemporary 
oi Chaucer. Charles Duke of Orleans, father of 
f^oiiis XII., when a prisoner in England, com- 
posed some verses in honour of this festival ; and 
4)ther allusions are made to it by early writers, 
sufficient to prove the origin of the custom to be 
long anterior to the period stated. 

Some have asserted this to have been an ob- 
servance peculiar to Carnival time, which oc- 
curred anciently at this season of the year, when 
it was usual for vast numbers of Knights to visit 
the courts of Europe, where they entertained the 
ladies with pageantry and tournaments. Kach 
lady, at these magnificent feats, selected, we are 
told, a Knight, who engaged to serve her for a 
Avholc year, and to perform whatever she chose* 
to command. One of the ncvcr-failiug coiivse- 
queiices of the engagement was an injunction to 
tnnploy his muse in the celebration of his mis- 
tress; and hence the custom of writing and send- 
ing verses and love-letters on this day. 

Menage, in his Etymological Dictionary, has 
accounted for the term Valentine, by stating that 
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Madame Royalc, daughter of King Henry IV. of 
France, having built a palace near Turin, which, 
in honour of the Saint, then in high esteem, she 
called the Valentine ^ at the first entertainment 
which she gave in it, was pleased to order that 
the ladies should receive their lovers for the year 
by lots, reserving to herself the privilege of being 
independent of chance, and of choosing her own 
partner. At the various balls which this gallant 
Frinccss gave during the year, it was directed 
that each lady should receive a nosegay from her 
lover, and that at every tournament, the Knight's 
trappings for his horse should be furnished by his 
allotted mistress, w ith this proviso, that the prize 
obtained should be hcr’s. This custom, says 
Menage, occasioned the parties to be called V^a- 
.leiitiiics. 

A writer of the early part of the seventeenth 
century tolls us, (hat at this I’eslivai the men used 
to make the w osnen presents, as, upon another 
occasion, the women used to do to the men; but 
that presents w ere to that day made reciprocally 
in Scotland. To which Pennant, in his tour to 
that country, adds, that in February young per- 
sons draw Valentines, and from thence collect 
their future fortunes in the nuptial state, 
fn the British Apollo (1708) we read 

Why Valentines, a clay to choose 
A mistress and our freedom lose ? 

May I niy reason interpose. 

The question with an answer close ? 

To imitate wc have a mind, 

And couple like the winged kind. 

And in the same work, vol. ii. (1709), is this 
farther illustration of the subject : — 
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** Quest , — In choosing Valentines (according to 
custom), is not the party choosing (be it man or 
woman) to make a present to the party chosen?’' 

— We think it more proper to say draw- 
ing Valentines, since the most customary way is 
for eacli to take his or her lot; and chance can- 
not be termed choice. According to this method, 
the obligations are equal, and tlicrcforc it was 
formerly the custom mutually to present; but 
now it is customary only for the gentleman/’ 

Grose explains Valentine to mean the lirst 
woman seen by a man, or man seen by a woman, 
on St. Valentine’s day, the 14th of February. 

Perhaps Mr. Douce’s conjecture, in his Illus- 
trations of Shakspeare, that the custom oi’ Va- 
lentines is a relict of Paganism, is the most pro- 
bable. It was the practice of ancient Home,” 
observes that gentleman, during a great part ol’ 
the month of Februaiy, to celebrate tlic Luper^ 
valia, which wen* feasts in honour of Pan and 
•luiio, whence the latter deity was named Fe- 
hruata, Fehrualis, and FehrmUa, On this occa- 
sion, amidst a variety of ccrcnionios, the names of 
every young woman were put into a box, from 
which they were drawn by the men as chance 
directed. The jjastors of the early Christian 
church, who, by every possilde aieans, endea- 
voured to eradicate the vestiges ol Pagan super- 
stitions, and chiefly by some commutation ol 
their forms, substituted, in the present instance, 
the names of particular saints, instead of those 
of the woman ; and, as the festival of the Luper- 
calia commenced about the middle of February, 
they appear to have chosen St. Valentine’s Day 
for celebrating the new feast, because it occuiTcd 
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yrearly at the same time. This is in part Butler’s 
opinion in his Lives of the Saints. It should 
seem, however, that it was utterly impossible to 
extirpate altogether any ceremony to which the 
common people had been much accustomed ; a 
fact which it were easy to prove, in tracing the 
origin of various other popular superstitions ; 
and accordingly, the outline of the ancient cere- 
monies was preserved, but modilied by some 
adaptation to the Christian system. It is rea- 
sonable to suppose that the above practice of 
c hoosing mates would gradually become reci- 
procal in the sexes ; and that all persons so 
chosen, would be called Valentines, from the day 
on which the ceremony took place.” 

The modes of ascertaining the Valentine for 
(he year, were nearly the same formerly as at pre- 
sent; they consisted either in drawing lots on 
Valentine’s Eve, or in considering the person 
whom you met early iu the following morning as 
die destined object. In the former case, the 
names of a certain number of the lair sex were, 
by an equal number of the other, put into a 
vase, which, for the tiiim, was termed their Va- 
k and was considered as predictive of their 
mture fortune in marriage ; in the second, there 
was usually some little contrivance adopted, in 
order that tfie favoured object, wdien such ex- 
isted, might be first seen. To this custom Shak- 
speare refers, when he represents Ophelia, in her 
distraction, singing— 

Good moiTosv, ’tis Saint Valentine’s day, 

All in the morning betimo, 

And I a maid at your window, 

To be your Valentine^ 
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In the Connoisseur we find a curious species 
of divination, as practised on Valentine’s Day, 
or Eve, which some of our fair youthful readers 
may not be displeased to be acquainted with ; it 
is supposed to be a communication from a young- 
lady to the author: — 

Last Friday was Valentine’s day, and the 
night before I got five bay leaves, and pinned 
four of them to the four corners of my pillows, 
and the fifth to the middle; and then, if I dreamed 
of my sweetheart, Betty said we should be mar- 
ried before the year was out. But to make it 
moie sure, T boiled an egg hard, and took out the 
yolk and filled it with salt; and when I went to 
bed, ate it, shell and all, without speaking or 
drinking after it. Wc also wrote our lovers’ 
names upon bits of paper, and rolled them up in 
clay, and put them into water, and the first that 
rose up was to be our Valentine — would you 
think it! Mr, Bloosom was my man! I lay a-bed, 
and shut ray eyCvS all the moriiing, till he came 
to our house, for 1 would not have seen any other 
man before liim for all the world.” 

The practice of setting cross-legged, and send- 
ing presents to the person chosen, has been con- 
tinued to modern times : and w c may add a trait, 
not now obscrtfcd, perhaps, on ^he authority of 
an old English ballad, in which the lasses are 
directed to pray cross-legged to St. Valentine for 
good luck. 


Hero id. 
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THE INVITATION TO THE FETE AT HOLLY-GROVE. 

Air — “ Ohy banquet not /** 

Come, banquet licre in these shady bowers, 

Where Dukes and Lords resort to me ; 

For mine's a garden of clioicest flowers, 

And tlie goblet shall fill our hearts with glee. 

Oh, yes, we’ll have some glorious fun, 

And boozy we’ll get with rosy wine — 

And wlien we can neither walk nor run. 

On the verdant turf will we recline. 

There, where the holly's evergreen boughs 
Their prickly leaves around us shed, 

We'll brim the bowl to our former vows, 

With thanks to him whose spirit's fled : 

Dr, should some blighted old tree wave 
Its naked braiiches near the spot, 

We'll drink, as w'e think of the cheerless grave 
Where the banker sleeps — by all forgot, 

BcWs Life in London, 


A SCRAP FOR THE CREDULOUS. 

\ WKS i’KRN paper mentions the following as 
an e.^sy method of taking owls: When you dis- 
cover one on a tree, and find that it is looking 
at you, all you have to do is to move quickly 
round the tree several times, when the owPs 
attention will be so firmly fixed, that, forgetting 
the necessity of turning its body with its head, it 
will follow your motions until it wrings its head 
off !— Well done, Jonatha?i ! 


John Bull, 



ADVENTURES OF A MATHEMATICIAN. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET. -No. XXIIl. 

Three duck-legged nymphs of the Piazza 
were charged with having dc.spoiled Thoma.s 
George Lord Townsend of three sovereigns aiul 
a ten pound bank note. The damsels gave their 
iiameSj Charlotte Webb, Amelia Bennett, and 
Martha Archer; but Thomas George Lord Town- 
•send designated them, “ the feinale in blue” — 
“ the female in green” — and “ tfce'feraalc in the 
straw bonnet and clogs.” 

Thomas George Lord Townsend is not a lorO, 
but a mathematician, of small dimensions and 
large voice ; and with a three-ounce snnfl'-box in 
his right hand, and a pinch of “ Prince’s mix- 
ture” between his left thumb and finger, he de- 
tailed the adventure which led to the lo.ss of his 
money, with grea; coolness and apparent self- 
satisfaction. ' 

In the fir.st place, he described himself to be 
“ Teacher of mathematics and writing-master, at 
Mr. liyng’s I'stabli. hment. Acton-green, near 
Ealing, in the countj of Middlesex.” This dour, 
he absorbed an ample pinch of Prince’s mixture, 
and without clo.siiig his box, or waiting to disen- 
cumber his upper lip of the supernumerary par- 
ticles, he proceeded with his story; from which 
it appeared -that, as he was walking along Janies- 
•strect, Covent-garden, betwet^'four and five 
o’clock ot. the preceding afternoon, he met the 
“ female in blue,” who very kindly asked him 
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how he did ; and he as kindly asked her to take 
a glass of warm brandy and water with him. Now 
the " female in blue” was no other than Char- 
lotte Webb, otherwise Dunstable Charlotte, a 
damsel chiefly celebrated for an Ashantee physi- 
ognomy ; an unfortunate penchant for thieves and 
thievery, and an unquenchable passion for a com- 
pound Uqnew called “ gin and cloves.” She 
accepted the Mathematician s invitation to drink 
— only she stipulated for her favourite beverage ; 
and when they had taken each olf their glass, at 
the Ship Tavern in James- street, Dunstable Loth/ 
invited the Mathematician to a cup of souchong 
and crumpets, at her apartments in Seven Dials. 
'\t those apartments Dunstable f.otly, alias “ the 
Icinale in blue,” introduced the “ female in green” 
)o (he Mathematician; and when they had taken 
a very comfortable cuj) of tea, the Mathematician 
and the “ female in blue” sat down to a game at 
cribbage. They played till the Mathematician 
was utinm nineteen sij^lings; and then, having 
had cribbage enough, he proposed that they 
should go back to the Ship Tavern, and have 
some more brandy, or any thing else the ladies 
mi‘di- like better. Just at this moment the “ fc- 
iiiale in the straw bonnet and clogs” dropped in, 
and they all adjourned to the Ship Tl’avcru togc- 
t{,cr— the female in blue, the female in green, and 
the female in the straw bonnet and clogs, all in 
a row, arm in arm, and the Mathematician in 
Iront, gallantlyJlB^ftding the way. 

Arrived at thi?'Ship Tavern, each called for 
>' niiat liked them best,” viz. the female in blue, 
gill and cloves; the female in green, gin and pep- 
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permint ; and the femalp in the straw bonnet and 
clogs^ a modicum of pure max; and the Matbeina- 
tician> brandy slightly diluted. Glass after glass 
went gaily rounds and the Mathematician dis- 
played his money, and begged the ladids not to 
stint themselves in any thing; and for every 
thing they drank he gaily paid, and, as he said, 
it was all exactly comnie il faut^ and quite com- 
fortable. Jiut happiness like this was not made 
to last ; and the tenth round of glasses was but 
just brought in, when the ladies began to be 
aweary of max and mathematics ;'^aiid therefore, 
in order to get rid of them both, and bring the 
business to regular issue, they resolved to pick a 
quarrel witli the generous Mathematician. The 
Jemale in the straw bonnet and clogs began the 
row% by declaring that the Mathematician had 
boxed her ears : the astonished Mathematician 
denied it; the female in blue told him, if he had 
served her so, she would have knocked his eye 
out at his ear; and the female in green threat- 
ened to unscrew hi wmH depot. And then, be- 
fore he could reply, the female in the straw' bon- 
net and clogs seized him by the collar; the female 
in green dived her (land into his pocket with 
mathematical precision, and abstracted all his 
remaining money : and the female in blue bolted 
with it! In a moment blue and green were both 
gone ; and straw bonnet and clogs, unclogged by 
her clogs, was not long in following. The simple 
Mathematician, thus cleaned out,” had no re- 
source but calling the watch.^^- The w atch came 
to his call, and in the course of an hour after, the 
ladies wei;e all lodged iu the watch-house; but 
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none of the money was found upon them^ except 
the nineteen shillings which the female in blue 
won at cribbage. 

Ill their defence they endeavoured to make the 
Magistrdtte believe that the Mathematician was 
not a Mathematician^ but a regular flash man/’ 
and therefore not entitled to the protection of the 
law ,* but, at the same time, they j)Ositively de- 
nied having meddled with bis money, and they 
<leclared that they ran away from him because he 
challenged them to fight! 

l^iey wcre;^li^|timitted for further examination. 

Ilent/t/, 


THE WHITE HAT. 

Nftwru TO ONE WHO ASKFD me why 1 WEAU A WHITE II Al. 

You ahk me the reason 1 wear a wliite hut, 

’lis for lif>hliU FS 1 wear it, what tliink you of that? 

So n^ht is its weight, that no hetidach I rue ; 

So light its expence, that it wears me out two ; 

So tight is its colour, it never looks dusty ; 

S I light though I treat it, kaicver “ rides rus/y f ’ 

So fight in its fasbion, its shape, and its an*. 

So light in its sit, its iit, and its wear; 

So light in its turning, its twisting, its twhiing, 

So light in its beaver, its binding, and lining ; 

So light to a figure, so light to a letter, 

And if /*^A^ my excuse, may you light on a better. 

Post. 
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THE TWO GREATEST MEN OF THE AGE. 

A CERTAIN victorious General, who has been 
created a Field-marshal and a Duke, lately ho- 
noured one of the musical parlies of the cele- 
brated Countess of S A with his company. 

When the hour came for mingling other joys with 
those of music, the Duke olfered his arm to his 
portly hostess to conduct her to the supper-room, 
and the Countess, as she accepted it, put her 
other arm under that of a celebrated musical 
composer, and said slie felt herself extremely 
happy to be supported by the two greatest men 
of the age. Neither of the irersons whom she 
thu.s meant to compliment seemed pleased to be 
so coupled ; each believed himself the greatest, 
but neither was ready to allow the second place 
to the other. The noble Duke drew himself up, 
and only deigned to reply by a long-drawn hem ! 
while the musician was heard to mutter some- 
thing about homiite de. glnie compare h mi petit 
corporal — qmlle imwte ! 


TJii. GREAT CORPORAL AND TIJR DRU.M-.MAJOU. 

ht certamen (ref, Corydnn tma Tkynide^ ttwynum,"* — Vjue.lici.. 

^lusic IjHtli cliariiis’'— War smooths his wrinkled front/' 
And fifty-six smiles just like twenty — 

Pi Dof how vfctorioiisly wove borne the brunt, 

When here wc S|(p both peace and plenty! 


Chronicle, 
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TRUE FRIENDSHIP. 

IIow very seldom do we fiod 
A relisli in the human mind 
For friendship pure and real — 

How few its approbation seek, 

IIow oft we count its censures weak, 

Disguising what we feel. 

Adulation lives to please — 

Truth dies the victim of disease, 

Forgotten by the world: 

The flattery of the fool delights 
'I'he wise^' Sx*buke our pride affrights, 

And virtue’s banner’s furl’d. 

Wherefore do we censure Fate, 

W’hen she withholds the perfect state 
Of friendship from our grasp, 

Jf we ourselves have not the power, 

The iiiiiid to enjoy the blessed hour, 

'Fhe fleeting treasure clasp ? 

Knifliiih SfOj/, 


WISDOM IS sdkuow. 

Dll. Balguy, a preacher of great celebrity, 
OH at i ’.oiuit of the excellence of his sermons, after 
having delivered an exceedingly good discourse 
at Winchester Cathedral, the text of which was, 
“All wisdom is sorrow,” received the following 
extempore but elegant compliment from Dr. 
Warton, then at Winchester School : , 

Jf what you ad\aiM:e, dear Doctor, be, true, 

Tliat “ wisdom is sorrow^*' Iiow uretchfd are you ! 

T^ew Times. 



THE WISDOM'S IN THE WIG. 

A ClIANCli/lV CASE. 

A REPORT of the Bishop of Chester’s having 
thrown aside his wig, and the Gentlemen of the 
Bar in the Court of Chancery being about to 
imitate his Lordship, gave rise to the following 
jpM cVesprit, 

The Hall of Lincoln’s Inn was swept, 

'rhe Counsel, j)riinetl, were in their places ; 

The Chancellor (first having wept'. 

Begged a postponement of the cases. 

Tor he must call th<.ir close attention, 

Before the business should commence, 

To what he felt it pain to mention — 

A pain witlumt a recompense. 

lie had oxamiu’d, doubted, ponder’d. 

Over and o’er the monstrous change, 

And must declare how much he wonder’d 

Tiiat Prelates from churcli rules should range. 

He had no grain hesitation, 

'i hough evideiu e he might nor. raise, 

IJiat men of’ apO‘.:oUc station 

\V(jre cauliflowers in bi. Pauls da\s. 

(.'ostuin ha‘! made *.e thing a law, 

A precept until now ne’er broken, 

And mueii be flared tliis dangerous flaw 
Was but ul‘ larger rents a token. 

Elsewhere he’d seen the Church, with sorrow, 

Attacked by hills, like bankrupt dockets; 

Ihit, thanks to Heaven ! he on the morrow 
Had two score proxies in his pockets. 

And had his post of duty taken. 

To put down all like innovation, 

Leaving e’en L— — 1 forsaken, 

After a long expostulation. 
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He now \iras old, but lie would never 

Cease to watch o’er the church with care. 
Nor see religion’s pillar sever — 

As soon would he resign that chair. 
Whoe’er denied that wigs were part 
And parcel of our pure religion, 

He’d say, with hand upon his heart, 

Was duller than a “ senseless wigeon.” 
But he this act no longer prest on. 

To Peterborough he’d resign it, 

Who’d make of wigs his hundredth (juesiion. 
And force his diocese to sign it. 

He now among the Bar w'ould enter. 

And ask if in this grave profession. 
Custom ruled not from bound to centre. 

And sense gave precedent Concession ? 

If wigs are not without a fiction. 

Their dear inheritance — while Nature 
And art, beyond all contradiction. 

Thus join t’ improve the lawyer’s feature? 
Nay, furthermore, he did not doubt 
(He never certain spoke till then), 

The wig was all the head without. 

And all within sonic legal men. 

Was it not ancient, venera'ole^^ 

From our ancestors sent down — 

Had it not ages round that table 

Shook o’er the emblems of the crown ? 

And was it to be mw rejected 

In these wild inexperienced days, 

When free trade’s foolishly protected. 

And men seek heaven illegal ways ? 

(Here overcome at his devotion, 

To them and theirs the Bar was sobbing ; 
All but the suitors showed emotion— 

Th’ receivers all foigot their jobbing.) 

At length he hoped— he thought he might. 

As he so long had in it sate, 

TIk: Court, while he beheld the light. 

Would ne’er thus rashly innovate. 


Chronicle* 
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POPULAR AMUSEMENTS. 


EATING. 

Eating/* says Sylvester Diujcjerwood, “ is 
a popular amusement for man and horse and it 
doubtless has formed one of the many entertain- 
ments of my readers from infancy upwards. I 
wish I could recollect my sensations, on taking 
my lirst spoonful of pap ; for we Protestants were 
all papAsts in our infancy. I always look upon 
a spoon as the precursor of all culinary pleasures 
— then tops and bottoms come in for a share of 
my sympathy; and my heart (like Wordsworth’s) 
overflows at the sight of a pap-boat — the boat a 
child first mans. To speak nautically, how many 
a row is there in the pap-boat; how many a 
HqnaU with it, when it is once brought in contact 
with the skulL I am now corpulent, hut 1 was 
in those days a — but, p.shaw ! what 
am J about — 

“ r' 1 have any iauil, it is digression.’' 

Why am I talking of P’athcr Thames, when 1 
should be gazing at Guildhall — venerable scat of 
civic lestivity ? Surely our city folk must have 
the organ of destructiveness to an extraordinary 
degree, if the ghosts of the innocent lambkins, 
the martyred sheep, the butchered bullocks, and 
the bleating calves, that have suffered on the 
shrine of cify sensuality (as Phillips would say,) 
could arise and assemble in their primit ivc form.s, 
at the place of their demolition. Messrs, Gog 
and Magog might disregard the old adage, and 
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come away before they heard the clock strike, 
were those injured innocents arrayed with pur- 
pose of vengeance. Nelson's ghost might own 
fear — William Pitt’s sprite make himself scarce; 
and thus take out, instead of bringing in a bill. 

Candid Readers, can you believe me, when I 
-tell you, that I, who speak thus reverentially of 
gastronomy, was once a vegetable dieter. There 
is no denying it — I swore, holding Mr. Newton 
ill my hand, and Sir Richard Phillips in my eye, 
— 1 swore to become a very Brahma;— nay, to 
such a pitch of enthusiasm did 1 carry my theory, 
that 1 banished, as an animal substance, the 
innocent milk from my tea equipage: and when 
my Readers also bear in mind another fact, that, 
as a disciple of Mr. Peacock, and a rigid antisac- 
cliariiiite, I take no sugar, they may judge my 
breakfast was not a very luxurious meal. Then, 
at dinner, what did I not undergo; there were 
the old every-day-acquaintances — spinage, pota- 
toes, and greens, coming in different disguises 
(like ]\Iathews in a Monopoly logue, but not half 
so agreeable) ; — then puddings, sans suet (what 
would Dicky Suett have said to such pudding ?) 
and rice without milk. Heigho ! I became nearly 
as thin as Mr. Wanlcy’s Philotus; my cheeks 
fell in, like recruits from this disciple— my pallid 
face spoke for me, or I might have said with the 
man in the Critic , — 

“ Am I a bcef^C-iter now 


Things couhl not go on for ever thus dreams 
haunted my nocturnal imagination. I saw visions 
.i»i' legs of pork— semblances of loins of veal — 
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and chops> that my mouth watered at. Frail 
human nature began to relax a little ; and one 
morning, whilst Betty went to fetch me some 
radishes, I slyly buttered a roll at my landlady’s 
larder; — every cow that lowed afterwards, for a 
week, seemed to be reproaching me. I wavered, 
as to repeating the crime; but want of oppor- 
tunity, I believe, prevented it. I should have 
continued on” living (existing) upon cabbage, 
but for my good friend II — . I went to his hos- 
pitable board one Sabbath-day, and a savoury 
smell assailed my nostrils. Olfactory powers 
preserve me ! — lie Lad a roasting pig. He urged 
me to pai take, 1 declined ; — he pressed, I refused. 
1 began to reflect on the tenderness of my heart; 
and then — on the tenderness of the pig. Yet 
shame whispered to me — shall I forego the sin- 
gularity of my opinions for a physical gratifica- 
tion; shall I sell my principles, like Esau, and 
no more hear it said, that is Mr. il — , the vege- 
table dieter,?” ! Pevdius, how truly hast thou 
said, jwlvhnim cs( digilo vwnslrari et dicier hie 
— At kiigth I resolved, like Brutus, not to 
soil the mighty meed of my large honours, for as 
much stuft* as might bo gulped thus. I quitted 
the house, but the fatal blow had been struck. 
My nose (a Roman one) had turned revolutionist; 
and my mind and stomach declared open war. It 
was in this temperament I entered the Barnard’s 
Inn ColFee-housq. I sat down in the coflee-room, 
and, mustering resolution, rang the bell. The 
waiter obeyed the summons— >the die was cast, 
and I must order somethingr— Bring me a mut- 
ton chop!” I cried faintly — as he was retiring, I^ 
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added^ Waiter! bring two— ^brmg two.” They 
were brought, and I soon swallowed my murmurs 
and my mutton together; and recollecting aii old 
point of Newgate logic, that a gentleman may as 
well hang for a bullock as a lamb, I devoured 
three more chops previous to starting. But 
think not, gentle Reader, that my conscience had 
then arrived at its present callosity ; no, I thought 
every sojourner at the tavern eyed my delin- 
quency with looks of reprobation ; and as 1 
returned home through Smithtield (it was market- 
day), I felt, like the Irishman, that 1 had de- 
voured so many mutton-chops that I was actually 
ashamed to look a sheep in the face. But I will 
relinquish my egotism, and generalise my subject. 
Our practice, if not our theory, in eating, varies 
diflferent periods of our existence; the first 
epoch is the change from saccharine to savoury; 
the second, our school-days. What a woful 
dilTcrence do the master Jackys discover between 
the well-filled larders of home, and the bare 
trenchers of an academy — between the Christinas 
pudding of mamma’s making, and the thing bearing 
the same cognomen, but no more like the pud- 
dings," &c. that our pastors present to us — a glo- 
bular white uon-descript, with plums at so awful 
a distance, that it seems as if they had only 
reached there by accident ; puddings in which^ as 
they remark at Dr. D.’s, one raisin might say to 
the other, "" here am I, but where are you?'' It is 
only after we have emerged from the regions of* 
learning that we come to the unlimited enjoy- 
ment of fish, flesh, and fowl: then for public 
dinners, and private parties, and all the variotls 
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Supp^ngs. 

Eating is an operation more dependent on 
habit than any» other ; when 1 say this^ I do not 
mean to infer that life can be supported without 
food, but that it is immaterial what that food is, 
if the consumer is only habituated to it. An 
Oronooko savage will subsist upon clayf, and 
an Esquimaux child will devour blubber, though 
it vomits at the taste of sugar. 

Richard the Second preferred the leg of a Sa- 
racen to pork; and indeed the professors. osf man- 
eating have been so numcious, as to induce a 
beliei that thcie must be a peculiar delicacy in so 
repelling ^ novelty. The science of gastronomy 
js little mid^^'^tood by baibarians— ifthey are all 
gluttons^ i% is only the civilized man that be- 
comes aUj-ifepicarc. Think of the pleasures of 
dining with a Kaintschaddlc, who will carve an 
enormous slice ot sea-calf, and thr^t it into 
youi mouth, iieaily choking you, and exclaim- 
ing, jm frieXcily fmoi, (theie!) at the 

same time cutting away with his knile what 
overplus oi the lucxit that may hang about y4>ut 
lips/ and swallowing that hhnsolf, in token of 
good tellowship. In 17G2,’' say^n Evelyn, in 
his Diary, one Richardson, ainongp|^other feats, 

* The of these two words are generally co]iibil^«d%r 

totally mlmilderatood. Nuocheon means a meal between bilMkfSM: 
*md dinner; whilst luaeh, say onr lexicographers, Outfi^th as much 
food as one's hand can hold.** ^ 

t A hog (no relation^ the Eljpick ShephWd>^wa8 lately cm-'* 
bedded \p the clifR oCjkiVer, aOi^aiUy lived seven weeks by 
licking the chalk alone. ^ 
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performed the following: taking a live coal on 
fais tongue, he put on it a raw oyster ; the cdal 
was blown on with bellows till it flamed and 
sparkled in his mouth, and so reijtained till the 
oyster gaped, and was quite boiled.” After this 
simple method, Adam’s cooking apparatus must 
fall into discredit. 

1 must confess some tales of the aheients throw 
great discredit upon the powers of our modem 
consumers. Milo, it is said, could not onlykndck 
an ox down, but also eat it up : how he coiild 
swallow it, I know not, for I cannot even swallow 
the account of it. These sort of tales dften arise 
trom error, more iVequently from jests, Hke the 
story of the cat-eater. 1 do maint&in, and do 
not fear contradiction, that there are many rubi- 
cund gentlemen in this metropolis, that might be 
backed against any masticators since the days of 
Adam himself. 1 can ' elucidate the subject of 
misrepresentation, by a little circumstance which 
actually happened : " Mr. A. went to the Swan 
at Bedford, and ordered dinner; a goose was 
brought; ho hacked it in a style at which Mrs. 
Glass would have fainted ; indeed, so wretched 
was the carving, that ho actually became ashamed 
of its appearance himself; at this moment, a 
mendicant implored his charity at the window; 
he immediately deposited the goose in the apron 
of the applicant, rang the bell, and asked.&r his 
bill ; the waitqr gazed a moment at the empty 
dish, and thep rushing to the, landlord, exclaimed, 
'Oh! mcaster, moaster, the gqnytleman’s eat the 
goose, bones and all!’ the worthies of 'Bed- 
ford tell the talc with’ fliarks of wonder still.” ' 

Q 
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The superior powers of the English over the 
inhabitants of all other natiras in eating, is, 1 
believe, now universally acknowledged. The 
sedentary Dufbh have yielded, since Pietdn pitted 
a Yorkshireman against a Hanoverian to eat for 
a lortnight, and found, at the end of a week, the 
Englishman was a sirloin of beef and two hands 
of pork at the head of his antagonist ! — the Jiamh 
6t pork gave the Briton the palm; I hope he had 
also ^^ladies’ fingers’^ for pastry. I must here beg 
leave to mention another anecdote of a man 
equally gluttonous and penurious, and who would 
eat any gwm quantity : this gentleman dining once 
with a member of the Society of Friends, who 
was also a scion of Elwcs' school, after having 
caft enough for four moderate visitors, re-helped 
himself, exclaiming, '"You see it's cut and come 
again, with me !” to which the sectarian gravely 
replied, " Friend, cMt again thou may’st, but comv 
again thou never shalt.'’ 

We eat our way to every thing in this country; 
a draughtsman is not deemed fit to draw a bill in 
Chancery till he has drawn some corks in Lin- 
coln's-inii-hall ; and a barrister must eat a dozen 
dinners before he can make one motion. The « 
Theatrical Fund and the Bible .Society both 
have their dinners : we gluttonize at a wedding, 
and at a funeral we mingle our tears with cake 
and wine. And after all, is not this literally 
following the Christian ordinance, " Eat to-day, 
for to-morrow you die The custom is ancient 
and respectable ; and though we may not pursue 
it with the avidity of Domitian, we may be 
allowed to follow it with a decent degree of 
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ardour. Scarcely any one now*a-days (for this 
is not the eiTa for Anchorites) dislikes eating; it 
is not only a pleasant^ but an useful accomplish- 
ment ; and as necessity compels, as well as 
appetite persuades, every true sportsman will 
keep himself in readiness at any time to start 
for the plate ; the man who carves at a table, is 
more estimable than he who cuts up in a review ; 
and if a social party, with the good things of this 
life before them, is not a tollable emblem of 
comfort, I know little about human felicity. 

Bell's Weekly Dispatch, 


THE HEROIC HEAD IN CHANCERY. 

Macheatii— **My hand, my heart, my dear, is so riveted to thee, 
that I camiot unloose my hold.**— Opera^ act 1. 

Into the Gulf brave Curtius leapt, 

And ill the arms dfhonour slept. 

Nor here did patriot £id-n doubt; 

Into this Gulf* the hero stept, 

So strict to precedent he kept — 

But none he finds for stepping out ! 

* We call the Court of Chancery a Gulf, vnth an eye to a passage 
in Milton, which may apply here, though written on the charms and 
perils of woman: 

« They are Angels all above the waist ; 

Below, th’ unfathomable Gulf.” 

Above, is below, the Cou*‘t, 


Chronicle. * 
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ON HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

The treasures of the deep are not so precious 

As the concealed comforts of a man 

Lock'd up in woman's love. Middleton. 

To these whom Death again did wed, 

Tile grave's the second marriage-bed ; 

For though the hand of Fate could force 
'Twixt soul and tjjody a divorce. 

It could not sever man and wife. 

Because they both lived but one life. 

Peace, good reader, do not weep ; 

Peace, the lovers are asleep ; 

They, sweet turtles, folded lie 
In the last knot that love could tie. 

Let them sleep, let them sleep on, 

Till this stormy night be gone, 

And the eternal morrow dawn, 

Then the curtains will be drawn, 

And they waken with that light, 

Whose day shall never sleep in niglit/’ 

Globe and T/aiel(cf\ 


now TO CHOOSE A WIFE 

" Good Sir, if you'll sho'. the best of your skill 
Tq pick a virtuous creature, 

Tlieii'pi^.such a wife, as you love a life. 

Of a'cmely grace and feature. 

The ^^l^st part let it be her heart, 

Without deceit or cunning ; 

With a nimble wit, and all things At, 

With a tongue that's never running: 

The hair of her head it must not be red, 

But fair and brown as a berry ; 

Her forehead high, w’ith a ciystal eye, 

Her lips as red as a cherry.” 

New London 



THE NEW CLUB. 


We have to announce the opening of a new 
club in Regent-street, nnder the title of The 
Minerva, which bids fair to rival many establish- 
ments of a similar nature in that neighbourhood, 
and to lead to the rapid formation of many more. 

The founder of this new somety is Mr. Baker, 
an eminent tailor, who, shocked at the disagree- 
able necessity under which journeymen and fore- 
men found themselves, of taking their dinners 
promiscuously in public tap-rooms, where they 
were liable to the endurance of affronts, and 
hearing sarcastic observations upon their trade, 
has most meritoriously commenced this laudable 
undertaking. Lest any thing like a stigma 
should attach to the name of the club, it has 
been deemed necessary to put it beyond the 
reach of ridicule, by styling it “ La Societe Mi- 
nerve des Marchands Tailleurs Conpeurs;” thus 
raising it above the paltry anglicisms which de- 
base the Travellers, the United University, 
Boodle’s, the Cocoa Tree, &c., displaying at once 
the elegance of the minds of those whq are asso- 
ciated under its banners, and affor4lng ^ in- 
stance of refinement hardly to be looked for, even 
in the enlightenment of the nineteenth century. 

It appears that this club, like other clubs, has 
more than one object in view, and that while 
convenience and the pleasures of rational society 
arc the principal features of the establishment, 
still business is not to be lost sight of— the truth 
is, that several persons have intruded themselves 
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into the art of tailoring who are ignorant of its 
first principles, fellows, each of whom might ex- 
claim with Shakspear, 

" 1 know not seams, 

and who cut and slash broad-cloth without the 
smallest tact or judgment— all these evils were 
displayed with considerable energy by Mr. Baker, 
who kindly took &e chair. 

One m^ember, evidently a wag, and far above 
the little-mindedness which shrinks from pro- 
fessional satire, is reported in the Morning Chro- 
nicle to have made the following attack upon 
the master tailors. 

The Honourable Gentleman considered there 
was no necessity for having the assistance of the 
master tailors. That class of persons was com* 
posed of men — no, he could not call them men 
( a laugh ) — of individuals the most cruel and 
tyrannical that ever sat cross-legged ( a laugh ). 
He did not say that the position to which he. 
called the attention of the meeting necessarily 
implied an education for charity; but certain it 
was, that the moment the legs of the trade were 
applied to no other than the ordinary purpose for 
which legs were intended, that moment the tailor 
became a different being — began to domineer and 
oppress, and thus lost the character of a man. 
It was this desperate love and exercise of povirer, 
on the part of the masters, that flung upon the 
whole trade the reproach of being but an insig- 
nificant portion of man (Icmd laughter), Inhere 
were thirty-three persons now present, with the 
dimensions, passions, appetites, and spirits of 
If 
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men (laughter), and was it not too hard to be 
told, that very little more than three men and a 
half were to be found there? ( continued laughter). 
This was intolerable (laughter), and the masters 
had to answer for it. He would rather go back 
to the planks than bo indebted to such men. 
They would never do any thing except for their 
own advantage ; and as he cooM cut a figure in 
society without their assistance, he felt disposed 
to cut them ofif from any coraBiimeation with the 
Society.” 

The meeting was respectably attended, and 
wc gather some very satisfactory information 
upon the authority of Mr. Baker. We learn, 
tirst, that the foremen of tailors receive from three 
to six hundred pounds per annum; and secondly, 
that the Sockte Minerve is already so well esta- 
blished, that the chairman has been presented 
with a magnificent gold snuff-box by the mem- 
bers. 

Gentlemen whose tender hearts are pained by 
the distresses of the manufacturing classes, will 
do well to read the proceedings of the new Mi- 
nerva Club, to which we are le^ to believe, a 
rival, founded on different political principles, is 
threatened. Thus we shall have, in a short 
time. Regent-street boasting, besides several 
other public institutions of a similar nature, its 
FUnts and Dungs, as St. Jame.s’s-street has its 
White's and Brookes’s, 


John BulL 
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« LIFE” AND LOVE POWDERS; 

OR, THE BREWERS versus Dr. MALTHUS. 

Of all the rogues that cheat the Town, 

Sure none so roguish as the Brewer, 

Who tries to put poor Malthus down, 

By making evey man a JVooer, 

O, the Brewers! naughty Brewers, 

To make men universal Wooers! 

When we drink their love potations, 

Though our thoughts be spotless quite, 

Yet weVe wicked inclinations, 

And toss and tumble through the night. 

O, such a night; — our rests broke quite — 

No tongue can tell how gueer our plight. 

And what can tender Mair/ens do 
Against the all-prevailing liquor? 

When Vice will Virtue oft subdue 

IVil/iout it — zvUA it, sure, 'twill quickei. 

O, the liquor! — nasty liquor, 

Brings poor Maidens* ruin quicker ! 

If Brewers brew not porter pure, 

Then let us drink no drink but water; 

Or else no man will keep secure 

His loving wife, or v'rtuous daughter: 

O, what slaughter ! — wife and daughter 
Drink iipmuculati* spring water! 

Life in Lonfion. 


THE BUTCHERS* PETITION. 

In a petition of the butchers of a lage inanu* 
facturing town in Lancashire, lately presented to 
the House of Commons, is the following state- 
ment : That the interest of your petitioners is,^. 

of itself an abundant stimulus to the careful 
management of their hides and skinsf* 


Chrumvlt, 
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TEDDY THE TAILOR; 

OR, A TROUBLESOME CUSTOMER. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXIV. 

Edward Leonard was charged with having 
assaulted Mary, the wife of Thomas O’Reily. 

Mr. Leonard lodged in Mr. O’Reily’s house, and, 
like most of his countrymen of the like class, he 
is given to imbibing more beer than his brains 
will bear. This seems to have been the case 
with him on Saturday night, for he came home at 
a most unseasonable hour, and because Mr. 
O’Reily would not get up and light a candle for 
him, he most unconscionably threatened to frac- 
ture his skull, break his back, and put his nose 
out of joint. Now Mr. O'Reily is a quiet, harm- 
less, little man, and, being at that time warm 
and comfortable in bis bed, he thought it best to 
lie still and take no notice. But O’Reily 
q5 
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TEDDY THE TAILOR. 


(knowing Ted Leonard’s furious propensities,^ 
and fearing he would really attempt to do some 
one or other of those things he had mentioned) 
got up to remonstrate with him ; and in so doing 
she was rudely pushed about by Ted Leonard 
who talked of the liberties he ought to be allowed 
as a lodger. The d — 1 a bit he cared for the 
whole house put together, he said ; and, if it was 
not for the trouble of it, he would make every 
man and woman in the house Sy out at the top 
of the chimney ! And still he kept calling upon 
poor* Mr. O’Reily to get up and have his nose 
put out of joint ; and he made such a tremendous 
hubbub, not only in the house, but iii the whole 
neighbourhood, that at last, by common consent, 
he was sent off to the watch-house. 

The poor woman was eitlicr so unw'ell, or so 
much agitated, whilst she was telling this story, 
that the Magistrate ordered her. a chair, and Mr. 
O’Rcily himself was pale as death with fear ; but 
nevertheless they both said they had no wish to 
proceed in the business ; all they wanted was to 
be allowed to sleep more quietly in future. 

As for Teddy Leonard himself, he seemed per- 
fectly at his ease, tiiough he was in a wretched 
case tor so high spirited a person ; his principal 
garment had doubtless done good service to at 
least a dozen proprietors in succession ; his in- 
expressibles (drab slacks) were napless, grease- 
spotted, and ventilated at the knees : and bo had 
«>nly one shoe ; but then be had plenty of black 
eyes, and his large small-pox indented checks 
were very handsomely overlaid with a fret-work 
of scratches. 



TEDDY THE TAILOR. 


317 


^ Wlien Hr. and Mrs. O’Reily bad said all that 
they had to say, he never attempted to reply, 
bat stood lounging against the bar, sucking his 
teeth and twirling bis hat, until the Magistrate 
called upon, him for his defence, and thereupon 
en.saed the following colloquy 

“ What have you to say to all this, Mr. Leo- 
nard ?” 

“Humph— I don’t know; they've served me 
pretty tidy going along, 1 think, pnnehing at me 
with their shilaJeagfas as they would at a wool- 
sack.” 

“ Perhaps you did not go along quietly?” 

“ No, 'faith, 1 wasn’t likely, for I was thinking 
of going to bed at that same time ; and there’s no 
fun in being pulled away to a watch-house when 
a man’s thinking of going to bed.” 

“ What are you 1 What is your trade ?” 

“ My trade ! — why, I’m a tailor — the more’s 
my luck.” 

“ Please your Worship,” said one of the watch- 
men, seemingly quite surprised at finding he had 
liad so much trouble with a tailor ; “ please your 
Worship, as we were taking him to the watch- 
house , be up with his fist and knocl^cd me down 
like a bullock !” 

“ Are you the man that pedeed yonr stick in my 
eye?” said Teddy Leonard, taming very leisurely 
to the speaker ; “ when a watohman had hold of 
the two sides of me, each of ’em fast and sure, 
there was he jumping before me, and poking his 
stick at me like a cock-sparrow. Och! but I 
wish I /mow’d yon when I saw you this morn- 
ing !” 
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“ Well, you know him now,” said the Magis-^ 
tratc. 

“Know him!” replied Teddy Leonard, “not 
I faith, for it’s a disgrace to be knowing such a 
consam ; and by the same token, he, or some of 
the rest of ’em, pocketed my shoe that night, and 
1 haven’t got it since, but another.” 

“ But how came you to alarm these honest 
people in the way you have donel” said the 
Magistrate ; “have you a wife of your own?” 

“ No, indeed, nor like to have ; for I’m quite 
alone, and comfortable.” 

“ Well, then,” said his Worship, “ we must 
endeavour to make you lot other folks he as 
comfortable as yourself, by calling upon you to 
find securities for your keeping the peace in 
future.” 

“Very good, your Worship; that’s all very 
right ; and I dare say I’ll keep the peace longer 
nor the peace kee]»s me,” replied comfortable 
Teddy ; and so saying, he followed the gaoler to 
his uncomfortable apartments. 

Bell's Life in Lomton 


ORIGIN OF THE WORD HUBBUB. 

Hebou, in Arabic, signifies a cloud of dust, 
and liehub, the wind blowing about: hence the 
English word hubbub, the derivation of which 
has puzzled Johnson and all the lexicographers 
so much. 

Post. 



349 

A DREAM. 

BY T. CAMPBELL. 

Well may sleep present us fictions. 
Since our waking moments teem 
With such fanciful convictions 
As make life itself a dream — 

Half our daylight, faith’s a fable ; 
Sleep disports with shadows too. 
Seeming in their turn as stable 
As the world we wake ro vietv. 

N’e’er by day did Reason's mint 
Give my thoughts a clearer print 
Of assured reality. 

Than was left by Phantasy 
Stamp’d and colour’d on my sprite. 
In a dream of yesternight. 

In a bark, methought, lone steering, 

I was cast on ocean’s strife. 

This, ’twas whisper’d in my hearing. 
Meant the sea of life. 

Sad regrets from past existence 
Came, like gales of chilling breath: 
Shadow’d in the forward distance 
Lisiy the land of death. 

Now seeming more, now less remote. 
On that dim-seen shore, methought 
I beheld two hands a space 
Slow unshroud a spectre's face ; 

And iny flesh's hair upstood, — 

'Twas mine own similitude. 

JBut my soul revived at seeing 
Ocean, like an emerald spark. 

Kindle, while an aii^dropt being 
l^miling steer'd my bark. 

Heaven-like — ^yet he look'd as human 
As supernal beauty can. 

More compassionate than woman, 
LiOrdly more than man. 

And as some sweet clarion's breath 
Stirs the soldier's scorn of death— 
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So his accents bade me brook 
The spectre’s eyes of icy look^ 

I'ill it shut them — turned its head. 

Like a beaten foe, and fled. 

Types not this,” I said, fair Spirit ! 

That my death-hour is not come? 

Say, what days shall I inherit ? — 

TcU my soul their sum.” 

‘‘ No,” he said, ** you phantom’s aspect. 
Trust me, would appal thee worse. 

Held in clearly measured prospect : — 

Ask not for a curse ! 

Make not, for I overhear 

Thine unspoken thoughts as clear 

As thy mortal car could catch 

The close-brought tickings of a watch — 

Make not the untold request 

That’s now revolving in thy breast. 

’Tis to live again, remeasuring 
Youth’s years, like a sctMic reliearscd, 

In thy second life-^time treasuring 
Knowledge from the first. 

Hast thou felt, poor self-deceiver ! 

Life’s career so void of pain. 

As to wish its fitful fever 
New begun ng.'iii? 

Could experience, ten times thiuo, 

J^ain from being disentwine — 

Threads by fate iogeiher spun? 

Could thy flight heaven’s lightning shunf 
No, nor could thy foresight's glance 
'Scape the myriad shafts of chance. 

“ Would’st thou bear against Love’s trouble. 
Friendship’s deatli-dissever’d ties; 

Toil to grasp or miss the bubble 
Of Ambition’s prize? 

Say thy life's iiew'-guided action 
Flow’d from Virtue’s fairest springs — 

Still would Envy and Detractioil 
J^ouble not their stings? 



IMPURITY. 


351 


Worth itself is but a charter 

To be mankind’s distinguish’d niartyr.” 

1 caught the moral, and cried, Hail, 

Spirit ! let us onward sail, 

Envying, fearing, hating none, 

Guardian Spirit, steer me on ! 

New Monthly Magazine, 


IMPURITY. 

We do not remember to have ever seen a 
more concise or better account than the follow* 
ing, of the important distinction between writings 
of really immoral tendency, and mere freedoms of 
language, which are carried off by a playful ot 
ridiculous vein. The puritans of this our most 
canting age attempt to confound the two things, 
and have certainly succeeded to a great extent 
in driving impurity from the lips into the heart ! 
“ The Sentimental Journey of Sterne, for ex- 
ample, is more immoral than his Tristram Shandy.. 
At the gross incidents of the latter w'e laugh, 
and' the virgin would blush ; and with the laugh 
and the blush the joke passes away; but the 
garnished looseness of principle and refined im- 
purity of the other, steal into the imagination, 
and endanger the moral principle in proportion as 
we neither blush nor laugh.” 


Retrospective Review. 
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COBBETT AND THE COTTON-LORDS. 

This literary salamander, in his Register, 
addressed a caustic letter to the Manchester 
gentlemen who petitioned Parliament to acknow- 
ledge the Freedom and Independence of South 
America ; from which, as a specimen, we extract 
the following passages : 


Kensington, 7th Juli/, 

“My Lords — Seigneurs of the Twist, Sove- 
reigns of the Spinning-Jenny, groat Yeomen of 
the Yam, give me leave to approach you with 
some remarks on your Petition to that House 
which is so well worthy of receiving your prayers. 
It seems to have been made for yon, and you 
for it. One of its last labours was to pass an 
Act for Amending an Act passed in ‘ thirteenth 
year of his present Majesty.’ The King must be 
delighted to find <hat he has already reigned 
thirteen years! However, here is solid ground 
of confidence for you ; for if the great big House 
can make four years into thirteen, it really may 
make Catholics love the rulers of Ireland, and 
induce the Spaniards of America to set their king, 
and even their priests, at defiance, merely for the 
sake of having their carcasses covered with your 
cottons, with your calicoes, so ‘well worth the 
money. Ma’am ! see, Ma’am, how strone thev 
are!’ ” ^ 

***** 

“As for you, the Lords of the Spinning- Jenny, 
your audacity surpasses even that of the loan- 
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jobbing ‘ patriots.’ You see the state in which 
Ireland is, and you say nothing about Ireland, 
while you cross &e equinoctial line in search of 
objects of your tenderness. You must tiiink the 
people of Ireland free enough, or your conduct is 
very inconsistent. However, there are your own 
poor creatures, who work in your factories, 
where you keep the heat at eighty-four degrees. 
You can look with an eye perfectly calm on the 
poor souls that are thus toiling for yon. You 
can see the poor children pining away their lives 
in these hells upon earth; yon can sec them 
actually gaping for breath, swallowing the hot 
and fool air, and sucking the deadly cotton-ihz 
into their lungs : you can, with all the delight of 
greediness gratified, behold scenes like these in 
your own country, under your own roofs ; aye, 
and invented and put in practice by yourselves ; 
and, at the very moment when you arc thus 
engaged, you are pouring forth your souls in the 
cause of Spanish- American 'freedom.’ ” 

* , * * # * 

" You must naturally have a contempt for men 
who seek profit; you scorn all profit, generous 
souls ! it we are to judge by your tenderness for 
the little creatures that swallow the cotton-fnz. — 

‘ Curse all profit,’ say you ; it is pure tenderness ; 
mere compassion; humanity; (Manchester hu- 
manity !) it is philanthropy ; it is the milk of 
human kindness that makes ns raise the heat in 
our factories to eighty-four degrees ! Indeed ! 
why do you wish to have the poor little creatures 
so hot? Agreed, since you swear so hard ; since 
you curse all profit; since you call God to wit- 
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ness that it is for the sake. of humanity that you 
have raised the heat to eighty-four degrees. 
Granted that you are as disinterested with regard 
to the use of this heat, as you are with regard to 
the independence of the Spanish colonies. Grant 
it. — But why make the places so very hot ? Our 
summer-heat is only seventy-live degrees; and 
yet yon shut these poor little cotton-fuB creatures 
in eighty-four degrees of heat. Pray, my Lords, 
reduce your heat to fifty or sixty degrees; reduce 
your hours of working to eight in a day for these 

poor little creatures.” 

* « 

“ What is oppression ? What is tyranny ? Put 
both the names together, and what do they 
amount to ? lam not asking for their grammati- 
sense. I ain asking you what the things 
amount to. Why, in the end, they destroy 
people ; they actually kill people. But what is 
the way in which they produce the killing ? Why, 
this is the way they work: they take away the 
money ol' the rich ; they take away Xheir houses, 
lands, and all sorts of property. They take away 
the earnings of the labourer, and make him poor. 
Tii<'‘y make him work like a horse to get a quarter 
t»f' a belly-full of victuals. They go on making 
him poorer and poorer, till they put him into 
gravel-pits, with haybands twisted round his legs 
instead of stockings. They put a ragged sack 
4>vcr bis shoulders in place of a coat. Tliey strip 
him of his kettles and beer-barrels, and make 
him drink water. They strip even the women 
half-naked, and bring whole parishes to the verge 
of death from starvation. They compel kind and 
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tender parents to drive their children to live in 
heat of eighty-four degrees, and to swallow 
cotton-fuz.” 

BelVs Life in London, 


COCKNEY SONNETS. 

SONNET V.— THE MONUMENT. 

Butlba ! a name belov’d by civic ear, 

Where were thy Reminiscefices when thou 
Didst to the Linen lx)rd a pun allovv 
Upon thy famous ** Letter,*^ sweet and dear ? 

When thou didst frame and write the wish severe — 

That London’s column prostrated should lie. 

Because a tale of popish cruelty 
And ravage it did tell. Waithman, austere, 

Smiled for the first time — not as erst he smil’d 
On the bold boxing Black, his sable friend^ 

But as Sam Uogfrs aTnilcs 'vith wibL 
When he doth some atrocious pun perpend — 

Thou say'st the column lie&f with look profound. 
Quoth he, still would it if lying on the ground.” 

SONNET Vr.—TIIE LOVE OF FAME. 

1 have no other fancy for my pen. 

No care for higher and more bright renown, 

Than gently learning’s stream to float adown, 

Linked with tlie fame of more illustrious men. 

As on the eagle’s back arose the wren, 

So do 1 wish my feeble muse to rise, 

Lifted by verses written sonnet wise 
On London’s learned Lord. I hope that when 
History relates the measures of the sage, 

How W'^aithman speeclied before the piscine Duke, 
liow he protected us from maniac rage 
Of dogs insane — How ^vith a just rebuke 
He quelled rash puppies barking— it will book 
My Sonnets on these deeds in deathless page. 

John BuU, 
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OBSOLETE CHARACTERS. 

No. VI.— RURAL PEDAGOGUE; 

OB, SCHOOLMASTER OF ANCIENT TIMES. 

This character frequently combined, in the 
.sixteenth century, the reputation of conjuror with 
that of schoolmaster. Pinch, one of these, is 
thus described in the Comedy of Errors : 

“They brought one Pinch, n hungry, lean-facetl villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A thread-bare juggler and a fortune-teller, 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man ; this pernicious slave, 

Forsooth, took on him as a conjuror/' 

Bon Jonson also alludes to this union of occu- 
pation, when he says, ** f would have ne’er a 
cunning schoolmaster in England ; 1 mean a cun- 
ning man as a schoolmaster — that is a conjuror.” 

Of their incapacity, Pcacham, speaking of bad 
masters, near this period (1620) declares, “ It is 
a generall plague and complaint of the whole 
land ; for, one discrete and able teacher, you 
shall finde twenty ignorant and carclesse : and 
who, where they make one scholar, mar ten.” 

And he afterwards adds, “ I had, I remember, 
myselfe (near Saint Albanes, in Hertfordshire 
where I was bom) a master, who, by no intreaty, 
would teach any scholler he had, farther than his 
father had learned before him ; as, if he had onely 
leamt to rcade English, the sonne, though he 
went with him seven years, should goe no further. 
His reason was, they would prove saucy rogues. 
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and controule their fathers; yet there are they 
that often times have our hopefoll gentry under 
their charge and tuition, to bring them in science 
and civility.” Herald. 

THE "TENTH” PART OF DANGER. 

Air— The Bold Dragoon'* 

There was a Dandy llegiinent in Dublin, as they say, 

Wliose Oihcers aynongst themselves were gayest of the gay. 

With tag and lace, 

Their queer grimace, 

With long inustachio, cap and feather; 

Nor would they ^ play or pay !” 

But when, like inonkies, alUtogether. 

Whack! row de dow, dow, &c. 

The Public found them horses ; — faith, they had a noble stud I 
For only things could ran/ewith them tliat were of noble blood ; 
As common folk 
Were made in joke,** 

To whom our Heroes made objection ; 

Yet BEAUTY they allowed 
Might be " trotted ouf* for their inspection. 

Whack ! row de dow, dow, &c. 

A J^eu'come mingled with their mess, which gave them all the pout, 
He kickM when sent to Coventry— and then, they kick'd him out ! 
They spar’d their swords, 

But — great big words” 

111 columns flew amongst the Papers ; 

All argument f no doubt. 

The D— / never saw such capers. 

Whack ! row de dow, dow, &c. 

At last, TWO thought they’d fight a bit, and sought a deadly spot; 
But, in the heat of ardor— ce^^am pistols were forgot ; 

But, two were found 
Upon the ground, 

And, spite of 5 ^ondcr— shame upon her ! 

The clicking trigger’s sound 
Saves both their Hoses and their Honor, 

Whack I row de dow, dow, See. 

Sunday Times, 
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EXTRAORDINARY AND MYSTERIOUS AFFAIR, 

Wfi copy the following paragraph from the 
Morning Chronicle: 

Mrs. Coutts, on her return from the Italian 
Opera, nearly met with a serious accident, and 
indeed it is feared she did sustain some injury. 
On entering her room she threw herself suddenly 
into her usual chair, when, unhappily, she found 
that, either from intention or negligence, a 
broken flower glass was beneath her ; she rose 
up precipitately, and endeavoured to trace the 
mischief to its source. Her eiforts, however, were 
ineffectual, and although assisted by the advice 
and influence, of a worthy Magistrate, the matter 
still remained in darkness. Some oaths were 
administered on the occasion, but we have reason 
to believe there was more of accident than design 
in the affair.*' 

The extraordinary state of uncertainty in which 
Mrs. Coutts appears even at this moment to re- 
main, as to whether she hurt herself or not, is 
beautifully and pathetically described in the 
above article ; her doubt and apprehension, it is 
true, remind us of the fox who once had a wound ; 
but we trust that by the aid and advice of the 
\vorthy Magistrate alluded to, the fact will be 
at last ascertained, and the mischief traced to 
its source. 

There certainly appears a still more unpleasant 
suspicion on the lady's mind, and which is of 
a more serious nature : we mean the wound, if 
w ound there is, was inflicted by design, and that 
she fell into a trap which some person had set 
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for her. Why should this be ? Has anybody a 
desire to remove Mrs. Coutts from this life, and 
is such a body in her own house? Surely not; 
we hope that reason, reflection, and a little stick- 
ing-plaster, will soon set the matter all to rights, 
we have no doubt it must have been painful at 
the time, but Mrs. Coutts should divest her mind 
of all suspicion of assassination. 


The Marquess of Hertford lately gave a 
sylendid party in Piccadilly. Mrs. Coutts was 
present, and in reply to an observation of hers, 
upon the splendour and magnificence of the fur- 
niture and decorations, Rogers remarked that, 
“ besides splendour, there was so much good 
taste in the ornaments; every thing in the rooms 
was so chaste and delicate” 

John BttiL 


ON THE LAW. 

Unhappy Clircmes, neighbour to a Peer, 

Kept half his sheep, anti fatted half his deer; 

Elicit day Ins gates thrown down, his fences broke, 
And injur’d still the more, the more he spoke; 

,At last resolv’d his potent foe to awe, 

And guard his right, by statute and by law— 

A suit in Chancery the wretch begun; 

Nine happy Terms through Bill and Answer run, 
Qlrtain’d his cause and costs, and was undone. 

From cannibals thou fly^st in vain ; 

Lawy^^rs h?.ss quarter give : 

The fir^t won’t eat you till you’re slain, 

The last will do’t alive. 


Herald, 
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THE HUMANE SWEARER; 

OR, LIFE AT BOW-STREET. 

As that benign and inerciFul M. P. 

Whom ev'ry adores throughout the nation. 

Was labViiig t’other day in his vocation, 

Before Sir Richard (as we often see), 

Proving, of course, that he himeff 
Was a humane, good-natur’d elf, 

(Though other men than savages were worse, 

To flog their horses so, and swear and curse), 

And that //i^mind and animal economy 
Were form’d by Nature m a plastic mould, 

As might by any one, indeed, be told, 

Who look’d, Lavaler-likc, at hh fizzommy — 

Just at that moment in popt Honest Joe, 

The VetVan, who our cares has oft beguil’d; 

But Martin seem’d the Vet’ran not to know, 

Although Sir Richard knew Thalia’s child — 

“ So, you don’t know this Gentleman?’’ Sir Richard cried. 

Not 1!” — Why, Sir, his name is Joseph Munden,” 

“ Oh ! so it is, by G- Iluiiianity replied, 

“ I’m glad to see oiu who has so much Jun done; 

Give me your hand, — by G — I love the stage, 

Because tne brute creation there stand highly; 

J/t>> acs and i'hss^s now are all the rage.”— 

Pray," interrupted Birnie, rather slily, 

“ D’ye know ytm're subject to a fine foi swearing 
Before a Magistrate, or in his hearing?” 

“ Oh, d — n it, so I am! — by G— you’re right; 

Well, here’s the tip — you know Fm tender-hearted, 
And though I swear a bit, I never fight, 

So, putting down a dollar, Dick departed. 


Dublin Star. 
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SPIRITS OF THE AGE. 

No. V.— THE LATE LORD NOEL BYRON. 

The splendid Frontispiece which adorns this Work, will bereceived 
by the Public as an earnest of the Proprietors* intentions to 
redeem the promise o^ftnprovement, made in the First Volume 
of a New Series^ commencing 1833 ; as also, of an annual 
tribute, which they intend to pa^ at the shrine of Genius. 
The Portrait (»f the' Noble Poet may be considered the best 
likeness extant, being drawn from an original miniature, 
painted in Greece but a short time previous to his decease, 
and now in the possession of an esteemed Friend, whose inil- 
nracy with the lamented Bard continued to the moment of his 
dissolution. The emblematical miniature designs surrounding 
the head, are illustrative of his more esteemed works. The 
drawing is by T. VVageraan, and engraved by T. Woolnoth. 
The emblematical border and subjects designed and etchid 
by J, Hawksworth. Ed, 

The first and brightest Star in our poetical 
galaxy has quitted this terrestrial sphere. Equal 
to any of his day in felicity of expression, in 
beauty of imagery, and richness of illustration, 
he shone superior to them all in depth of genius 
and palmer of imagination; yielding to none in 
that magic which can decorate every subject 
with the most beautiful and appropriate^ dress, 
and express every feeling and idea embodied in 
the most bewitching form. While he possessed, 
in common with many others, the faculty of 
investing with grace and beauty, by the alchymy 
of his numbers, those objects which are in them- 
selves common or palpable to sense, and of con- 
verting, like the fabled Midas, all he touched 
into gold^ his mind took a more unbounded and 

R 
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familiar range through the wide regions of fancy, 
associating in its uncontrolled freedom, with all it 
met of the beautiful and sublime, aiM returning 
laden with the rich spoils of its excursive wan- 
derings, to be deposited in the Alembic, from 
whence the world may draw them. Gifted with 
a strong perception of all that is grand and lofty 
in the appearances or operations of visible 
nature, and with a mind attuned to all the higher 
and more exalted sympathies of our beings ; be 
spumed at those restraints with which other men 
suifer their genius to be shackled, and indulged 
ill all the boundless luxuriance of his wild and 
fertile imagination. 

In the cursory notice which we propose to take 
of^the Noble Poet, it will not be expected we 
sffould go into any lengthened detail, either 
biographical or critical, much less are we inclined 
to insert the trashy impositions forced upon the 
Public through the medium of some of the Maga- 
zines, as the recollections of his intimate friends, 
but, in fact, being nothing more than the vague 
conjectures and scandalous stories of the unprin- 
cipled and prejudiced, Ev^gry admirer of his 
works must lament the destruction of his Memoirs, 
consigned by his friend, Thomas Moore to the 
keeping of John Murray, the bookseller of Albe- 
marle-street, who, taking advantage of a tem- 
porary loan thereon, took upon himself to nego- 
ciate with the relations, and other persons inte- 
rested in the suppression of certain facts con- 
tained therein, for the destruction of the whole, 
but, not before repayment of the sum of money he 
had advanced to Moore. The real motives for this 
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trespass upon the intentions of the writer, and 
serious loss to the Public, have never yet been 
made known, and perhaps never may; but wo 
may be allowed to hint, there was (in our opinion) 
something mote political’^ than moral in the trans- 
action. Of the interest the MS. must have ex- 
cited in the public mind, we have a convincing 
proof in the following poem, entitled. Reflec- 
tions ON Lord BYRON,'wnEN about to read 
HIS Memoirs written by himself: — 

BY THOMAS MOORE. 

Let me a moment, — ere with fear and hope 
Of gloomy, glorious things, these leaves I ope— 

As one, in fairy tale, to whom the key 
Of some enchanter’s secret hall is given, 

Doubts, while he enters, slowly, tremblingly, 

If he shall meet with shapes from hell or heaven— 

Let me a moment, think what thousniids live 
O er the wide earth this instant, who would give. 

Gladly, whole sleepless nights, to bend the brow 
Over these precious leaves, as I do now. 

How all who know— and where is he unknown ? 

To what far region have his songs not flown, 

Like Psaphon’s birds, speaking their master’s name, 

In every language, syllabled bf Fame? 

How 11, wlio’ve felt' the various spells combin'd 
Within the circle of that splendid mind, 

. i’Like pow’rs, deriv’d from many a star, and met 
Together in some wond'rous amulet, 

Would burn to know when first the light awoke 
In his young soul, — and if the gleams that broke ’ 

From that Aurora of his gen^s, raised 

More bliss or pain in those on whom tliey blaz’d — ' 

* The Memoirs are said to have contained, among other topics, 
certain strictures of no very pleasant nature upon the Whigs of 
England. Could not Lord Holland unravel something of thi^ 
mystery ? ‘ 
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Would love to trace th* unfolding of that power. 

Which hatli grown ampler, grander, everj hour. 

And feci, in watching o’er its first advance. 

As did the Egyptian traveller*, when he stood 
By the young Nile, and fathom’d with his lance 
The first small fountains of that mighty flood. 

They, too, who, ’mid the scornful thoughts that dwell 
In his rich fancy, tinging ail its streams, 

As if the star of bitterness, which fell 

On earth of old, had touched them ndth its beams. 
Can trick a spirit, which, though driven to hate, 
from Nature’s hand came kind, aflectionatc ; 

And which, ev’n now, struck as it is with blight, 

Comes out, at times, in love’s own native light — 

How gladly all who’ve watch’d these struggling tay> 

Of a bright, ruin’d spirit through his lays. 

Would here inquire, as from his own frank lips, 

What desolating grief, what wrongs had drivtoi 
That noble nature into cold eclipse — 

Like some fair orb that, once a sun in heaven. 

And born not only to surprise, but cheer 
With warmth and lustre all withip its sphere, 

Ts now so quench’d, thn* of its grandeur lasts 
Naught, but the wide, C'dd shadow which it casts I 
Eventful volume ! whats^)<*’er the change 
Of scene and clime — ih’ adventures, bold and strange — 
The griefs— the frailties, but too frankly told — 

The lo\ Li, the feuds tliy pages may unfold, 

[f tn.tb with half so prompt a hand unlocks 
His virtues as his failings — we shall find 
The record there of friendships, held like rooks. 

And enmities like suii>touch’d snow resign'd — 

Of fealty, cherish’d without change or chill, 

Jn those who serv’d him young, and serve him still— 

Of generous aid, giv’ii that noiseless art 

Which wakes not pride, to many a wounded heart— 
Of acts — but no — not from himself must aught 
Of the bright features of his life be sought. 


* Bruce. 
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W hilc they, who court the world, like Milton's cloud*. 

Turn forth their silver lining’' on the crowd, 

I'his gifted Being wraps himself in night. 

And, keeping all that softens, and adorns, 

And gilds liis social nature hid from sight. 

Turns but its darkness on a world he scorns. 

Wc cannot perhaps better confirm our own 
opinion of his great merits, than by inserting here 
the just, but glowing eulogy on the departed 
Luminary, from tlie pen of his highly -gifted 
Compeer: 

CHARACTER OF LORD BYRON, 

BY SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

Amidst the general calmness of the political 
atmosphere, we have been stunned from another 
quarter, by one of those death-notes which arc 
pealed at intervals, as from an archangel’s 
trumpet, to awaken the soul of a whole people 
at once. Lord Byron, who has so long and . so 
amply filled the public eye, has shared the lot of 
humanity. ITiat mighty genius, which walked 
amongst men as something superior to ordinary 
mortality, and whose powers were beheld with 
wonder, and something approaching to terror, as 
if we knew not whether they were of good or of 
evil, is laid as soundly to rest as the poor peasant 
whose ideas never went beyond his daily task. 
The voice of just blame and of malignant censure 
are at once silenced; and we feel almost as if 
the great luminary of heaven had suddenly dis- 

* « Did a Eablc cloud 

Turn forth her silver liniog on the night?'* — Cumus, 
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appeared from the sky, at the moment when 
every telescope was levelled fpr the e:lamination 
of the spots which dimmed itE'^brightness. It is 
not now the question what were Byron’s faults, 
what his mistakes ; but how is the blank which 
he has left in British literature to be filled up ? 
Not, we fear, in one generation, which, among 
n^any highly-gifted persons, has jproduced none 
who approached Byron in Originality, the first 
attribute of genius. Only thirty-seven years old : 
so much already done for immortality, so much 
time remaining, as it seems to us, short-sighted 
mortals, to maintain and to extend his fame, and 
to atone for errors in conduct and levities in 
composition. Who will not grieve that such a 
race has been shortened, though not always 
keeping the straight path ; such a light extin- 
guished, though sometimes flaming to dazzle and 
to bewilder : one word on this ungrateful subject 
ere we quit it fogr ever. 

The errors of Lord Byron arose neither from 
depravity of heart,— for nature had not com- 
mitted the anomaly^ pf uniting to such ext^or- 
dinary talents an jinperfect moral sense,— nor 
from feelings dead to the admiration of virtue. 
No man had ever a kinder h^rt for sympathy, or 
a more open hand for the relief of distress ; .and 
no mind was ever more formed for the enthu- 
siastic admiration of poUe actions, provided he 
was convinced that the actors had proceeded on 
disinterested principles. Lord Byron was totally 
free from the curse and degradation of literature, 
—its jealousies, we mean, and its envy. But his 
wonderful genius was of a nature which disdained 
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restraint, even when restraint was most whole- 
some. When at school, the tasks in which he 
excelled were thhse only which he undertook 
voluntarily ; and his situation as a young man 
of rank, with strong passions, and in the uncon- 
trolled enjoyment of a considerable fortune, 
added to that impatience of strictures or coercion 
which was natural to him. As an author, he 
refused to plead at the bar of criticism ; as a 
toian, he would not submit to be morally amen- 
able to the tribunal of public opinion. Remon- 
strances from a friend, of whose intentions and 
kindness he was secure, had often great weight 
with him ; but there were few who could venture 
on a task so difScult. Reproof he endured with 
impatience, and reproach hardened him in his 
error; so that he often resembled the gallant 
war-steed, who rushes forward on the steel that 
wounds him. In the most painful crisis of his 
private life, he evinced this ini^bility and impa- 
, lienee of censure in such a degree, as almost to 
resemble the noble victim of the bull-fight, which 
is "more maddened by the^squibs, darts, and petty 
annoyances of the unwdj^j crowds beyond the 
lists than by the lance of his nobler, and so to 
spedc, his more legitimate antt^nist. In a 
word, much of tiiat in which he erred, was in 
bravado and scorn of. his censors, and was done 
with the motive of Dryden’s despot, “to show 
his arbitrary power.” It is needless to say that 
his was a false and prejudiced view of such a 
contest; and if the .^obie Bard gained a sort of 
triumph, by compelling the world to read poetry, 
-though mixed with baser matter, because it was 
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his, he gave in return, an unworthy triumph to 
the Unworthy, besides deep sorrow toji those 
whose applause, in his calmer moments, he most 
valued. « 

It was the same with his politics, which on 
several occasions assumed a tone menacing and 
contemptuous to the constitution of his country; 
while, in fact. Lord Byron was in his own heart 
sufficiently sensible, not only of his privileges as 
a Briton, but of the distinction attending bis high 
rank, and was peculiarly sensitive of those shades 
which constitute what is termed the manners of a 
gentleman. Indeed, notwithstanding his having 
employed epigrams, and all the petty war of 
wit, when such would have been much better 
abstained from, he would have been found, had 
a collision taken place between the opposing 
parties in the state, exerting all his energies in 
defence of that to which be naturally belonged. 

We are not, however, Byron's apologists, for 
now, alas! he needs none. His excellencies 
will now bo universally acknowledged, and his 
faults (let us hope and believe) not remembered 
in his epitaph. It wiit be recollected what a part 
he has sustained in British literature since the 
first appearance of “ Childe Harold,” a space pC 
nearly sixteen years. There hSs been no repos^^ 
under the shade of his laurels, no living upon the 
resource of past reputation ; none of that cod- 
dling and petty precaution, which little authors 
call * taking care of their fame.’ Byron let his 
fame take care of itself. His foot was always 
in the arena, his shield hung always in the lists ; 
although his own gigantic renown increased 
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the difficulty of the struggle, since ho could pro- 
duce nothing, l^wever great, which exce|ded 
the public estirhate of his genius, yet he 'ad- 
vanced to the honourable contest again and again 
and again, and came always off with distinction, 
almost always with complete triumph. As va- 
rious in composition as Shakspeare himself, 
(this will be admitted by all \vho arc acquainted 
with his Don Juan), he has embraced every topic 
of human life, and sounded every string on the 
divine harp, from its slightest to its most power- 
ful and heart-astounding tones. There is scarce 
a passion or a situation which has escaped his 
pen; and he might be drawn, like Garrick, be- 
tween the weeping and the laughing muses, 
although his most powerful ellbiTs have certainly 
been dedicated to Melpomene. Ills genius 
seemed prolific as various. The most prodigal 
use did not exhaust his powers, nay, seemed 
rather to increase their vigour^ Neither Childe 
Harold, nor any of the most beautiful of Byron's 
earlier talcs, contain more exquisite morsels of 
poetry than arc to be found scattered through 
the Cantos of Don Juan, amidst verses which 
the author appears to have thrown off with an 
effojri as spontaneous as that of a tree resigning 
ifsidfeaves to the wind. But that noble tree will 
never more bear fruit or blossom ! It has been 
cut down in its strength, and the past is jaj[l that 
remains to us of Byron. We can scarce jrecon- 
cile ourselves to the idea; scarce think that the. 
voice is silent for ever,^ which, bursting so often* 
oa our, ear, was often heard ^rith rapturous ad* 
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miration, sometimes with regret, but always with 
the deepest interest. 

" All that ’s bright must fade^' 

The brightest still the fleetest.” 4' 

With a strong feeling of awful sorrow, we take 
leave of the subject. Death creeps upon our 
most serious, as well as upon our most idle 
employments ; and it is a reflection solemn and 
gratifying, that be found our Byron in no moment 
of levity, but contributing his fortune, and ba> 
sarding bis life, in behalf of a people only en- 
deared to him by their past glories, and as fellow- 
creatures suflering under the yoke of a heathen 
oppressor. To have fallen in a crusade for free- 
dom and humanity, as in olden times it would 
have been an atonement for the blackest crimes, 
may in the present be allowed to expiate greater 
follies than even exaggerated calumny has pro- 
pagated against Bj ion. 

Lord Byron was tiic eldest son of the Honour- 
able Captain John Byron, (grandson of William, 
fourth Lord Byron, by his second wife, Catharine 
Gordon of Gight, lineally descended from the 
Earl of Huntley and tlie Princess Jaife Stuart, 
daughter of James II. of Scotland), and wfis 
born about thirty miles from Aberdeen, January 
22, 1788. His father died at Valenciennes soon 
after bis birth, leaving his mother in no very 
flourishing circumstances. At the age of seven 
years he was sent to the Grammar-school of 
Aberdeen. His constitution, while a boy, was 
extremely delicate, and |^s mind painflilly sen- 
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sitive ; but ovep then he displayed a heart trau* 
scendently warm and kind. At school, he is 
said never to have been distinguished above the 
general run of his class-fellows ; but in all boyish 
sports and pastimes, to have aspired to be first, 
if posable. On the death of his great uncle, 
William, fifth Lord Byron, May 19, 1798, he 
succeeded to the title, being then only ten years 
of age. Towards the close of this year he was 
removed to Harrow, for which school, and his 
preceptor the Rev. Dr. Joseph Drury, he appears 
to have entertained a permanent regard. At 
sixteen he removed to the University of Cam- 
bridge, where he became a student of Trinity 
College, which he quitted at nineteen for a resi- 
dence at Newstead Abbey ; and the same year 
(1807) gave to the world his first production — 
“Hours of Idleness.” In 1809 appeared his 
caustic satire, “ English Bards and Scotch Re- 
viewers.” About the same period his friend 
Mr. J. C. Hobhouse published “ Imitations and 
Translations,” containing some fugitive pieces 
from the pen of Lord Byron. In 1800, while the 
Salsei'te frigate lay in the Dardanelles, he, in 
compai^ with Lieutenant Ekcnhead, swam across 
the Hellespont or the 3d of May. This adven- 
ture was followed by a severe fit of the ague. 
He returned to England in 1811: the two first 
Cantos of “Childe Haredd’s Pilgrimage” made 
their appearance in Febraary 1813 ; to this poem 
followed tile “ Giaour;” and while the irree 
yet undetermined to which of these to give the 
palm, be produced bm beautiful poems of the 
Corsair," and " La^.” 
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On the 2d of January 1815, his Lordship raar^ 
ried at Leaham, in the county of Durham, Anne 
Isabella, only daughter of Sir Kalph Milbank 
Noel, Bart. ; and on the lOtli of December in the 
same year, his lady brought him a daughter. 
Within atfew weeks, however, after that event, a 
separation took place ; the true causes of which 
have never been made public. While anxiety 
was at its height as to the course he would adopt, 
he suddenly left England, with an avowed deter- 
mination never to return. At Venice he was 
joined by his friend J. C. Hobhouse, who accom- 
panied him to Rome, where he completed his 
“Childe Harold.” The “Hebrew Melodies,” 
written at the request of his friend the Hon. 
D. Kinnaird, appeared in the same year. In 1816 
he produced his “Siege of Corinth,” and a small 
collection of Poems, among which is his “ Fare- 
well.” The “ Prisoner of Chillon” followed. In 
1817 he published “ Manfred, a Dramatic Poem,” 
and the “Lament of Tasso.” A bout 1818 he wrote 
the “ Bride of Abydos,” and also published 
“ Beppo, a Venetian Story.” In 1819 appeared 
“ Maxeppa, a Poem,’ and the first Cantos of 
“ Don Juan.” In 1820 was published his “ Doge 
of Venice,” to which is annexed “The Prophecy 
of Dante.” In 1821 he replied to the Rev. 
W. L. Bowles’s “ Strictures on the Life and 
Writings of Pope.” Itf this year also appeared 
“ Sardanapalus, a Tragedy;” the “ Three Foscari, 
a Tragedy and “ Cain, a Mystery to which 
succeeded his “ Vision of Judgment,” written in 
derision of Southey. In 1822 was published 
Werner, a Tragedy;” and in 1823, “Heaven 
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and Earth, a Mystery;” in which year he also 
added six cantos to his “ Don Juan,” which have 
since received an increase of three more. In 
conjunction with the late Percy Bysshe Shelley 
and Leigh Hunt, his Lordship contributed some 
papers to the “ Liberal,” a periodical work that 
<iid not succeed. His dc^th took place at Mis- 
soionghi, on the IDth of April, 1824. 

On the 9th of that month, his Lordship, wJio 
had been living very low, exposed himself in a 
violent rain ; the consequence of which was a 
severe cold, and he was immediately confined to 
his bed. The low state to which he had been 
reduced by his abstinence, and probably by some 
of the remaining eflects of his previous illness, 
made him unwilling— or at any rate he refused to 
submit to be bled. It is to bo lamented that no 
one was near his Lordship who had sufficient 
Influence over his mind, or who was himself 
.sufficiently aware of the necessity of the case, to 
induce him to submit to that remedy, which, in 
all human probability, w'onld have saved a life so 
valuable to Greece. The inflammatory action, 
imchtcked, terminated fatally. 

Had it pleased the Almighty to spare his 
valuable life, he would probably have seen his 
exertions crowned with success, and Greece again 
triumphant and free ; but her liberation must now 
fall into other hands : but where can a man like 
i^ron be found ? In the magnificence of his 
genius, he stood in Europe high above all com- 
petition. To Greece he had devoted all his 
enei^ies, and the whole strength of his great mind. 
He has been snatched from amongst this in- 
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teresting people just when they wanted his coun- 
sels and his talents most^ and their universal 
regret has shewn how much they valued and re- 
spected him. The proclamation of the Provi- 
sional Government atMissolonghi^ is an afiecting 
document; it has all the simplicity of real sorrow; 
there is about it no pomp of words ; it speaks of 
the death of the great poet as a most calamitous 
event for all Greece.’" ^"His munificent dona- 
tions,” it adds, are before the eyes of every one, 
and no one amongst us ever ceased, or ever will 
cease, to cobsider him with the purest and most 
grateful sentiments as our benefactor.” In future 
days, when the Greeks have trodden the crescent 
in the dust — when the infidel, so long encamped 
in Europe, is driven across the Bosphorus, and 
the city of Constantine again in the Christian’s 
hands,— events, however vast, which we may live 
to witness, — the name of Lord Byron will survive 
in the page of Greek glory, and his mausoleum 
may repose under the altar of St. Sophia, from 
whose minarets the Imaun now calls to prayers. 
Great as is his loss, it is a consolation that 
freedom in Greece docs not perish with him. 

We cannot better close our brief notice of the 
truly noble Bard, than by the following tributes 
to his memory, which appeared in the London 
Journals. — E d. 

With uafeigned regret we announce to our readers, tliat Lord 
B)ron is no more. We know not how many of our countrymen 
may share the feelings with which this news has affected us. 
There were individuals more to be approved for moral qualities 
than Lord Byron — to be more safely followed, or more tenderly 
beloved ; but there lives no man on earth whose sudden departure 
from it, under the circumstances in which that nobleman was cut 
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off, appears to us more ciilculated to impress the miud with pro«- 
found apd unmingleci mourning. Lord Byron was doomed to 
pay that price which Nature sometimes charges for stupendous 
intellect, in the gloom of his imagination, and the intractable 
energy of his passions. Amazing power variously directed, was 
the mark by which he was distinguished far above all his con- 
temporaries. Ilis dominion was the sublime— it was,, his native 
home; at intervals he plunged into the lower atmosphere for 
amusement, but his stay was brief. It was his proper nature to 
ascend ; but on the summit of his elevation, bis leading passion 
was to evince his superiority, by launching his raclaiickoly scorn 
at mankind. That noblest of enterprises, the deliverance of 
Greece, employed the whole of Lord Byron’s latter days — of his 
pecuniary resources, and of his masculine spirit. It was a cause 
worthy of a poet and a hero ; and it is consolatory to find, that 
the people fur whom he would have devoted his life, seem to have 
felt the full value of his exertions and his sacrifices. The 
affectionate veneration in which our deceased countryman was 
held, appears as well from the private letter of Maurocordato, as 
from the deep and universal mourning which was observed at 
Missolonghi from the hour at which his death was made public. 
Had he but died in battle against slaves and infidels, for a 
Christian people struggling to lie free, his own fame would have 
received its full consummation, and his wishes, as is well under- 
stood, their complete fulfilment.” — I'inies. 

“ Thus has perished, in the flo\ver of his age, in the noblest of 
causes, one of the greatest poets England ever produced. His 
death, at this moment, is, no doubt, severe misfui tune to the 
struggling people for wliom he has so generously devoted himself. 
His character we shall not attempt to draw. He had virtues, and 
he had failings ; the latter were, in a great measure, the result of 
the means of indulgence which were placed within his reach at 
so early a period of his life. ** Give me neither poverty nor 
riches,” said an inspired writer, and certainly it may be said that 
the gift of riches is an unfortuuutc one for tlie possessor. The 
aim which men, who are not born to wealth, have constantly 
before them, gives a relish to existence to which the hereditarily 
opulent miut ever be strangers. Gratifications of every kind 
soon lose their attraction, the game of life is played without 
interest, for that which can be obtained without effort is never 
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highly prized. It is fortunate for the great when they can escape 
from themselves into some pursuit, which, by firing their am- 
bition, gives a stimulus to their active powers. — We rejoiced to 
see Lord Byron engaged in a cause which afforded such motives 
for exertions, and we anticipated from him many days of glory,— 
But it has been otherwise decreed.** — Chronicle, 

“ A deeply mournful sensation was excited by the iiitclligencc 
• if the deaili of Lord Byron. Thus has the poetical literature of 
}*'ng]aiid I(»st one of its brightest ornaments, and the age decid- 
edly its finest genius. Much of the notice whicli he attracted, 
and the ascendency whicii he obtained, is no doubt attributable 
to certain .singularities in his temper and character, and even in 
tlie events of his life. But the vulgar only were swayed by his 
eccentricity. The prodigious splendour of his gcuins non admi- 
ration from the liheral, the learned, and the wibc. There is 
scarcely any instance of poetical power of the first orilcr dis- 
played under sucli a variety of foims. His early poems certainly 
gave no promise of his future greatness. But their feebleness 
\vas, perhaps, a happy circumstance, it provoked n memoiable 
criticism, which, in its turn, met with a severer and more 
.nemo ruble retaliation. Lord Byron vented his resentment in 
the satire. In the poem of “Childc Ilaiold,** which soon fol- 
lowed, he vindicated the supremacy of his genius. It is iu this 
poem, and the shorter po'.nis, turning chiefly upon oriental 
scenes and circumstances, ti.ni Lord Byron is distinctively 
himself. He displayed, it is true, astonishing versatility as he 
advanced. He entci\d the domain of Italian and of the more 
modern Oen.i.iii poetry —not a» an imitator, but, as a rival. It 
is Irani ly sai'e or discreet to speak of Don Juan,** that truimt 
offspring ijf Lord Byron’s muse. It may be said, however, that 
with all its sins, the copiousness and flexibility of the English 
language were never before so triumphantly approved — that the 
same compass of talent, ‘‘ the grave, the gay, the great, the 
small,’* comic force, hj^imour, metaphysics, and observation, 
boundless fancy ami ethereal beauty, and curious knowledge, 
curiously applied, have never been blended with the same fcli* 
city in any other poem. It would be easy to dwell upon some 
vices of taste (for it is with those only tliat we have to do), but 
they are nut to be thought of at a moment when England has 
lost her first poet, not yet arrived at the meridian of his life. 
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(perJiaps not even of his genius) one who might yet have atoned 
to his country and to literature for the errors of his youth, by 
producing works which would place his name incontestibly still 
nearer those of Milton and Shakspeare, by no longer afTortling a 
pretext to cant and cavil, and interested sycophssney/' — Herald. 

The death of Lord Byron, is an event which we little expected 
to record. It falls on the public ear like a shock of deep, 
private misfortune. He has sunk to rest in the prime of his 
days, and in the zenith of his fame ; he has left the world when 
Ills services could ill be spared, and we may add with truth, 
when they cannot be supplied. A more calamitous event could 
not have happened to Greece ; all his aid, personal and pecuni- 
ary, all the energies of his body and of his mind, were put forth 
for the restoration of her freedom ; to her cause his loss is irre* 
parable. Lord Byron’s genius was of the very first order : he 
was one of those characters from whose existence new eras date 
their cominencemeiU : that fresh career of society which is be- 
ginning in Europe wanted the stimulus of a mind like his, to 
carry it onward to happiness and to glory: he was no lover of 
revolutions; he looked only to the improvement of which the 
])olitical condition of mankind was capable, by the diffusion of 
knowledge, and the just estimate of independence. It was with 
these views that he aided Greece to the utmost of his means, to 
rescue herself from the claims of her oppressor, and rise again to 
life and liberty. W e are not yet sufficiently recovered from the 
painful feelings with which the sudden intelligence of liis death 
has impressed us, to enter into any detail of observation on his 
genius as a poet, or his character as a man. Now that his days 
are nurnbeied, the world will do justice to both.’^ — British Press. 

“It is with much regret we have to announce the death of that 
wayward, but highly-gifted genius, Lord Byron, which took place 
at Missolonghi, on the 19th ultimo. “ I'liere is a tear for all 
that die," as this noble poet observes in his elegy on the death 
of one of his friends; and whatever may have been his errors, 
he must be a rigid moralist indeed, who does not breathe a sigh 
for the fate of a poet, who, possessing talents of a transcendent 
nature, has perished in devoting them to the emancipation of 
Greece— for in this cause he has fallen, and deeply indeed will 
|iis loss he felt. 

Although it would be impossible to defend some of the receut. 
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publications of Lord Byron, yet to us his failings always rather 
appeared those of education, and a yielding to the iiniuediatc 
society in which he mingled, than errors of the heart ; and there 
are many acts of his, which not only do honour to his rank in 
life, but to humanity. His memory will, however, live in his 
w'orks, and in his exertions in the cause of Greece, when his 
failings will be forgotten.’' — Star^ 

** England is thus deprived of the man to whom even ^those 
who have felt the most violent enmity towards some of his recent 
writings, have not denied the title of the first poet of the age. 
His death is the more melancholy, at a time when he devoted 
himself to a cause in which, in common with ail generous minds, 
he felt the deepest sympathy — a cause of which it is enough to 
say, that it would have been worthy of his muse. The character 
of Lord Byron has already been the subject of very strict and not 
very friendly investigation ; but it will be acknowledged, that if 
he fell into some of these errors which those who have too early 
an opportunity of gratifying all tlieir wishes can scarcely escape 
from : and if in his mind there was occasionally something of 
that bitterness which arises in the very fountain of the Graces, 
he is now entitled to be remembered for the great qualities in 
which he excelled all men of his age and rank — not for the 
failings which he has shared with so many of them. His brilliant 
talents, and his careful cultivation of them, his benevolent heart, 
his aspirations for the happiness and liberty of mankind; and 
finally, his noble devotedness in the noblest struggle which this 
age has witnessed, will cause him to be numbered among the 
great men of whose memory England is proud, and whose prema- 
ture loss it has been her fate ) lament .” — Globe and Traveller. 

Ho' strong and how universal is the melancholy sensation 
produced by the death of a man of genius ! Every reader of his 
immortal writings is, at the least, an acquaintance— often an 
ardent and sympathising friend. The favourire passages im* 
printed on the memory recur at such a moment, and touchingly 
remind us, that we have lost one who had been a companion in 
so many interesting hours, and had enriched our minds with so 
many beautiful and ennobling associations. Throughout Great 
Britain, North America, and our colonial dominions, will this 
event produce a sensation not weakened by distance or locality; 
and in a less degree in France, Germany, and all the more en- 
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lightened countries of Europe, to which the poet's genius had 
been communicated by translations. In Greece, indeed, the 
shock is probably more felt than even in England. Admiration 
and gratitude had combined to make Lord Byron, when present 
there, the object of a sort of personal affection ; and his death 
is to the Greeks a sudden blighting of political hopes, a dark 
cloud overshadowing their glorious prospects, the loss of valuable 
substantive aid, and the more sensible loss of the lustre which 
his great name shed upon their cause. 

Cut off in the prime of life, and in the very summer of his 
mental power, his death is on that account rendered additionally 
painful in itself ; yet he certainly could not have died under 
circumstances more favourable to his fume. He had already 
establislicd a reputation as the great poetical ornament of his 
age : and he had acquired, in spite of the prejudices of rank 
and wealth, that honour and esteem from mankind, which are 
ensured by a strong sensibility to their wrongs, and a vivid in- 
dignation against their oppressors. He was pursuing a career 
of glory, labouring hand and heart in the purest cause of modern 
times, on the most illustrious soil in the world. His celebrity as 
a patriot was bidding fair to rival his reputation as a poet — a 
rare conjunction of honours! He had the fortune which he 
thought Napoleon’s reputation so much wanted, when he re- 
proached him with not dying in the held of battle.”— £jroi!siner. 


EPITAPH ON A BAKER. 

Richard Fuller lies buried here— 

Do not withhold the crystal tear ; 

For when he liv’d, he daily fed 
Woman, and man, and child; with bread. 
But now, alas I he's turn'd tcr-dust, 

As thou and I, and all soon must ; 

And lies beneath this turf so green. 

Where worms do daily feed on h>m. 


Mirror, 
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WOMAN. 

1 'vE read their histories full oft, I vow. 

And alwavs thought them vain — I know so now. 
I'here^s Jane, she wears a smile from morn to night. 
Because she’s dimples, and her teeth are white; 
Bliza sports her hundreds at the ball. 

But starves her household in the servants’ hall— 
Whilst Ann in public at deceit will faint. 

Yet hide her fiice in ringlets and in paint. 

Kitty will feast abroad, to fast at home. 

And go to Bath, and swear she hates to roam; 
Whilst Ellen, quite a blue — with Lady Di, 

E.valts some flasah author to the sky. 

The confab ended, lo ! his pages fair 
Lights Ellen’s lamp, or curls my lady’s hair. 

Clarissa swears she never can sing more— 

She took three lemons just two hours before. 

And sent a note to her dear friend. Miss Long, 

To say she’d bring and try the last new song. 
**♦♦♦* ^ 

A woman’s love — that holy flame. 

Pure as the mighty sun. 

That gladdens, i\-- with torch of fame. 

The heart it shines upon. 

it faints not in th: blast of woe, 

Nor in liiisturtune’s hour. 

At open hate, a covert blow 

For pride, for pomp, for power. 

It conquers time, it inocketh pain. 

And deathless is its will; 

And when all earthly hopes are vain. 

It feeds on memory still. 

, Yes! — as this brittle record stands 
A footing frail we find, 

Ji sigh sliall shake our house of sands^. 

And leave no wreck behindi 
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But wonian*s love shall fall the last^ 
And like clos'd flowers at night, 
It shall but sleep till that is past. 
Then burst to deathless light. 


Ay ! we do see our friends fall fast away, 

Nor feel their merits till they're lock'd in clay; 

And then, with sad regret impress'd, we sigh 
That so much worth and rectitude should die. 
Uiiiimely knowledge ! learned at our cost ; 

We feel true virtue only when 'tis lost ! 

European Magazine, 


ABOARD AND LODGING. 

“A PEW respectable Boarders and Lodgers 
would be taken at Mrs. Carew’s, Dean-street, 
St. Barry’s. Terms, Gentlemen, 50/.; Ladies, 
Forty Guineas per annum. To be found in Punch 
and Porter, with the advantage of a large well- 
stocked garden, for pleasure and exercise. 

Cork Paper. 

1824 .” 

There is an air of rurality about this, which is 
pleasing and pastoral — ladies and gentlemen 
sporting about a well-stocked garden, in search 
of pleasure and exercise, in the cool of the even- 
ing, after having taken their allowance ( d discre- 
tion, as the French give their bread) of punch and 
porter. One thing strikes us as^remarkable — ^we 
mean the difference of the rate of drinking between 
the gentlemen and the ladies^it amounts to no 
more, in the long-run, than fivepence farting per- 
diem. 


John BulK 
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IRISH AND DUTCH BULLS. 

Tub bull related by Sir J. Carr, in his 
travels through Ireland, of the Irish hangman, 
who, upon asking a criminal (about to be exe- 
cuted) for the customary bequest, and receiving 
it, exclaimed — ‘ Long life to your honour,’ at the 
same moment that he drew the bolt which launched 
the unfortunate man into eternity; found its 
fellow in an incident at Antwerp. A criminal 
there, when condemned to bo broken on the 
wheel, was permitted to have any thing he might 
require for sustenance, previous to his execution. 
A person deservedly condemned to this punish- 
ment for a murder he had committed, demanded 
a glass of beer ; he obtained it, and was observed 
blowing off the froth which surmounted its top. 
Upon being asked his reason for doing so, be 
exclaimed: “Om dat hot zeer ongezond is” 
(Anglice) * Because it was very unwholesome.' 
The criminal was executed in a few minutes 
afterwards. Literary Chronicle. 


THE HEAVEN-BORN MINISTER, 

A POLITICAL EPIGRAM. 

The Nation is pawned/ wc shall liiid to our cost^ 

And the Minister since has the duplicate lost. 

We shall all be undone by this politic Schemer, 

Who, though ‘‘fleav’n-fcorn*’— will not prove a Redeemer, 

Original, 

^ * This jcu which, as an Epigram, is superlative, is attri- 

buted to the late late Richard Brinsley Sheridan, and has never be- 
fore, I believe, appeared in print.— Ed. 
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EVERY MAN TO HIS TASTE 
Or, partialities IN DRINKING. 

The sudden change of the weather has 
naturally created that well-known thirst which 
summer brings ; and in the midst of a discussion 
upon the merits of different liquors best cal- 
culated to allay its distressing symptoms, of the 
following gentlemen who were present, each one 
decided for the beverage placed opposite his 
name — and some people say that there are 
amongst them some curious coincidences ; for our 
parts we do not exactly understand why. It 
seems, however, that— 


Lord Nugent called for Lisbon. 

Lord Altliorpe Porter, 

Mr. Macdonald • • Small-bccr. 

Lord J . Russell • • * Early purl. 

Mr. Hume Scotch ale from the hogshead. 

Mr. Brougham Gin and bitters, 

Mr. Scarlett Snaps. 

Mr. Jeffrey Old Hollands. 

Lord Sefton Mum (1824). 

Mr. Calcrift Chester ale. 

Mr. Hodgson Brown stout. 

Mr. Hohhouse Imperial. 

Sir R. Wilson Blue ruin. 

Mr. Coke Old Tom. 

Mr. H. G. Bennett Perry (fresh). 

Mr. M. A. Taylor Table ale. 

Messrs. Butlerw'otth& W. Smith Elder wine. 

Mr. Peter Moore Punch. 

Mr. T. Creevey Toddy. 

Mr. Wilberforcc Negus. 
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Mr. Spring Rice • • Spruce beer, ^ 

Mr. Maberly Sadler’s Well wl&Iel*. 

Mr. Rogers Lachryma Chri$ti> 

Sir Francis Burdett Oxford ale. . - 

Archdeacon Glover • Bishop. ' - 

Colonel Palmer Bourdeaux. 

Sir R. Fergusson • , . Cannon ale. 

! A draught of the Opldendanc 
sub^ription. 

Mr. E. Ellice Half and half— cold. 

Mr. Tierney Heavy wet. 

Mr. Whitbread Any beer excepf liis own, 

Mr. Calvert Do. 

Sir Isaac Coffin * . Rum grog. 

Mr. Sheriff Parkins • X. X. 

Ml. Lambton Sack. 


Several gentlemen called for Geneva and Coiistantia» whose 
names escaped us, but wc observed nothing like British Spirit 
among the whole party. 

V ii John BulL 


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN PHYSIC AND SURGERY^. 

Chirurgus medico r;uo differt.? Scjlicct isto, 

Enecat hie succu, onecat ille mauu : 

Carnifice hoc ambo tantum differe videntur ; 

Tardius hi faciunl. ,juod facit ille cito. 

Physician tmd Surgeon you’ll find, on the trial, 

This kills with the knife, and that kills witjji the phial : 

Both excellent friends to the $e;:tori and viiSar, 

The one somewhat tardy, the other much quicker. 

* This difference is thus pointed out by Dr. Buchan, in an ad- 
mirable little work, just published, and entitled « Symptomatology* 
or, the Art of detecting Disease,” p. 14. Nothing can be more 
impartial than such a statement of the case. 


Chronicle, 
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HERBERT STOCKHORE, 

THE MONTEM POET-LAUREATE. 

ji bketchfrom the Li/'elfas he appeared in the Montem Ptocesin 
of May, 1823. 

BY BERNARD BLACKMANTLE AND ROBERT TRANSIT, t&QIlSs. 
(From that highly popular zoork, the EnglUh Spy.) * 

Bending beneath, a vveight of time. 

And crippled al; Ins MoiUein Ode, 

We found tlie Iminble son of rliymc 
Busy beside the public road. 

Nor Inurel’d wreath or harp Ihid he, 

’ To deck his brow or touch tiie note M' 

That wakes the soul to sympathy. 

His face was piteous as his coat, 

^Twas motley strange; e’en nature’s self, 

In wild, eccentric, playful mood, 

Had, for lier pastime, form’d the elf, 

A being scarcely understood — 

Half ideot, harmless ; yet a gleam 
Of sense, and whim, and shrewdness, broke 
' The cutTcnt of his wildest stream ; 

And pity sigh’d as madness spoke. * 

S 


386 


HERBERT STOCKHORE. 


Lavater, Lawrence, Camper here,' 

Philosophy new light had caught: 

Judged by your doctrines, 'twould appear 
The facial line denoted thought*. 

But say, what system e’er shall trace 
By scalp or visage mental worth ? 

The ideot’s form, the maniac’s face. 

Are shared alike by all on eartli. 

** Comparative Anatomy — ” 

If, Stockhore, ’twas to thee apply ’d, 

'Twould set the doubting Gall-ist free, 

And Spurzheim’s idle talcs deride. 

But hence with visionary scheme, 

Though Bell, or Abernethy, write ; 

Be Herbert Stockhore all my theme, 

The Laureate’s praises I indite ; 

He erst who sung in Montem’s praise, 

And, Thespis like, from out his cart 
Jleeited his extempore lays. 

On Eton’s sons, in costume smart, 

Who told of captains bold and i:rand, 

Lieutenants, marshals, seeking salt ; 

Of Colonels, majors, cap in hand. 

Who bade ek n Majesty to halt; 

* It is hardly possible to conceive a more intelligent, venerable 
looking head, than poor Herbert Stockhore presents ; a fine capa- 
cious forehead, rising like a promontory of knowledge, from a bold 
outline of countenance, ccry feature decisive, breathing serenity 
and diouglufulness, with here and there a few straggling locks of 
silvery gray, which, like the time-discolored moss upon some ancient 
battlements, are the true emblems of antiquity : tlic eye alone is 
generally dull and sunken in the visage, but during tlic temporary 
gleams of sanity, oi; fancied flights of poetical inspiration, it is unusually 
bright and animated. AcccM'ding to professor Camper, I sliould think 
the facial line would make an angle of eighty or ninety degrees ^ 
and, judging upon the principles laid dpwn by Lavatcr, poor Her- 
bert might pass for a Solon. Of his bumps, or phrenological protu- 
ben^nccs, I did not take ppticular notice, but I have no doubt they 
would be found, upon examination, equally illustrative of such 
visionary systems. - 
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Tolci how the ensign nobly waved 
The colours on the famous bill ; 

And names from dull oblivion saved. 

Who ne'er the niche of feme can fill ; 

Who, like to Campbell, lends his name * 

To many a whim he ne'er did write; 

^Vhen witty scholars, to their shame, 

’Gainst masters hurl a satire trite f. 

But fare thee well, Ad Montenis bard, 

Tarewell, my memory’s early friend ; 

Tvlay misery never press thee hard. 

Ne’er may disease thy steps attend : 

Be all thy wants by those supply 'cl, 

Whom charity ne’er fail’d to movel : 

Etona's motto, crest, and pride, 

Is feeling, courage, friendship, love. 

Poor haruiless soul, thy merry stave 
Shall live when nobler poets bend ; 

And when Atropos to the grave 
Thy silvery locks of gray shall send, 

Etona’s sons shall sing thy fame. 

Ad Montem still thy verse resound. 

Still live an ever cherish’d name. 

As long as salt § and sock abound. 

* The author of “ The Pleasures of Hope,” and the editor of tiic 
New Montlily; but ** Tard^t quoi credita leedicnt^ eredimus'* 

f It has long been the custom at Eton, particularly during Mou« 
tern, to give Herbert Stockhore the credit of many a satirical whim, 
which he, poor fellow, could as easily have penned as to have written 
a Greek ode. These squibs are sometimes very humorous, and are 
purposely written in doggrel verse, to escape detection by the mas- 
ters, who are not unfrequently the principal persons alluded to. 

X This eccentric creature has for many years subsisted entirely 
upon the bounty of the Etonians, and the inhabitants of Windsor 
and Eton, who never fail to administer to his wants, and liberally 
supply him with many little comforts, in return for his harmles'» 
pleasantries. 

§ Salt is the name given to the money collected at Montem, 
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THE FIRST OF APRIL. 

The conjectures of authors as to the origin 
of the custom of making what arc termed April 
Fools/' on this day, are numerous, but little 
satisfactory. The appellation of “ All Fools 
Day," usual!}/ given to it, seems to denote it to 
be a different day from the Feast of Fools/' 
which was held on the Ist of January, of which 
a very particular description may be found in 
Du Cange’s learned Glossarj, under the word 
Kidendte; which has occasloiicd a conjecture 
that the ^vord All" here, is a corruption of our 
northern word auld" for old ; because mention 
is made so often in the ancient Roman Calendar 
ol a Feast of old. Fools." It must be granted 
that this feast stands there on the first day ol 
another month, November; but then it informs 
us, at the same time, tlvat it is by removal. 

‘"There is nothing hardly (says the author of 
the Essay to relieve the old Celtic) that will bear 
a clear demonstration that the primitive Chris- 
tians, by way of conciliating the Pagans to a 
belter worship, humoured their prejudices by 
yielding to a conformity of names, and even of 
customs, where they did not essentially interfere 
with the fundamentals of the Gospel doctriim. 
This was done in order to quiet their possession, 
and to secure their tenure: an admirable expe- 
dient, and extremely fit, in those barbarous times, 
to prevent the people from returning to their old 
religion. Among these, in imitation of the Ro- 
man Saturnalia, was the Festum Fatu^mnn, when 
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part of the jollity of the season was a burlesque 
election ’of a mock Pope, mock Cardinals, and 
mock Bishops, attended with a thousand ridicu- 
lous and indecent ceremonies, gambols, and an- 
tics; such as singing and dancing in the churches, 
in lewd attitudes to ludicrous anthems; all allu- 
sive to the exploded pretensions of the Druids, 
whom these sports were calculated to cxj)ose to 
scorn and derision. 

“This Feast of Fools,” lie continues, “ had its 
designed cflect, and contributed, perhaps, more 
to the extermination of those heathens, than all 
die collateral aids of fire and sword, neither of 
which were spared in the persecution of them. 
The continuance of customs, especially droll 
ones, which suit the gross taste of the multitude, 
iifier tlui original cause of them has ceased, is a 
great, but no uncommon absurdity.” 

The name Andrew, according to this writer, 
signifies a head Druid, or Divine. Hence it was, 
he adds, that when the Christians, by way ol 
exploding the Druids, turned them into ridicule, 
in their Feast or Holiday of Fools, one of the 
biill’oon personages was “ a Merry Andrew;” a 
character of whom Pennant (llritish Zoology) has 
this remark: “ It is very singular, that most na- 
tions give the name of their favourite dish to the 
Jacetious attendant on every mountebank : thus 
the Dutch call him Pickle Herring — the Italians, 
Maccaroni — the French, Dean Potage — the Ger- 
mans, Hans Wurst, i. e. Jack Sansage^emdi we 
dignify him with the title of Jack Pudding/^ 

The learned Dr, Pegge, in an article lln the 
Gentleman’s Magazine, (May 1766), rejects this 
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origin of the custom in question, and ascribes it 
to a completely different cause. “ It i^ a matter 
of some diflScuIty,” he begins, “ to account for 
the expression, ‘ an April Fool and the strange 
custom so universally prevalent throughout this 
Jcingdom, of people’s making fools of one another 
on the first of April, by trying to impose upon each 
other, and sending one another upon that day 
upon frivolous, ridiculous, and absurd errands. 
However, something I have to offer on this sub- 
ject, and I shall hero throw it out, if it were only 
to induce others to give us their sentiments. The 
custom, no doubt, had an original, and one of a 
very general nature ; and therefore one may very 
reasonably hope, that though one person may 
not be so happy as to investigate the meaning and 
occa.sion of it, yet another possibly may. But J 
am the more ready to attempt a solution of this 
difficulty, because I find Mr. Bourne, in his An- 
tiquities Vulgares, has totally omitted it, though 
it fell so plainly within the compass of his design. 
I observe first, that this custom and expression 
has no connection at all with the Festum Hypo- 
diaconorum, Festum Stultorum, Festum Fatuorum, 
Festum Innocentium, &c. mentioned in Du Fresne ; 
for these jocular festivals were kept at a very 
different time of thei^ear. Secondly, that I have 
found no traces, either of the name or of the 
custom, in other countries, inasmuch that it ap- 
pears to me to be an indigenal custom of our own 
I speak only as to myself in this ; for others, per- 
haps, ,may have discovered it in other parts, 
though I have not. Now, thirdly, to account for 
it : the name undoubtedly arose from the custom. 



THE FIRST OP APRIL. 391 

and this, I think, arose from hence*^our year for- 
merly began, as to some purposes, and in some 
respects, on the 25th of March, which was sup- 
posed to be the incarnation of our Lord ; and it 
is certain that the commencement of the new year, 
at whatever time that was supposed to be, was 
ai>vays estuuiucd u high and that both 

amongst the ancient Homans and with us. Now 
great festivals were usually attended with an 
octave; that is, they were wont to continue eight 
days, whereof the first and last were the princi- 
pal; and you will find the first of April is the 
octave of the 25th of March; and the close or 
ending, consequently, of that feast, was both the 
festival of the Annunciation and of the new year. 
From hence, as I take it, it became a day of ex- 
traordinary mirth and festivity, especially amongst 
the lower sorts, who are apt to pervert and make 
a bad use of institutions which, at first, might 
be very laudable in themselves/' 

Mr. Douce partly adopts this opinion, but dif- 
fers as to the origin of the custom itself. I am 
convinced," sslys he, that the ancient cere- 
mony of the Feq^t of Fools, has no connection 
whatever with the custom of making fools on the 
first of April. The making of April fools, after 
all the conjectures which have been made touch- 
ing its origin, is certainly borrow^ed by us from 
the French, and may, I think, be deduced from 
this simple analogy. The French call them April 
fish, (pomons d'Avril), i. e. simpletons; or, in 
other words, silly mackrel, who suffer themselves 
to be caught in this month. But as, with us, 
April is not the season of that fish, we have pro- 
perly substituted the word fools/' 
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That the custom of making fools on this day^ 
is not unknown to other countries besides Eng- 
land, contrary to the supposition of Dr. Pegge, 
wc have sufficient evidence from several writers. 
Torrens, a Swedish author, in his Voyage to 
China, says, We set sail on the first of April- 

und tho 'vrind madt? Apiil uf lif> j for WU WCie 

forced to return before Shagen, and to anchor at 
Biswopol.” And another writer, speaking ot 
Lisbon, says, On the Sunday and morning pre- 
ceding Lent, as on the first of April in England, 
people are privileged here to play the fool. It is 
thought very jocose to pour water on any person 
who passes, or throw powder in his face ; but to 
do both, is the perfection of wit/* 

Of this kind is the practice alluded to by 
J)eckcr, in his Seven Deadly Sinnes of London, 
(1606) : The bookeseller everafter, when you 
passe by, pinnes on your backes the badge of 
fools, to make you be laught to scorn, or of silly 
carpers, to make you be pittied.” And Sauval, 
(Antiq. de Paris), iiints at a similar custom on 
the festival of St. Simon and St. Jude; when, 
he tells us, ‘^simple persons^ arc sent to the 
Temple to ask for medlars, ('tfes in order 

to intrap them, and make sport for the bye- 
standers.” 

In the North of England, persons thus im- 
posed on are called April gowks.*' Zouk, or 
gowk, is properly a cuckoo, and is used here 
metaphorically, in vulgar language, for a fool. 
The cuckoo is indeed every where a name of con-^ 
tempt. Gouch, in the Teutonic, is rendered stul- 
tuSy a fool, whence came our northern word, a 
goke, or a gawky. 
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In Scotland, upon April day, they have a cus- 
tom of hunting the gowk,*’ as it is termed. This 
is done by sending silly people upon fool’s 
errands, from place to place, by means *of a 
letter, in which is written— 

On the first of Aprilo 

Hunt the gowk another nnle.’* 

And in the old play of the Parson's Wedding, the 
Captain says, Death! you might have left 
word where you went, and not put me to hunt 
like Tom Fool.” So, in Secret Memoirs of the 
late Mr. Duncan Campbell, (1732), ** I had ray 
labour for my pains; or, according to a silly 
fashion among the vulgar, was made an April 
Fool of ; the person who had engaged me to take 
this pains, never meeting me.” 

A writer in the Workly supposed to be the late 
Lord Orford, exhibits a happy display of irony, 
in some pleasant thoughts on the effect the alte- 
ration of the style would have on the first of 
April. What confusion,” he observes, “ would 
not follow, if the great body of the nation were 
disappointed of. their peculiar holyday? This 
country was formerly disturbed with very fatal 
quarrels about the celebration of Easter; and no 
wise man will tell me that it is not as seasonable 
to fall out for the observance of April-fool day. 
Can any benefits arising from a regulated Calen- 
dar, make amends for an occasion of new.sects? 
How many wamf/ men may resent an attempt to 
play them off on a false first of April, who would 
have submitted to the custom of being made fools 
of on the old computation? If our Clergy come 
* s 5 
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to be divided about Folly’s Anniversary, we may 
well expect all the mischief attendant on religi> 
ous wars.” He then desires his friends to inform 
hini what they observe on that holyday, both 
according td the new and old reckoning; “ how 
often, and in what manner, they make or are 
made fools; how they miscarry in attempts to 
surprise, or baffle any snares laid for them. I do 
not doubt but it will be found that the balance of 
folly lies greatly on the side of the old first ol' 
April ; nay, I much question,” he adds, “ whe- 
ther infatuation will have any force on what I call 
the false April-fools’ day ;” and concludes with 
requesting an union of endeavours “ in decrying 
a reformation, which only tends to discounte- 
nance good old practices and venerable supersti- 
tions.” 

Herald, 

AMERICAN WITTICISMS. 

Married, in Washington, Mr. John Judge 
to Miss M. C. Noland. 

“ Most Judges contrive lo get plenty of land — 

For one may instance Judge Toland ; 

But plump Lawyer C ..pid has tricked the whole band, 

And shown us a Judge that has No Land !*' 

In Greenwich, Connecticut, by the Rev. David 
Peck, Mr. Eliphalet Peck, jun. to Miss Deborah 
Peck. 

Three Pecks, we find, have here begun 
To make two different Pecks <|^t one : 

But vain their labour we shatl see; 

For let there pass of months a score, 

Three Pecks will be increas/'d to four^ 

And then a bushel there will be.*^ 


•Exafnifter. 
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THE SAINT AND THE GROOM. 

A PETER F1NDAR1C--FOUMDBD IN FACT* 

An age like this^ so fam’d for science *y 
So bright its magisterial quorum. 

Its kings so holy in alliance. 

Its navy, every man sanctorum, 

May well, as Greece now does the Turks, 

Dei'y the devil f and his works. 

But here and there it is our fate 
To met a sort of reprobate : 

And then you’ll see the proverb’s lame, 

That man and master are the same. 

It chanc’d within a century 
Tliere live<l at Br-m6-r, 

A Saint who well deserved to be 
Preserved in amber : 

So pious, and so fond of freedom I 
No one to slavery would he doom; 

But whites with him were not the crack ones, 

Ilib charity was all for black ones ! 

* Political. 

t Times arc much altered since the days of Dante. He, as Cicerone 
m hell, being asked where the kings were, pointed to a snug warm 
corner ; upon which the inquirer observed, “ tiSSlre are very few.*’— 
“I'ewJ” said Dante, “ I don’t know what you mean by few — there 
arc all that ever reigned!” Mats turns avons change the 

Devil shall have his due no longer. Dr. Southey (more potent than 
Dr. Faustus) has, on his own mere motion, turned the stream, and in 
Iiis afternoon visions, trampled on the renown of Hercules and all 
his labours. 

X Dum Phaetontea formica vagatur in umbra, 
lmplicuj|:teQuem succina gutta feram: 

Sic modo fucrat vita contemta manante, 

Funeribus facta est nunc pretiosa suis. 

Martial here gives us an admirable description of the progress of a 
Puritan to canonization. 
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One day, a man (a common case) 

Was looking out to get a place,- 
When he was told that there was room 
In this said mansion for a groom. 

He came— the master most observant, 

Strict in the hiring of a servant, 

Went thro’ the forms inherent in the scene 
Of character, of wages, and of warning. 

Good morals, sober, honest, steady, clean, 

Shun playsj^^^ate girls — rise early in the morning - 
Alt svitich, tho* nicely he defined it. 

He found just as he wished to find it; — 

The man himself said so— 

And he must know I 

But now, though Thomas thought it all too much;> 

There yet remain'd this final, master-touch 
He said, his visage gniced with, saint-like airs. 

When you have rack’d your horses up, 

You’ll comb your hair, and wash, and sup, 

And then, I shall expect, attend at prayers. 

There like myself behave 
And sing a stave.” 

At this, the man somewhat confused, 

Scraped, scratched his head and mused : 

At length — 

Yes, Sir — O, yes !— but if I must — 

As it is right to do what one engages— 

Your honour won’t object, I trust. 

To let it oe consider’d in my wages !” 

Chroaicle. 


THE PERSIAN IDEA OF PARADISE. 

The Persian idea of Paradise is, warmth 
vrithout heat, and coolness without cold.” 

Brilish Press. 
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• UNLUCKY LIKENESSES. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXV. 

A PINE, tall, stout, broad-shouldered Cam- 
brian gentleman was brought before Mr, Min- 
sbull, charged with having assaiilted, or rather 
with having manifested a dispositioni^ to assault, 
an elderly taker of likenesses, who occiipie.s 
apartments over a baker’s shop in the Strand. 
The parties were brought before the Magistrate 
by one of the street-keepers, in- consequence of 
his having seen the Cambrian gentleman, with 
bi.s head and shoulders out of the likeness-taker's 
window, shouting “Murder!” with all his might. 

When brought into the office the Cambrian 
l^cntleman was dreadfully agitated, and much at 
a loss for breath, but the likeness-takc.r was as 
cool as a cucumber, and the matter between them 
was this: — The likeness-taker painted a couple 
of likenesses, some months ago, for a lady who 
has bloomed more than fourscore years. Whilst 
the likenesses were painting, the Cambrian 
gentleman fell in love with and married the lady ; 
I'or she was rich as she was venerable. In due 
time the likeness-taker sent home the lady’s 
likenesses; but when he looked to have his 
money for them, he was told the likenesses were 
not liked, and must be altered before they . would 
be paid for. lie wduld willingly have altered them 
if they were not like, whether they were liked or 
not ; for it would be a shocking thing if the lady 
should “ lend her graces to the grave and leave 
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the world no copy.” But they were never sent 
back to him to alter; and after waiting till he was 
• tired, and being in great want of the money, he got 
a solicitor to serve the lady’s lord, viz. the Cam- 
brian gentleman, with a copy of a writ. Where- 
upon the Cambrian gentleman and his blooming 
bride ordered their carriage forthwith, and pro- 
ceeded full of wrath to the likeness-taker’s abode. 
When they reached it, the Cambrian gentleman 
left his bride in the carriage, and ascending to 
the likeness-taker’s room, he said, My name is 
— — — ; and you are an infamous blackguard !” 
The likeness-taker, not liking this, replied, “ I 
know you — you are just out of the King’s Bench, 
and you have been down to Margate a fortune- 
hunting !” Then the Cambrian gentleman put his 
clenched fist in the likeness-taker’s face; and 
then the likeness-taker told his maid-servant to 
fetch a constable ; and then the Cambrian gen- 
tleman popped his head out of the window and 
shouted murder! and then the street-keeper came 
scampering up stairs, and brought them both to 
this office ; and the Magistrate held the Cambrian 
gentleman to bail, and tbe''likeness-taker went 
home triumphing. 

Herald, 


IMPROMPTU. 

You say, whene’er abroad you roam, 

You meet with none but fools and asses : 

Would you avoid them, keep at home ; 

But Wk ye«*-bireak your looking-glasses. 

Literary Magnet. 
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THE DISINTERESTED AGE. 

Te^^TEO KCUfkV OfAW^f olffi h^bKn ^lo;. 

Jm£RT. vita Periand. 

lake the good the Gods provide thee.— Drtden’s Odv* 

Ours the disinterested age, 

Tlio* virtues may th’ Historic page 
Confer on years gone by, to loathing, 

For when and who, like us at home. 

Of all that Britain graced, or Rome, 

So labour’d for mankind for nothinff? 

Time was, when tliose wlio Members sent 
To sit and vote in Parliament, 

Bestow’d a stipend in their bounty; 

But now men wdll no more be paid, 

But rather pay * — such love, 'tis said, 

Tlicy feel for Borough and for County / 

* See how changed these matters are at present :— ** The Crown 
iormerly,” says Blackstone, “pro summoned the most nourish- 
ing towns to send Representatives to Parliament. As new towns tiicre* 
fore increased and grew populous, they were admitted to a share of tiic 
.Legislature,” (a custom entirely abandoned). “ But unfortunately, 
the deserted boroughs continued to be summoned too,” (a custom 
strictly abided by), ** except a few who petitioned to be eased of the 
cxpencc of maintaining their Members, being formerly allowed 
for the maintenance of a Knight of a Shire per diem ; and 2s. for that 
«)f a Citizen or Burgess.” Nd^, the greater virtue of the age disdain'^ 
to touch a single penny, while men cheerfully disburse thousands, 
that the country may not be deprived of the unrequited benefit i>f 
their services. Under these 'circumstances, the laws of the Saxom 
and Danes w'cre enacted, it is said, “ by the advice of the Wittenage* 
mote, or assembly of wise men,” Thank Heaven, we have nothing 
of the kind now-a-days! Having happily substituted disinurated 
Painots in the place of Mercenaries, it is pleasing to think, as it takes 
the sting out of the ffoly AUiance, that Kings in their Council, still 
adhere to their German origin : — De minoribus rebus Pnmrjirs 
consiiltant; de majorihus Tacit, de Mor. Germ. c. 11.— 

The innocent fruits of which are an embroidered petticoat, the sub- 
lime of Chinese architecture, the cur of a military jacket, and (Oh ' 
the cruellest cut of all !) an Austrian Edict. 
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The Justices of other days 
Pursued the most corrupt of ways— 

Without a bribe, then, no approaching ; 

Not so our unpaid Magistrate, 

Who serves for nothing — such their hate 
Of tithe recusancy and poaching ! 

The good old times’^ (miscalled we know) 

Did nought without a quid pro quo 
To sweeten and relieve the onus ; 

But honorary all things now. 

No public men to Mammon bow — 

For *tis not pay, to touch a bonus ! 

£*en Quacks the noble impulse feel. 

And pure benevolence reveal. 

For filthy lucre much their hate is;— 

Tho* some folks, well inclined to mirth, 

Declare it’s just exact its worth, 

When their advice is given gratis ! 

So graceless knaves are apt to deem 
All unpaid service but a dream. 

And most uncharitably scout it ; 

But thoughts like these are very hard, 

For “Virtue is its own reward,^' 

None but the Chancellor can doubt it ! Chronicle, 


THE TEMPLE 0E;,RHAPS0DY. 

We tindcrstanfl the Rev. Edward Irviiig’iS 
brick and mortar Committee arc divided upon the 
question of whether their idiended new meeting- 
house shall be of the Greciah or Gothic order of 
architecture. Some think, that in consideration 
of their leader’s barbarous style of preaching, the 
Gothic ought to be selected ; but, in our opinion, 
if any peculiarity of the preacher is to be the 
ground of their decision in this important matter, 
the preference should most certainly be given to 
the %e-onick. joAn BuU. 
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THE JEWS AND CROMWELL. 

During the protectorship of Oliver Cromwell 
he proposed the rc-establishmcnt of the Jews in 
England^ with the liberty of carrying on their 
trade and enjoying the exercise of their religion. 
This scheme mot with great opposition from the 
leaders of the diflbrent sectaries. Cromwell, 
however, carried the point, and procured the 
settling of a small body of Jews in an old .quarter 
of London, under the direction of Manasses Ben- 
Israel, a famous Rabbin, who set about building 
and soon finished a synagogue. The corres- 
pondence and unalterable friendship maintained 
between the dispersed Jews in the diffeyent coun- 
tries of the earth, were of singular advantage to 
the Protector. He was often indebted to them 
for important pieces of news and intelligence, 
which not a little contributed to the success of 
the enterprises he had from time to time formed 
against foreigners. Among a number of examples 
that may be cited, ,>yQ shall produce but one to 
corroborate what is llerc asserted. 

One day, as Cromwell was walking with Lord 
Broghill in one of ^e galleries of Whitehall, a 
man, who was very meanly clad, presented him- 
self before them. Cromwell immediately quitted 
company with his Lordship, and, taking that man 
by the hand, showed him into his closet. Here 
he learned from him, that the Spaniards were 
sending a considerable sum of money to pay 
their army in Flanders ; that this sum was aboard 
a Dutch vessel; and the Jew was so exact in 
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circumstances, as to describe the very part of the 
ship where the money was stowed. Cromwell 
immediately dispatched advice of this to Sir 
Jeremy Smith, who was cruising in the channel, 
with orders not to fail in seizing the Spanish 
treasure as soon as the Dutch ship should enter 
the Streight. When it appeared, Smith sent a 
message demanding to visit it; but the Dutch 
Captain, answering that he would suffer none 
but his masters to come aboard his ship. Smith 
threatened to sink him to the bottom. The 
Dutchman, too weak for defending himself, at 
length submitted; the money was found, and 
sent to London : Cromwell received it ; and, soon 
after seeing Lord Brhghill, told him that, were it 
not for t^e poor Jew they had seen a few days 
before, that good fortune would have slipped out 
of his hands. Globe and Traveller. 


A GLOOMY MORNING BEFORE CHRISTMAS. 

It is, nictliinks, a morning fun of fate ! 

Il rib&th blDwl^, <\b her sullen car 

Had all the weights of sleep q|j^d death hung at it ! 

She is not rosy-finger’d, but swolii black ! 

Her face is like a water turn’d to blood, 

And her sick head is bound about wiih clouds, 

As if she threatened night ere noon of day ! 

It does not look as it would have a hail 
Or health wished in it, as on other morns. 

Bem JoiiSON— Ca^(7ine’s Compirmy, 
Examiner, 
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HUSBANDS AND WIVES. 


^Tjs a complaint with tliosc who long liave tarrieJ 
To hear the question, (seldom much debated) 

That widows and young widowers get married 
As often as they please ; those singly fated 
Should read what follows, for among the llotimns 
Their chance w’ould have been worse — both man’s and wiiniii 

St. Jerome has a very long epistle 
(One of the fathers) in vol. seventy-four, 

To a gay widow, who was wont to frizzle 

Her hair, and paint, to get one husband more, 

Advising her to save her soul and trouble ; 

SheM had her share of husbands, more than double. 

She had been married a third lime alreaijy. 

And as her head began now' to be hoary, 

^Twas time, he thought (not she) to grow more steady ; 

And then he tells her this prepostmous story. 

You may believe ’t or not, when you have read it; 

I only tell it on St, Jerome’s credit : 

U'ho’ if you do not like to take the word of 
So good a Saint, who con^jjatted the Devil, 

'ris also told by one you have heard of, 

Juan while lie dw’elt in Seville ; 

A Spanish writer, not indee^ of note, 

But Iiis is not the book from which I quote*. 

The story's this;— -That once in Rome there lived 
A widow who bad macried nineteen men ! 

A widower too who had as often wived ; 

And both were anxious to be wed again ! 

And to each other— as to ascertain 
Which of the two the victory sliould gain. 


^ Silva tie f^aria Leeiun, Part I. ch. 34, Edit. 1593. Anttv. 
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Of all the city they were grown the wonder : 

Though old, they still upon each other doated ! 

So fit a pair 'twere cruelty to sunder; 

So ail wlio knew it the strange match promoted ; 
llesolving that the one who first should die, 

Should be interr’d with all solemnity : 

That in procession all the neighbours round, 

Female and male, should march in order due ; 

The victor with a laurel garland crown’d, 

The vanquish’d ’ncath the shade of mournful yew. 

Tt happen’d (’gainst the vvoman'’s will, no doubt), 

The candle of her life was first burnt out. 

’Twas then decreed the triumph should be given 
To the immortal husband, the survivor : 

High in a golden chariot he was driven, 

With laund crown’d — for he was not the tliivci. 

And he floserv’d if, as St. Jerome fancies, 

More tlian war’s victors^— so the holy iu:m says. 

Before, the Roman husbands march'd in order, 

With garlands on their heads of various hue; 

Like the Lord Mayor of London and Recorder 
On Lord Mayor’s day, ayd Livery two and two. 

This simile is not the Saint’s — ’tis pity 
Jerome ne'er saw the glories of our city. 

After the husband’s chariot came the late 
Mrs. — — (Jerome does nut give her name, 

Nor does Mexia give it, nor the date) 

Upon a hearse. I thir V they us'd the saiicC* 

Son of machine to carry their dead bodies 
fq Rome that we employ ; which soi^iewJuit odd i^f. 

Following the hearse the lady mourners iiiiecli’d ; 

The wiam’cd' first, all sorrovvirig for their lu.?s. 

And next the single, crabbed, prim, anj sbirch’d ; 

For then Old Maids, as now, were mostly cro.?s. 

Had they had offers they hud ne’er refus’d them. 

But she while living grievously had used them, 

* Notwithstanding he objects so strenuously to more than one 
marriage for each person, 
f See Potter’s Antiquities, See. &e. 
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By making such a large unjust monopoly 
Of husbands that had been enough for twenty. 

Allho’ thus far she bad not us’d them properly. 

Yet iic’ertheless of tears they shed quite plenty ; 

Some few for her might make their noses tingle, 

But most they mourn’d that they themselves were single. 

They burnt the dead dame, but preserv’d her ashes : 

And the good Samt here adds what may be true; 

(Tlnf true with false ov’n Jerome dashes, 

As otlicr folks not quite as holy do), 

Umlor the, pillow (hat a few small particles 
htado old maids nightly dream of marriage articlts 

Ye who the marriages of widows read 

With grief and wrath, in England rest coiUentorl . 

Tor beric<' you see a Roman dame*, indeed, 

From marrying iatuty tmts was not prevented. 
iK*r ashes now are lost, but burn tbose verses, 

And 'beam of marriage as the worst of curses. 

Chionu> 


KILLING THE DEyiL. 

A YOUNG girl from the country, lately on 
visit to Mr. II., a Quaker, was prevailed on to 
accompany him to the meeting. It happened to 
be a silci t one, none of the brethren being moved 
by the Spirit to utter a syllable. When Mr. IL 
left the meeting-house with his young friend, he 
asked her, How dost thee like the meeting V' 
To which she pettishly replied, Like it ? why, I 
can see no sense in it: to go and sit for whole 
hours together, without speaking a word, it is 
enough to kill the deviU* Yes, my dear,’" 
rejoined the Quaker, is just what we want.” 

The Man of Letters.^ 
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near neighbours^ the Bench seems to be the most 
natural and competent judge 'of the delicate 
subject under discussion. Longinus would have 
written a book on the precious line and a quarter 
we have quoted; nay, we do not know but we 
could write a book on it ourselves, as it conveys 
not onl;^ a most important judicial decision, 
but also a p^rdtt specimen of the most perfect 
order of eloquence;* and, as we said before, not 
a word can be altered, omitted, or supplied, 
without injury to this gem. Perchance,, the 
scrupulous oVermucIi may urge, that the Letithed 
•ludge might have spared their blushes, by sul):|sjj- 
tuting a periphrasis for a certain broad word^fee 
used ; but if wc desire to say things well, and as 
Mr. Justice Park says them, wc must not stop to 
pick and choose; in the passion of eloquence, 
as in the p^sion of anger, wc take pp the first 
thing that ^comes to hand, aq.d it at the 
heads of our hearers ; and can ^e ^then pause to 
wa'ap our missiles up in cotton, lest they should 
hurt any one ? As for the legal dictmn, touching 
the scat of honour, and its peculiar tenderness, 
involved in the subject of our comments, it is 
now part a1id parcel of the common law. of the 
land, having been pronounced by one of the 
Judges ; the poiii^t is therefore set arrfest foi; ever, 
and those thal presume to question it, or to scoif 
at it, shall be prosecuted with the titmost rigour 
of the law. 


Chronicle, 




D'-hiimed by T. Rowlandson. 


THE MAN OF WAR^S MAN; 

Ott, SKBTCHKS OP SOCIETY. 

GUDENVVTCIl HOSPITAL. • 

His horse, who never in that sort 
Had handled been before, 

What thing upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more." 

Wny, as' for the matter o*that ^aid old 
Jem Breeching, l^nocking the ashes out of his 
pipe, and preparing to recharge), as for the mat- 
ter ©’that,, I’ve had all s*6rts of acquaintances, 
from Bet Blowsey, the bumboat woman, down 
to the Dulge of Wellington ; aye, and I 've been 
among Royals too. Why, there was the Duke of 
C— — , him as took command in the Downs at 
the first of the pee^ce, when all the Hemp-he-roars 
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and Kings came to pay onr honour’d Majesty a 
visit under that 'ere thing-um-eye they’ve got at 
Woolwich now for a rot-under. There was a 
sight! We wouldn’t look at your common lords 
and ladies then. 1 remember old Blue-cheer 
landing, and Play-’toif and the Prince ofEasy- 
Uumbug, for I belonged to the yacht that took 
old Loo-hc-de-swect to France ; and so we saw 
’em all fOr nothing. But, somehow or other, 
there wam’t one to beat our own good old Geo^e ; 
and then there was that lovely flower of British 
growth, , oi^'j J^ar Princess Chariotte, so like 
uei royal grandfather. There, messmates, T 
won’t say another word about it ; I sees you’re 
all affected. Some on you remembers the 
Countess of Elgin hired cutter, commanded by 

Mich C — ford, when Bobby H was master. 

WcH, d’ye see, Mich was ashore at Deal, with 
his jib bo^vs^d chock a block, and turning the 
corner in Middle-street with fresh way, he come 
stem on, right into the Duke’s hull. ‘ Halloo! 
halloo! (exclaimed his Royal Highness), what 
ship do you belong to?’ — ‘ No ship at all 
(hiccup), my Lord — ^your Majesty, I mean.’ — 
* Do you know this oflScer?’ enquired the Duke, 

taming to Captain A . ‘ Know me (said 

Mich, making another tack towards him), aye, 
to be sure he 'does.’ — ‘ 'Tis the commander of 
the cutter,’ said Captain A-^—. ‘You’re drunk. 
Sir,’ continued the Duke. * Beg your, pardon 
(hiccup), your Royal Highness, I am as’ sober 
(hiccup) as a prince.’ — ‘J say you’re abominably 
drank. Sir.’ — ‘ Weft, well, an’t please your Royal 
Highness, I may be (hiccup) about half seas 
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over.’—* Then, Sir, my orders are, that you keep 
half seas over for the next week to come ; so go on 
board, get under weigh, and cruize at the back of 
the Goodwin till recalled.’ — 'Aye, aye, an’t please 
your Royal (hiccup} Highness, I’ll be off the 
Good-un directly ;’ and away he started. Poor 
Mich was a jovial fellow, but death grappled him 
at last. He was a great favourite with all the 
Captains, and obtained his commission partly 
through merit, and partly on account of a hu- 
morous poem, addressed to the Lords of the Ad- 
miralty. I recollect once falling in with his 

vessel off the Texel. ‘How are you, Mr. C ?’ 

says our commander, hailing him. ‘ More 
troubled with the wind than the weather. Sir 
(replied C — ), for roy spirits are terribly low. 
Can you spare me a few nervous dr<^ps?’ — ‘Aye, 
aye; let’s have something to put ’em in.’— 
‘ Thank you. Sir, thank yc ; I’ll send my Joey 
(a three gallon bottle to which he gave that 
name) — I’ll send my Joey.’ 'rhe boat was low- 
ered down, and Joey came on board. The 
Captain, without noticing its size, ordered the 
steward to fill it. ‘ What are you about there 
below, steward? (said the commander). -What 
makes you so long?’ — ‘ I ham’t half filled the 
bottle yet. Sir.’ — ‘ Not half filled it ! why, how 
ranch does it held?’—’ Three or four gallons, 
Sir.* — Confound the fellow! Countess, a-hoy!’ 
—‘Halloo!’—* I say, C — ford, if ever you send 
your Joey aboard of me again, and I don’t break 
bis neck, there’s no snckes fh Vir-ginny., Why, 
he’s nearly swallow’d all my grog !’ ” 

“Ah, (says old Ben Marlin,) them there were 

T 8 
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glorious times ! But, howsomever, we are Rover 
satisfied. When we used to drink Malmsy Ma- 
deira out of a bucket, the toast was always 
* Better luck still.' Touch the bell, Dick 
Wills.’ — ‘Aye, aye,’ says Dick, rattling the 
poker and tongs together. — * Landlord (said 
Ben, as he entered), it’s a sad heart as never 
rejoices; and so, d’ye sec, having received a 
present of rhino from an old friend, why bring us 
in a bucket of flip for all hands.’ — This was 
extremely welcome, and very gratefully acknow- 
ledged. The flip was brought. ‘ And now (says 
Ben) I’ll tell yon a rum story, that happened 
about twenty years ago this very day. Why aye, 
that was one of the rummest rig.s that ever I seed ; 
zounds, it put all Portsmouth in a mutiny!’ — 

‘ Hoot, hoot! (said old Hameish), dinna mak twa 
bobs at a cherry, mon, but gie ’s the account, and 
let’s haO it wi’ mucklc glee ; only bearing in me- 
morial, that ’tis ane o’ the rules of tliis Saucyation 
that nae ane is to indulge i’ the flights o’ fancy, 
vulgo a lie, without its being barefaced, in con- 
tradistinction to the naked truth.’ — ‘Be aisey, 
Hameish, (says Teddy), and don’t make a bo- 
theration. How can he lie while he sits i And 
as for lying at full length, och don’t mention it — 
he’ll never dd^-that again. Isn’t he getting as 
straight as a ram’s horn? Arrah^ Ben, my darling, 
get on, and don’t stop ; do the thing dacently— > 
begin in the middle, and make both ends meet.' 

‘WhyJ d’ye see, (says Ben), itwas that 'ere time 
when roost of the htiannel fleet were at Spithead, 
and liberty-men were ashore every day. Well, 
the old Barfietir was going to be paid off, and 
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what does we do, but determined to have a grand 
sbeave-o before all hands separated. So we sends 
dispatches to Fareham, to have a good dinner 
ready for us New Year’s Day, with oceans of grog 
and mountains of bacca; and so we muster’d that 
^ere morning to the number of sixty or seventy, 
some on horses, some on donkeys ; and as lor 
chaises and gigs, there was a pretty set-out. 
Well, we weighed with a foul wind from Capstan- 
square, and after making a great many tacks, 
hove to before the Admiral’s, and saluted him 
with three hearty cheers. Harry Cole was 
mounted on a Jerusalem poney, that backed 
astarn right through the window of a pastry-cook’s 
shop. There was a dish of flummery, pies, and 
tarts, rolled in all directions ; it soon made 
a-bun-dance among the small fry— barbers and 
sweeps, bricklayers and tailors, my eyes ! there 
was precious work ! Well, old Harry dismounted, 
and taking his hanimal on his shoulders, walks 
deliberately out, and sets him down in the street, 
ordering ’em to send in their bill, and he’d make 
good the damages. At last we clear’d the town, 
and formed the order of sailing in two divisions. 
Black Jackson, the captain of the main- top, com- 
manded one, and Jem Cramptqp the other, and 
the wdnd coming favourable, tb‘$ -signal was made 
to crack on all sail. It was a fine sight to see 
the small craft scud out of our way, and the roqfi 
was lined with speckt-tatoes to gaze at the fleet. 
Well, d’ye see, Tom Butth-you remembers Tom 
Butt, a comical crojack-eye4 fellow, as dry as a 
biscuit wheil he was well soak’d — Tom Butt had 
i:ot a dull sailer> that wouldn’t, hoswer her helm, 
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and so he and Jack Moberly, whose craft was 
every bit as bad> were left astern. Tom, thinking 
she was ont of trim, and too mnch by the head, 
gets out of the saddle, and shifts ballast farther 
aft ; that was worse, for his vessel lufft right up 
in the wind, came athwart Jack’s bows, and 
capsized him in an instant ; but that wam’t the 
best of it : however, we had a glorious day, and 
next morning toss’d up our anchors for Ports- 
mouth. Well, poor Jack Moberly was taken 
before the Mayor by the rogue of a landlord that 
hired him the horse, and all hands attended as 
witnesses ; indeed it made such a kick up, that 
hundreds were in attendance outside the court. 
Jack, bis face plastered and patch’d in all di^^ 
rections, was put to the bar, die landlord on bis 
right, and Tom Butt on his left. *Well, what 
is your complaint?’ said Sir — C5— ter. ‘Why, 
please your Worship, I hired this here fellow a 
horse—’ ‘ Fellow ! (says Jack) who do you call 
fellow? T’ve got a collar to my shirt as well as 
you.’ — ‘ Don’t interrupt him, my friend,’ said the 
Mayor. ‘ There, (replied Jack, slueing round to 
the landlord), doesn’t his Honour call me friend? 
—and shiver my old tarry trowsers if I won’t be a 
friend to your Worship as long as you' live.’ 

* Well well, letUle man go on.’ ‘ So I hired him 
a horse.’ ‘That ’s a cracker (says Tom Butt) 
seeing as how it was no more like a horse than 
your Honour, but a brokcn-back’d rattle-trap ould 
nian; and, belike yobr Worship—’ ‘I must 
insist on one speaking at a time (sfdd the Mayor), 
and first let me hear th^ man’s complaitit.’ ' ‘ Why, 
please your W<*ship,' they hired m^' fiiarc, as 
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capital a reader as ever was backed, thof I say it 
myself; she cost me — ’ / But that has nothing to 
do with the concern,’ exclaimed the Magistrate. 
‘.No, your Worship : Well, yesterday they brings 
her back again, both knees broke, and her face 
cut to pieces, and so 1 threw her on his hands, to 
make good the loss, but they refuse to satisfy me.’ 
‘ What do yoil estimate the worth of the beast V 
‘ Thirty pound, your Worship, and little enough 
too.’ ‘Well, my friend, and what have you to 
say to that ?’ ‘ Why, if yon pleases (says Tom 
Butt) I’ll ovediaul the whole matter, for my 
messmate is rather taut bound about the upper 
works.’ ‘ Let me hear it then as clear as possible.’ 
‘ Why d’ye see, we met to have a bit of a jolli> 
lication, as all hands were goiUg to be drafted into 
different ships. Well, your Worship, tho fleet 
weigh’d from the town, and the commandor-in> 
chief made the signal to make all possible sail, 
and so they crack’d on, that I and, Jack here were 
left hull-down astern. Well, yoUr Honour, being 
willing to .drag up with the rear squadron, we 
carried a taut press, but a sudden squall threw us 
.slap aback, and Jack’s vessel being crazy, and 
leaky withal, turned the turtle with him, and, sure 
enough, stove in the animal’s bows, and carried 
away part of Jack’s cutwater, and sundry other 
damages. Wc^ ’twas a blessed thing that the 
squall did happhn, for the fleet were obliged to 
shorten sail ; and so spme an ’em was ordered to 
take him in tow. As so^ as fte rain abated and 
the wind luH’d, they'emoied oq, and we got to 
Fareham ing;qod time, JackTempestmade sail 
to the doctor’s fbr.six yards of plaster, and so we 
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parcell’d and woulded the shivef’d parts in both 
the beast and n^jr messmate, giving ’em a good 
lick of tar ; and then we brought him to a court* 
martial for losing his ship, but after a close 
fiistigation of the case, he was honourably qnided, 
for it was fully — ’ 

At this moment there was a terrible rookery 
and noise outside the court — ‘See what’s the 
matter there,’ said the Mayor. The hubbub con- 
tinued, and the officer returned with a report that 
it was some sailors had brought another witness 
(see Vignette). ‘ Let ’em come in,’ says the Magis- 
trate. The doors were opened, and in came Joe 
Jarves, leading the ould mare. Myeyes! there was 
a bobbery. The animal was strips of plaster from 
stem to stam, and looked in a state of starvation. 
I dare say the crows always followed her. How- 
somever, Joe begins — ‘Look here, your Worship? 
my messmate is in limbo for breaking this here 
creature’s kne^; now I say she ought to be 
clapp’d in limbo for breaking my messmate’s face, 
for that ere genus there said she had been over 
the road hundreds of times; now Jack had never 
steered that course before : which ought to know 
best, your Worship? But to prove the roguery of 
the thii^) look, your Worship, one bridle-port is 
fast jamm’d and bolted in her bead, and the o^er 
hasn’t been opened since. Theii;shc had ap ugly* 
knack of stopping, and swinging one leg all 
manner of ways, like a dog-vane in .a calm. We 
offered to make reparation, but he wouldn’t agree 
to it, and swore he’d hiring a cicil action pgainst 
Jac^ for the recovery of th^beast. ^iVhethcr this 
is a eivir action, to clap Jack in .limbo, I leave tor 
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your AVorship to judge ; and as for the recovery 
of the creature, didn’t we try all we could to re* 
cover her ? Didn’t we fish her game-leg and do 
the needful, and hadn’t she strong beer to drink, 
while all the rest had water? and didn’t we bring 
her home in a coal-waggon, riding all the way ? 
and if that wam’t enough to recover her, why 
.she’ll never be better.’ Old Joe’s appeal, and 
the sight of the mare, did the business ; we were 
ordered to pay five pounds.aud the doctor's bill, 
and then all hands adjonred to the Sally-port, 
where we drank success to the ould Mayor ,oi 
Portsmouth and the ould mare of Common-hard. 

literary Gazette. 



Ijfhiftnt'il l‘y T. U<»wi.iticlRU>i. 


[Siiiee tbis seieg^^ion was made^ Mr. Barker^ the autlfor of these 
very clever sketches/ has announced his in^^ition of publishiflg 
them in a connected form, jllustr^'ted by*ttid^Oi^iQ.QS pencil 
one of the l]M>tbef^i!uiksliank^^^/ ^ - 
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ZEPHYR. 

Wh£N maidens blithely dance at eve^ 

I slily glide beneath their sleeve ; 

Or, if they would their ankles hide, 

I toss their russet gowns aside : 

Or, dallying with their kerchiefs blue, 

1 half betray to transient view 
Beauties that thrill the lover through : 

Then to a lady*s casement steal. 

To sigh the love I cannot feel. 

Where she has placed a harp all day. 

Expecting me to come and play : 

Sweet music wakens in the strings 
At the soft rustling of iny wings; 

And as I hover round and round. 

She doteaupon the plaintive sound; 

Then, as the melting tones decay. 

She thinks of one that ’s far aw'ay. 

J sec the colour come and go, 

I feel her panting bosom glow. 

And wish ^twere mine to sink to rest . 

Upon so fair and fond a breast. 

At night, when nil around is still, 

T lay me down upon the hill. 

And play with cowslips shining bright. 

Beneath the moon-beam*s dewy light; 

Where dapper elves .snd fairies glance 
In merry maze and circling dance: 

Or haply wandering, I invade 
With rustling sound the leafy sliade. 

Where Julia, by her lover led. 

Denies, with half-averted head. 

Of her rosy lips the taste. 

Though both his arms are round her waist : . 
Alarmed she hears m0, and her fear 
Imagines me a stranger near; 

And lie,\though loth to fancy this. 

Lets her go witli hklf a kiss. 

Knight’s Quarterly Magazine. 
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THE FEMALE COMMANDER; 

Ob, a general DEFEATED. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXVI. 

Sir Charles William Doyle complained 
to Mr. Halls, that he had been grossly assaulted 
by a couple of post-boys, in his way home from 
the Hounslow-heath Review on the preceding day. 
The post-boys in question were Thomas Clough, 
stable-keeper in Phoenix-yard, Cavendish-square, 
and his lad, George Curd. The General had laid 
aside his military dress, and was driving through 
Brentford in his tilbury, when be was stopped 
short by the headmost of a string of buggies turn- 
ing short across the way. At the same moment 
something came bump against bis back; and, 
looking round, he found it was the beads of the 
leading horses in a post chariot and four, driven 
by the boy. Curd, on the leaders, mid bis master, 
Clough, on the wheelers; and bump, as afore- 
wsaid, came the heads of the leaders against the 
General’s back. *‘My good fellow,” said the 
General to the boy, “ where are you coming to? 
you see I cannot move, unless I drive over the 

buggy before me !” — “ D — n his eyes !” cried 

Clough, “ drive over him if he don’t get out of 
the wpy !” The boy attempted to do as he was 
ordered, by forcing his horses upon the General’s 
tilbury, until it was in danger of upsetting; and 
to prevent this, the General applied his whip to 
the boy and Uie leaders. The boy applied bis 
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whip to the General in return, and after a bit of 
a scuffle the post-chariot and its furious drivers 
gave the General the go-by . Between Brentford 
and Turnham-green the General overtook them, 
as they were doing something at their traces ; 
and, as he passed by, the boy, instigated by 
Clough, ran after the General, and struck him 
repeatedly with his whip* The General, asto- 
nished at this conduct, demanded Clough’s ad- 
dress; but instead of giving it, he cried out, 

D — n your eyes, if you had flogged me as you 
did the boy, I would have cut your — tripes 
out!” and so saying, they mounted their horses 
and drove on furiously. 

Several gentlemen who witnessed this strange 
outrage, urged the General to pursue, and either 
obtain their address, or givcj them in charge to a 
constable. The General followed as fast as he 
could, reasonably, with a single horse; and in 
Hammersmith he overtook them again, as they 
were watering their horses. He then made him- 
self known to them ; whereupon they suddenly 
became as humble as a couple of mulberries, 
that will not bear the hnndling;” and were busily 
Risking him ten thousand pardons, when the front 
glass of the chariot was suddenly let down, and 
out pops a gaily-attjred female head, crying out, 

D — n your eyes, you blackguard! what do you 
mean by stopping my servants 1” Hearing such 
words as these from a lady’s lips astonished the 
General more than ever; and, making his bow 
to the lady, he told her he had nothing at all to 
say to her. Somebody else told her what was 
the matter, however; and, again popping her 
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fair head oiit at the window, she exclaimed. 
By G — d ! they shall neither apologize nor give 
their address ; and if they want any thing else, 
let him follow me to Curzon-street, and I 'll 
horsewhip him myself! Drive on, lads !'* Away 
they wxnt again, like winking," as a coachman 
would say, and the General after them on horse- 
[jack — for a stranger gentleman, who had heard 
the foregoing lady-like exclamations, very kindly 
leiii the General his horse, in order that he might 
keep up with the chariot, fvhiist he himself fol- 
lowed with the General’s tilbury. Away they 
went, helter-,skelUT, with the General close at 
their heels, until they entered llydc-park at the 
Keiisington-gate, when they put their horses into 
a full gallop ; and the General, not choosing to 
exhibit himself chariot-hunting through the park, 
gave up the chace, and they wore soon out of 
sight. He afterwards ascertained that the lady 
was a Mrs. Stopford, living under the protec- 
tion" of somebody or other, in Curzon-street. 
Having ascertained this, the boys were easily 
discovered ; and they were brought before Mr. 
Minshull, who held them both to bail for their 
appeauiice at the Sessions. 

JhraiJ, 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON MISS TREE^S PEREOKMANCE OF THE PAGE," IN '^TWELFTH 
WIGHT.*' 

Ait, own thee, Tree, whilst pleased they look, 

Tlic sweetest pa^c of Shakspeare’s book. 

Tost, 



THE DANCING MEMBERS. 

On reading that two Members, who voted in the Minority on the 
Motion for the Repeal of the Malt Duties, were taken into 
custody for being at an unlicensed Assembly-room the other 
evening. 

Two Members ^^at fault/' 

In the business on malt. 

Thought it odd if they couldn't be even; 

So in petulant mood, 

Determined they would 
Court St. Vitus*, in lieu of St. Stephen. 

Though extremes seldom meet, 

Yet the heMd and the/ee^ 

Should with each other go hmd in hand; 

For we know in tlie ** House," 

That each Member, of “ nmse^^ 

When he speaks to the Speaker, must stand. 

But how great their surprise. 

When, on opening their eyes. 

Which no foresight had ever unshut. 

Since a **lark” was their rage, 

They were cooped in a *^cage/’ ^ 

Where many tnore Commons were put. 

** What, for quadrilling I — odd, 

We should reel into yuod," 

When the gaoler their comments thus stops— 

^ Excuse the assault, 

**My gemmen of malt, 

“But there's likewise a duty, on koptJ^ 

* The Divinity of Dancing, much resembling t^^nadriUc move- 

ment. 


Fost, 
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RULES 

FOR THE BEHAVIOUR OF YOUNG PEOPLE IN COMPANY. 

Always wipe your mouth with the table- 
cloth, for that must be soiled at all events, and 
will save your host’s napkins, or your own 
pocket-handkerchief. 

Always ob.serve the Abyssinian custom — never 
to speak, nor to drink, unless your month be 
<]uite full. 

Champ whatever you eat, making as much 
noise as possible, which will show yon relish, 
and are pleased with what you are eating. 

SfflEiuld any thing at dinner stick in your teeth, 
do not allow yourself to sniffer from it for a 
moment; but use a pm, or if you have not such 
a thing about yon, a fork will be a good suece- 
danenm. 

Always begin to speak before another has 
finished whht he or she has to say, as it will 
serve to show the quickness of your perception, 
in being able to understand a thing before it is 
uttered, and give the company a great opinion 
of your good breeding. 

Be sure, on leaving a room, to turn your back 
on the company ; and if the door be open when 
you go out, be sure to leave it open, particularly 
if the weathj^ be cold. 

Should you have occasion to use your hand- 
kerchief in company, do not mince the matter as 
the fastidious are wont to do, by slightly com- 
pressing the nose; but boldly and decidedly 
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blow it, (particularly if at meal time), until re- 
lieved from the inconvenience, and the more 
louder and more violent the different propulsions 
of sound<^are, the more genteel, easy, and agree- 
able you will be considered. 

. When in company, should you ever be at a 
loss what to do with your hands and feet (as is 
often the case with young people), you can occa- 
sionally put one foot oyer the other; sit cross- 
legged ; pick your ears with the head of a jjin ; 
run your fingers through your hair; pare your 
nails with a penknife ; remove superfluous hairs 
with your nails; blow your nose and look at 
your handkerchief; beat a tattoo on the table; 
bite your nails; gape now and then; stretch 
yourself to open your chest; loll back aad tilt 
your chair; cut a notch or twp in the arm of it 
witli your penknife (which should be in your 
hand ready for use) ; sc^akC^i. your head, or any 
otlier part that may happein to itch, and in so 
doing you will eonvince the i^napany that you 
have been well brought up, and are perfectly free 
from vulgar habiflS. 


ON THE SUPERIOR ATTRACTION OF MADAM f. 
VESTRIS IN MALE COSTUME. 

Tiiv beaaty and thy symmetry^ 
r* *T%y lovely voice which all 'bewitGlieft;i 
So sweetly blend ; die men agree, 

So {>awcriul is thy rivalry, 

That hencefortli thou sholt wear the breeches, 

, Post, 
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GOOD NIGHT. 

Good night? ah ! no ; the Jiour is ill 
Which severs those it should unite ; 

Let us remain together still, 

Then it will be Qood night. 

How can I call tl^e lone niglit good, 

Though thy sweet wishes wing its ilij/ht ? 

Be it not said, thought, understood,' 

Then it will be ^ood night. 

To hearts which near each other move 
From evening close to morning light, 

J'he night is good ; because, my love, 

They never sej/ good night/' Examiner^ 


CURIOUS REQUEST, 

The lbllowiQ^<^^curious occurrence took place 
a little time ago, not many miles from town 
A barber and a young female Having had their 
banns published, attended at the church to be 
married. When the minister came to a certain 
part of the ceremony, the bridegroom very gravely 
asked the clergyman'** If he might not take this 
woman in marriage on trial for a term of years, 
as he knew it was the custom in parts, where he 
had been ?” The clergyman of course answered 
in the negative. **Wcll, Sir, then,” eays the 
barber, ** I suppose I must risk it ; so'^ou may 
go on in the usual way.” The ceremony was then 
duly performed. ,• Chronicle. 
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THE CREED OF A PRETTY WOMAN. 

I BELIEVE, that a Cachmere shawl is to a 
woman an object of the first necessity. 

I believe, that marriage is a municipal for- 
mality, in whicl^ there is nothing embarrassing, 
and which is susceptible of modifications accord- 
ing to the humour of the contracting parties. 

I believe, that the first virtue of a woman is 
coquetry ; the greatest defect, maturity ; and her 
greatest crime, old age. 

1 believe, that the Saliqne law is a monument 
of barbarism, which disgraces the European 
codes. 

I believe, that Joan of Arc is the greatest man 
that the world ever produced, and that Ninon 
de I’Enclos is the greatest woman. 

1 believe, that paint is more necessary to the 
heart of a woman than to her complexion. 

I believe, that an English lord who has plenty 
of guineas, and a great wish to spend them in 
company, is the most witty, the most airy, and 
the most original of all beings. 

I believe, that devotion is not incompatible 
with pleasure, and that any reasonable accom* 
modation may be made with heaven. 

I believe, ^at love is an act of stupidity, and 
friendship a contract for mutual deception. 

I believe, that it was not a rib which God bor- 
rowed from Adam to form Eve, but his tongue, 
and that it is not our fault if we speak too much. 

I believe, that maternity is a very beautiful 
thing at a distance. 
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1 believe^ that conjugal tolerance is in domes- 
tic affairs, wbat religious tolerance is in political 
ones. 

I believe, that a woman should rather want 
bread than a gown or hat a-la-mode. 

I believe, that fashion is the goddess of women, 
and the tyrant of men. 

New$ of Literature and Fashion. 


THE PIER AT MARGATE. 

Oil ! Margate is a charming place, 

'Tis full of beauty, life and grace, 

And IVe met many a lovely face 
Upon the pier at Margate. 

When Cynthia sheds a silver beam, 

And London belles on down-beds dream, ^ 

Tis sweet to hear the foaming stream 
Beside the pier at Margate. 

I love to see the dashing wave 
The snow-white cliffs of firitaiu lave; 

1 love to hear the night storm rave 
Around the pier at Margate. 

Though Ramsgate boasts a splendid pier. 

More happy we in humbler sphere, 

More sociable, more friendly here^ 

We walk the pier at Margate. 

Oh ! Margate is a charming place^ 

Tis full of beauty, life, and grace, 

1 \e met many a lov^y face 
Upon the pier at Margate. 

OrigmL 
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TO JUSTICE. 

FROM THE ITALIAN OF PIER SALVETTJ. 

Oh Justice ! Justice ! Where art thou ? 

On earth thouVt not — poor \^irtue’s nurse ; 

Thou ne'er was wanted more than now, 

While all thinj;s grow from bad to worse ! 

Our Justice here s a mere impostor, 

Beneath th^ name all vice to foster ; 

And bears a sword — the worst of curses — 

To cut and empty people’s purses. 

Merc our Astraea, as we know. 

Has lost her balance very long; 

And ’tis all one with us below, 

To have the right side or the wrong : 

Tor gold has power to make her mute, or 
.Say No or Yes to every suitor. 

A rich man may in prison revel, 

Come out a Saint — go in a DeviL- 

In poverty'*s well beaten way 
Tiie honest roan must run bis race, 

While the proud thief secure may stay, 

Obtaining money, rank, and place. 

3Iust we live thus? Indeed I dr(?ad it, 

But stih can hardly give it credit. 

Goddess, descend ’ Will nought be then amiss, 

Begin the slaughter of thine enemies* ! Chronicle* 

* This forms an apostrophe, in a burlesque poem of some length, 
on the loss of a Grillo, 


MR. JEKYLL’S PUN ON MR. RAINE. 

Mr, Jekyll, being told the other day that 
Mr. Baine, the barrister, was engaged as counsel 
f<)r a Mr. Hay, enquired if Raim was ever known 
to do good to Hatj ? 



A SAILOR « HARD UP/' 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXVIf. 

Jame.s Hackett, a weather-beaten little 
Jcllow in a sailor’s dress, was charged with hav- 
ing stolen an old ink-glass, and a small suj>er- 
aunmitod handle-less table-bell, from a jeweller’s 
sho]t in Long-acre. He was seen to walk delibe- 
i:\lcly into tlni shop, take the bell and the ink- 
glass from the desk, and walk out again with 
them as deliberately as he had walked in. 

hei) lirst brought into the office, he seemed 
n, a \a.ry “ de’il-ma-care” sort of humour; but 
u hr?i lie WHS placed at the bar, and the witnesses 
began to give their evidence, he began to whim- 
per — squeezing the tears out one by one, screw- 
ing up his visage, and shaking them otF as they 
oozed, and every now and then muttering “ Hard 
u]> at last!” 

When the witnesses had said all they had to 
say, the Magistrate roused him from his lachry- 
mose, and therefore rather nnsailor-likc reverie, by 
asking him what he had to say for himself? Upon 
which he left off piping his eye, and opened a 
thundering defensive broadside, something after 
this fashion ; Do I look like a thief ? Let any 
man here present— merchant’s mate, captain, or 
commander — overhaul me, and see whether I’m 
a thief or a sailor! and if he says thief, I say he’s 
a liar ! I'm no thief, your Honour— that’s flat. 
I was bom and bred a sailor— sarved my time in 
Waterford, and belonged to the Admiral’s barge 
at the taking of Washington. After that, we 
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went and took St. Mary’s; and see here^ your 
Honour, here’s a precious thump I got in taking 
her !” 

As he said this he stripped op his sleeve, and 
showed a large scar upon Us well-tattoo’d wrist. 

The Magistrate told him all tUs might be very 
true. “ But,” said his Worship, " what has this 
to do with your stealing this bell and this ink- 
stand ?” 

“ Shiver me ! if I knows any thing about bells 
and ink-pots,” he replied. ** I met Sir George 
Cockbum coming across the Park, yonder, yes- 
terday ; and, ' Jem Hackett,’ says the Admiral 
to me, says he — * it won’t do for you to be roll- 
ing about the world, doing nothing in this way,’ 
says he — ‘ here’s eight shillings for you,’ says he 
— go down to Somerset-house, James,’ says he, 
‘ and get an order to go abcoard the Tender.’ — 
“ Thank your Honour, and I will,” says I to the 
Admiral again; and after that I meets Bob 
Grimes, and some more sUpmates, and we turn’d- 
to for a drink, and we were hard a weatlier for all 
night.” 

" But why did ;yuu go into this man’s shop?” 
said his Worship, again in^rrnpting him— *’Wliat 
had Sir George Cocldhum’s giving yon eight shil- 
lings to do with your stealing these things ?” 

“ We were hard a weitther all night, your Ho- 
nour — Bob Grrimes and the rest of us,” continued 
Jem Hackett—*' hard a weather all night ; and 
where I went, or what I did, split me if I know. 
If so be I went into the man’s house— and I sup- 
pose I did, or else your Honour wouldn’t say so ; 
but if I did, I went in to look for swipes I reckon — 
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your HoDour, it was swipes I waQted<—aad not 
ink-pots. But here 1 am-^hard up !” 

He then gave the names of the ships he had 
served in, and the Magistrate ordered that he 
should be detained until some inquiry could be 
made respecting him ; being, no doubt, of opinion, 
that, if he was really going qu board the Tender, 
it would be the best way of getting rid of him. 

Herald, 


THE CHIMNEY SWEEP. 

’Twas one morning in winter, *tWBs coKl and unkind, 

And yellow the mists that darkened the sky, 

When a poor little boy, whose rags shook in the wind, 
Cried with shivering voice, as roy door he passed by — 

Sweep, sweep! 

Fast fell the snow on his hollow ^lack cheek, 

Nature’s tears ’twas thougb chill for the wretched (W least, 
Spare and shrunk was his form which did hunger bespeak, 
Still his little white teeth chattered shrill in the blasts 

Sweep, sweep ! 

As he wanned by my hearth he told me Iiis lot, 

Though the blaze cheer’d hi^ heart, yet he utter’d a sigh— 
liis parents were gone, and no friend had he got, 

And misfortune had taught him each morning to cry 

Sweep, sweep ! 

Now manhood has blest him wittL|>etter employ, 

And prosperity smiles on his kindlier state, 

But he never forgets when a poor little boy, 

And dark w as Ids calling, aifiitihirk was his late — 

Sweep, sweep ! 

Oh ye children of fortune, as cheerlj^ the blaze 
Throws its radiance^around your carpeted floor, 

Let it warm your good hearts, and your pity too raise, 

For those poor little negroes who cry past your door — 

Sweep, sweep ! 
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TASTE. 

FROM AN UNPUBLISHED OPERA, 

BY MRS. CAREY. 

And, pray what is Taste? shall I try to exphiiii? 

Oh ! no ! If I did, the attempt would be vain: 

Tor no words can detine U, though all must confess. 

*Tis found in each rank, age, profession, and dress. 

The dandy will waste 
IIiiU his income on Taste: 

Some will lavisb-tbeir wealth on a toy; 

While the Miser’s a slave, 

'fhat dear money to save. 

Which he has not the taste to enjoy- 
Soiiie, whose tasrte is the Fancy, in boxing delight. 

And, iLough last at a sermon, are tirst at a tight; 

While others all joys toAhe bottle confine. 

And think there’s no tiiste like the taste of good wine. 
Some are cliarm’d with sweet sounds ; 

Some love Jiorses and hounds : 

Some will trip it all night at a ball ; 

While Woman’s bright eyes 
E’en tiK* dultard catt prize; 

For Beauty has charms fot- us all. 

Some ai hazard (so strange and so various is taste) 

Their time will cor. uiiie, and thetr fortunes will waste; 
While others, forsooth, are so Wonderful nice. 

That they shun all am^usemenlfy as wise men shun dice. 
Some of taste more refin’d, 

Seek the good of mankind : 

And these. Jet us hope, are not few — 

But, hold ! I am wrong. 

To protract a dull song : 

So. to Taste, for the present, adieu! 

Gentlenian^s Mug. 
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THE LADY WITH THE DEATH'S HEAD. 

It is not long since tlie French papers \vcre 
amusing their readers with the story of a lady 
with a deaths head : and if we recollect rightly, 
there was. a journal on this side of the chalniicl 
(the Literaiy Gazette) which staked its veracity 
on there being a blue stocking lady of the same 
description, who resided in the neighbourhood 
of Kensington. Both^stories, however, were but 
a repetition of a very old/>,date. The original 
heroine was a lady a The de MatirCy and not a 
THedeMorty as our modern dealers in the mar- 
vellous have it. Two or three centuries ago, 
when negroes were not so cornmpnly to be seen 
in Europe as af present, 4 lady with a blacka- 
moor’s head' might perhaps be thought as terrific 
a phenomenon as a lady with a death’s head 
would be in our days.- The exact coincidence of 
the pronunciation of mawr^Iand morty sufficiently 
explains the sources ot’the modern deviation. 

The first time that we remember to hate met 
with the story in its modern dress, is i^ a Num- 
ber of the Journal Historique de Colley for the 
year 1750, where it is“thus*l)riefly told : There is 
at present a girl to be married in a convent in 
Paris, who will receive an annuity of 30,000 li vres 
if *^he resides in Paris, and 29,000 if she resides 
iti the country. This portion will be settled on 
her future husband by the marriage contract. It* 
is not required that the husband should be either 
rich, handsome, well-made, or possessing rank 
or education: he must, however, be an honest 
' u 



434 I WILfi HAVE NO HUSBAND— NO f 

man, and endowed with plain common sense. 
The girl has a good figure, possesses a consider- 
able share of wit and understanding, and has been 
well educated : but— >sincc there absolutely must 
be a hut — she is obliged to wear a silver mask con- 
tinually before her face, as her head, or at least 
her face, is precisely that of a skeleton. She is 
besides occasionally seized with convulsions and 
struggles similar to those of a dying person. 
Who will consent to marry her ? 

Tfic Man q^f Letfeff. 


1 WILL H WE NO HUSBAND~-NO» 

“ Diciu qut me case 

They bay tlioy*ll to niy wedding go; 

But I will Imve no husband — no! 

I’ll rather li\ e serene and btill. 

Upon a sohiary hill. 

Than lend ni'’ to another’s will, 

And he a slave ;(• weal or woe: 

No! T will have no liushand — iio| 

No! Mother’ I’ve no vvibh to prove 
The doubtful j«jy& of wedded love; 

And from those llovvery pathways rove 
Where innocence and comfort grow — 

No! I will have no husband — no! 

And Heaven, I’m sure, ne'er meant that he 
Should thy young daughter's husband be 
We have no common sympathy. 

So let youth’s bud unbroken blow— 

For I will have no husband— no ! 

Cancronero de Linares Bohf, 317, 
Herald, 



AMBIGUOUS EXPLANATION. 


Thk following laconic correspondence has 
recently got abroad among 'the upper circles, to 
the great annoyance of a female of high fashion, 
who is known to be tho subject of it. The words 
we have put in ilalks arc underscored in the 
originals : 

“ Saturday ^fuly 17, 

Lord is given to understand^ that Sir 
lias aflirmed in a public company, that 
Lady was a person of doubtful character. 
Lord ^ requests to be informed whether Sir 
did make such assertion, and if he did, 
begs to ask for an explanation of it. The bearer 
will wait his answer.'' 

ANSWKR. 

“ Saturday^ July 17. 

Sir does not recoiled to have 

used the expression referred to, respecting the 
character of Lady nor does ho think it 

likely he should, as he does not know any female 
in the chole of fashion, of whose character there 
can be less doubt,*' Chmiick. 


(JN THli NEW METHOD OF TEACHING WRITING. 

Tiir pen within the lingers tight 
Is tied hy string, or leathern band, 

And thus wc find we’re bound to write 
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A HOT DAY. 

Thu following lines have been often pub* 
lished; but in the dog-days they are always “ to 
the purpose.” We believe they were written by 
the late Lord Erskinc, at the house of a friend^ 
wJiere he was on a visit : 

What a plague’s a summer breakfast, 

Eat whatever you will ! 

Cold butter’d bread’s a nasty thing, 

Hot toast is nastier still ! 

Then, how to pass the time away 
Till dinner, there’s the doubt; 

You’re hot if you stay in the house, 

You’re hot if you go out. 

And after dinner what to do. 

Not knowing where to ino\ e ’ 

The gentlemen are hot below, 

The ladies hot above. 

And now the kettle comes, full trot— 

That’s not the way to cool one; 

Tea makes* an empty stomacli hot, 

But hotter still a full one. 

Well, then mi evening w'alk’s the thing — 

N ot if you’re hot before ; 

For he who sweats when he stands still, 

Will, when lie walks, sweat more. 

So now the supper’s come, — and come 
To make bad worse, I wot, 

For supper, wliile it heats the cool, 

Will never cool the hot. 

And bed, which cheers the cold man’s heait, 

Helps not the hot a pin : 

For he who’s hot when out of bed, 
lleatb ten times more when iti. 


Kxaminet . 
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A SUDDEN RECOLLECTION. 

An Indian of the Abipones (an equestrian 
people of South America) was about to be bap- 
tised. “ You will certainly go to Heaven alter 
this ceremony, when you die,” said the Jesuit 
who was to christen him: the Indian was con- 
tent. Just as the water was on the point el 
being thrown, however, a doubt arose in the 
mind of the savage. “ By this w'ater I shall go 
to Heaven ?” said he. “ As sure as there are 
mosquitoes in America,” answered the lather. 
“ But my friends, who will not be baptised — 
they must go to hell?” “Assuredly they shall 
not miss, a man of them.” “ Then excuse me , 
f am sorry to have given you this trouble ; but i 
.-ihall choose to go too.” 

News of Literature and Fusfiior. 


MISS FOOTE AND MASTER HAYNE. 

Foot it fcatly here and there, 

And let the fool the onus bear.” 

Sans proche, sans peine f is, Master Ilayne, 

A proverb worth your noting ; 

You’d p/fly —why then refuse to pat/, 

Like other folks, your Footing ? 

De gustibus non dispf they say— 

Don’t try the fact to smother; 

The Colonel play’d — to win the maid! 

And you, soft fool ! the mother! 


John BulL 
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THE RIVAL BEARS. 

IVIANSION-IIOUSE. 

Mr. Macalpine and Mr. Money, two rival 
frisears, residing in Threadneedle-strcct, were 
summoned for keeping two live bears, which 
were not sufficiently secured to prevent danger 
or annoyance to the public. Brady and another 
street-keeper, represented the annoyance and 
danger occasioned by the animals to be very 
great ; and it appeared^ that the rival decorators 
each kept a bear, for the purpose of demonstrating 
to the wise heads in the city, who attend soJcIy to 
the exterior of their caputs, that it is not scented 
suet, or hog*s lard, or any thing else, but genuine 
bear’s grease, which they (the proprietors) sell. 
Numerous complaints were made to the Lord 
Mayor, of the conduct of these animals, and of 
their masters, in disturbing the whole street by 
their noise and contest. The bears attracted 
multitudes round the doors, and blocked up the 
thoroughfare. f)nc of them could put his leg or 
t»rm out to its full extent, and seize any passenger 
with its claws. The other was almost entirely 
at liberty, aiid might, if it so pleased him, vent . 
Jiis displeasure on any of his Majesty’s subjects 
Avho came near him. One of them now and then 
exhilarated the neighbourhood, by giving thcnl a 
Russian cantata; and at midnight particularly, 
whether it was jEbr want of food or want of so- 
ciety, he made the place resound with hishi(le<m^. 
howls. 
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A smart young man, with his hair cut and 
curled with mathematical precision, said he had 
the honour to aid Mr. Money, who unfortunately 
was at Paris, and could not therefore attend his 
Lordship’s summons. The deputy, in answer to 
the charges that had been made against his mas- 
ter’s hear, assured his Lordship that it was the 
pink of propriety. Even if it was inclined to do 
mischiel', it could not, as its cage was so fixr from 
the window as to prevent the possibility of its 
reaching, it could only be seen by the public; 
and surely there could be no harm in the mere 
sight of such an animal. 

The Lord Mayor- — Yes, there can. if your 
mother had happened to have seen such an ani- 
mal, we might have had a young bear before us 
now, instead of a spruce young barber ( laughter ), 
If it be not removed, I shall order it to be in- 
dicted as a nuisance. 

The young friseur begged to state, that what- 
ever he had said in defence of his master’s bear, 
did not apply to any other hanimaL It would 
doubtless promote the peace of the neighbour- 
hood, if the opposition bear were confined. 

Mr. Macalpine declaimed with fury in defence 
of his bear, and endeavoured to make the Lord 
Mayor believe, that in its nature and in its man- 
ners, it was as harmless as a lamb. He had 
killed one bear already to appease the prejudice 
of the place, but he would not immolate his pre- 
sent bear to gratify any one. He now kept it 
chained closer in his cellar, where he hoped he 
might have the liberty of seeing it himself. 

The Lord Mayor told Mr. Macalpine, that he 
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CHANCERY EXPEDITION. 


might do as he pleased in that respect, but if he 
suffered it to remain loose, or to create any fur- 
ther annoyance, it should certainly be indicted as 
a nuisance. Upon tliis understanding the parties 
retired. 

Examiner, 


CHANCERY EXPEDITION. 

‘ The Lord Chancellor now diluted that those minutes should 
b(? put in, and observed, that should apply himself, during 
the vacation, to the considenitioh of tliose cases which stand 
for judgment.'^— (See Morning Chronicle,) 

When E — 1— n reads the papersth rough, 

And makes the subject out, 

His Lordship’s mind is then convinc’d 
That there is room for doubt ! 

The Client waits, with anxious heart. 

To hear the grave decree— 

The Lawxcr with more pleasure waits — 

For what ? A nother fee ! 

Were judgments, in the world of shades, 

So equitably given, * » 

Spirits might wander to and fro 
Hetween both h — 1 and heaven ! 

The Romish doctrine then were true— 

For an uncertain late. 

Would make eternity all through 
A purgatorial state ! 


Chronicle, 
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FRAGMENT. 

ON THE LATE LORD BYRON. 

• I went to look 

Byroij’s awful manes — 'twas a sight 
Which all my spirit to its centre shook — 

Grand, glorious, passion-moving, still — the blight 
Gf Death was there ; but who could bear or brook 
a sun, clouded in so dark a night? 

Not I — I gazed upon his fearful sleep. 

And tried to weep ; bu^ O ! I could not weep. 

Yet, he was pale and gK^&tly ! nought was left, 

But that high intellectual forehead, crown’d 
With a few dark grey hairs — his lips bereft 
Of all their bitter scorns ! — his eyelids bound 
In mists, and all his glories chilled and cleft— 

For solitude and gloom were gathered round— 

Save that poor pageantry and vain parade. 

Which the dull gloominess far gloomier made. 

I turned away — my heart was sick— even now 
Ills shade pursues me in my dreams ! — I know 
That he had evil in him— but to bow 
I'o tyrants — but to fawn upon the foe 
Of freedom — but to proffer up a vow. 

For ai'.;ht, but man’s most sacred interests — Nf) ! 

This Byron never did. Ye slanderers, tell 
If ye have served the cause of man so well ! 

I watched him when his light was like the gleaming 
Of a gay tremulpus meteor o’er the sea— 

I watched him when his noontide rays were streaming. 
In all their lustre from Thermopylre. 

I could have then adored him — almost deeming 
He was a rc-awakened deity, ^ , 

Out of the sacred tombs that Greece has reared 
To names— whose shadows now have re*appeaved, 

V 5 
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'Twas there he (lied — fit ^rave !— and there his form 
Shall oft walk ford) ; when o’er Parnassus’ head 
There gathers from the clouds some awful storm, 

He shall he seen in white-rob'd garb to tread ! 

And breathit)g eloquent sounds to wake and warm 
The heroic Greek ! and for the patriot dead 
Shall chaunt a hvuin of liberty!— as when 
His fire-touch’d iiarp was heard by mortal men I 

Chrunicli. 


\ NEW EDITION OF THE PLEASURES OP HOPE. 

To.m CAMFBELiy, Some time since on a visit 
to his native land, stopped at Haddington, and 
was particularly struck with the beauty oT a pretty 
chamber-maid. He got to bed, and fell asleep 
to dream of her. Out of his slumber he was 
gently awakened, and, to his groat delight, saw 
this charming girl .standing by his bed-side with 
alight, seemingly a little embarrassed. — “Would 
you, Sir,” she stammered out, “ have any objec- 
tion to a bed-fellow?” — “Objection,” said Tom, 
starting up, “ how could 1 ? I shall be delighted, 
overjoyed, enraptured.” — “ Oh ! Sir,” replied the 
girl, quite pleased, “ I am sae glad ! There’s a 
drunken fellow of a rider frae Hrummagem below, 
and we have nac bod for him ; sae I made bold 
to ask to turn him in with you, for no other body 
would endure him.” — How delusive are the Plea- 
sures o f Hope ? 


Sunday Times. 
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MAY CUSTOxMS. 

Wi-: have now reached that period ol* the 
yccU* which was formerly dedicated to one of the 
most splendid and pleasing* of oiir festal rites. 
The observance of 3Iay-day was a custom w hich, 
until the close of the reign of James the First, 
<i]iko attracted t!ie attention of tlie royal and the 
no!>lc, as of the vulgar class. Henry tlic Eighth, 
Eli*/abcth, and James, patronized and partook of 
its ceremonies; and during this extended era, 
there was scarcely a village in the kingdom but 
what liad a May-pole> with its appropriate games 
and dances. 

The origin of these festivities has been attri- 
buted to three diflerent sources, Classic, Celtic, 
and Gothic. The first appears to establish the 
best claim to the parentage oi’ our May-day rites, 
as a rolique of Roman Flomiia, which w ere 
celebrated on the last four days ol' April, and on 
the hrst of May, in honour of the goddess Flora, 
and were accompanied with dancing, music, the 
wearing of garlands, strewing of flowers, &c. The 
BeHeiii, or rural sacrifice of the Highlanders on 
this day, as described by Pennant and l)r. Jamie- 
son, se.ems to have arisen from a diflerent motive, 
and to have been instituted for the purpose of 
propitiating the various noxious animals which# 
might injure or destroy their flocks and herds. 
The Gothic anniversary on May-day makes a 
nearer approach to the general purpose of the 
Floralia, and was intended as a thanksgiving to 
the sun; if not for the return of flowers, fruit, 
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and grain^ yet for the introduction of a better 
season for fishing and hunting. 

The modes of conducting the ceremonies and 
rejoicings on May-day, are to be drawn from our 
earliest English writers; though their greatest 
splendour of exhibition appears to have taken 
place during the Tudor reigns. They may be 
traced indeed from the era of Chaucer, who, in 
the conclusion of his Court of Love, has described 
the Feast of May — 

. Forth goth all the court, both most and lest. 

To fetch the flourcb fresh, and braunch and blome — ^ 

And namely hawthorn, brought both page and groom : 

And then rejoysen in their great delitc; 

Eke ech at other throw tJie flures bright, 

The primerose, the violetc, and the gold, 

With fresh gtirlands, party blew and white.’' 

And it should bo observed, that this, the sim- 
plest mode of celebrating May-day, continued to 
be in fashion, with some variations, according to 
the peculiar customs which obtained in certain 
places, longer than the more complex one, of 
which w'c shall presently say a few words — the 
Morris-dance, and the games of Robin Hood. It 
is on record, that Henry the Eighth and Queen 
I'atherine partook of this diversion ; and histori- 
ans also mention that he, with his courtiers, in 
the beginning of his reign, rose on May-day very 
•early, to fetch May, or grei^n boughs; and they 
went with their bows and, arrows shooting to the 
wood. And this ancient custom, Borlace, in his 
History of Cornwall, tells us, is still retained by 
the Cornish, who, on May-eve, make e,^cursions 
from the towns into the country, and having cut 
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down a tall elm, bring it into town, fitted with a 
straight and taper pole, painted, to the end 'of it, 
which they erect in the most public place, and on 
holydays and festivals adorn it with flower gar- 
lands, or ensigns and streamers. In other places, 
we are informed in Chalmers’ Poets, it was no 
uncommon thing also for the milk-maids to join 
in the procession to the May-pole on this day, 
decorated with ribbands of various colours, inter- 
mingled with knots of flowers and wreaths of 
oaken leaves, and with the horns of the animal 
gilt. 

So generally prevalent was this habit of early 
rising on May-day, that Shakspeare makes one of 
his inferior characters in Henry Vlllth, exclaim, 

‘‘ Pray, Sir, be patient — ’tis as mucli impossible 
(Unless we sweep them from the door with cannons) 

To scatter them, as *tis to make them sleep 
On May-day morn, whicli will never be.” 

Nay, the. rite of this month, observes Mr. Stcc- 
vens, in a note to Reed’s Shakspeare, was once 
so universally practised, that even authors thought 
their works would obtain a more favourable re- 
ception, if published on May-day.” Churchyard, 
a contemporary poet, in the title-page to a metri- 
cal performance, published by him on that day, 

“ Come ,' 'Maye with me — 

My Maye is fre^ and greenc; 

A subjectes harte, an bumbler mind, 

To serve a may den qijeene.” 

The bush of hawthorn, or, as it is called. May, 
generally fetched home, and in the country made 
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to adorn the doors and chimney-pieces on this 
day,* may point out the first fruits of the spring, 
as this is one of the earliest trees which blossoms. 

The May-pole, the dancing round which for- 
merly constituted so material a part of the festi- 
vities of May-day, is, by the author of a pam- 
phlet intitled The Way to Things by Words, 
and Words by Things,"' considered in a new and 
curious We gather from him, that our an- 

cestors licld an anniversary assembly on May- 
day, and that the column of May (whence our 
May-pole) was the great standard of justice on 
the Ey-Coinmons or Fields of May. Here it ‘was 
that the people, if they saw cause, deposed or 
punished their governors, their barons, and their 
kings. The Judges’ bough or wand, (at this time 
discontinued, and only faintly represented by a 
trifling nosegay), and the stall* or rod of authority 
in the civil or the military, (for it was the mace 
of civil power, and the truncheon of tlic lield- 
oflicers), arc both derived from hence. A Mayor^ 
he says, received his name from this May, in the 
sense of lawful power; the crown, a mark of dig- 
nity and vsyrabol of power, like the mace and 
sceptre, was also taken from the May, being 
representative of the garland or crown; which, 
when hung on the top of the May, or pole, was 
the great signal for convening the people; the 
arches of it, which spring from the circlet, 
and meet together at the mound or round bell, 
being necessarily so formed, to suspend it on 
the top. The word May-pole, ho observes, is a 
pleonasm ; in the Frencib it is called singly the 
Mai. 
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He farther tells us, that this is one of the most 
K^iicient customs, which from the remotest ages 
has been, by repetition from year to year, per- 
petuated down to our days, not being at this 
instant totally exploded, especially in the lower 
classes ol* life. It was considered as the boundary 
day, that divided the confines of winter and sum- 
mer, allusively to which there was instituted a 
sportful war between two parties; the one in 
defence of the continuance of winter, the other 
for bringing in the summer. The youths w^ere 
divided into troops, the one in winter livery, the 
other in the gay habit of spring. The mock- 
battle was always fought booty; the spring was 
sure to obtain the victory, which they celebrated 
by carrying triumphantly green branches wdth 
tnany flowers, proclaiming and singing tlic song 
<4* joy, of which the burden w^as in these or 
e<jnivalent terms : — We have brought the sum- 
mer homo.” 

With these, the simplcvst modes of celebrating 
the rites of May-day, was anciently united the 
Morris-dmcey consisting of several characters, 
wdiicli were often varied, both in number, appli- 
catio!] and dress. The Morris-dance appears to 
have been introduced into this kingdom about 
the reign of Edward IV „ and is without doubt 
derived from the Morisco, a dance peculiar to 
the Moors, and generally termed the Sjnmislt 
Morim), from its notoriety in Spain during the 
dynasty of that people in the Teninsula. The 
Morris-dance in this country, wdien not connected 
with the games of Robin Hood, usually consisted 
of the Lady of the May, the Fool, or domestic 
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buffoon of the 15th and 16th centuries, a Pipcr^ 
and two, four, or more. Morris-dancers. They 
were originally dressed as Moors with blacked 
faces, but their habit came afterwards to any 
species of suitable fantastic dress; and their 
business was to dance round the May-pole. The 
introduction of Robin Hood and bis outlaws, 
with Maid Marian, the hobby-horse, and all the 
pageantry and pantomime accompanying them, 
took place considerably later, and were generally 
exhibited with their most complicated ceremony. 
An. the reigns of Elizabeth and James I. 

These festivities on May-day were first at- 
tacked by the Puritans in the reigns just men- 
tioned, as relicks of Pagan superstition, and 
were totally set aside by their more enthusiastic 
successors in. the Civil War. They were once 
more revived at the Restoration ; but at present 
few vestiges remain either of these ancient rites, 
or of those attendant on other periodical popular 
festivals. The last May-pole in London was 
taken down in 1717. It was conveyed to Wan- 
slead-park, to mount an immensely large teles- 
cope on, belonging to Sir Isaac Newton, and had 
originally been 100 feet high above the surl'acc of 
the ground. It stood on the site of the New 
Church in the Strand. Pope thus perpetuates 
its remembrance : 

** A^i<lst the area wide they took their stand, 

AVheiJ the tall May-pole once o’erlook'd the Strand.’^ 

Heralds 
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NEW NOVEL. 

LYINGS AND THIEVINGS. 

A NEW novel is talked of, which promises to 
excite a very lively sensation in certain sensitive 
circles, particularly among Public Defaulters. 
The announcement, too, is peculiar in its word- 
ing — " Preparing for publication, in post 8vo. 
LYINGS and THIEVINGS,” 

** Full of wise saws and modern instances. 

The story is said to be wholly founded on facts, 
if not of a romantic, at least of a very extrava-, 
gant character, and possessing the sort of inte- 
rest which a perusal of the Newgate Calendar 
inspires. Much political and even fiscal, as well 
as scandalous matter, will be introduced, and — 
what is a rarity indeed in a novel — olBcial papers 
of the Treasury and Board of Audit will, it is 
said, form an important part of the contents i 

Examiner. 


SONNET TO A CHILD. 

Thou darling child! When I behold the smile . 

Over thy rosy features brightly stray, 

(Its light unrivalfd by the morning ray), 

Th^ fair and open brow unpraised the while, 

With an appealing glance so void of guile, 

(Untaught the trusting bosom to betray) ; 

Thy sinless graces win my soul away 
From dreams and thoughts, that darken and deiile ! — 
Scion of beauty I . If a stranger’s eye 
Thus dwell upon thee’; if his bosom’s pain, 

Charm’d by thine only smile, forget to smart, 

Ob ! how unutterably sweet Ac'* joy! 

Oh ! how indisolubly firm the chain. 

Whose links of love entwine a Mother's heart / 

Blackwood's Magazine. 
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VALUE OF PRINTIAO. 

In 1274, the price of a small Bible neaily 
transcribed was 30/. a sum equal to at least 
2 or 300/. of our money. A good and clearly 
printed Bible may now be had for liuo or three 
sliilUtKjs. It is related, that the building of the 
two arches of London bridge cost only 25/., 
which is 5/. less than what a copy of the Bible 
sold for many years afterwards. These facts 
alFord a curious commentary on the changes and 
advantages produced by the extraordinary inven- 
tion of printing, which has done so much to alter 
or to shake all the institutions of the worbl, 
wherever the press has appeared. ChenuU, 


THE PAWNBROKERS AND THE PHILANTHROPIC. 
LOAN. 

J’liK iijon wlio tempt with golden balls 
Iiioi^ijiiiitiy decry 

A Loan, '.hich some arch witling calls 
“The Loan ofjMrs. Try,’' 

.'iut vvhi’ they practise on the town, 

No wonder that they rail 

At all wlio’d pull those symbols dowji, 
vVJiich needy wretches hail. 

Vet must they fall — for lo ! the Knight 
So fam’d for shells and rockets, 

Will blast pawnbrokers out of sight, 

And save the people’s pockets*. 

; ' //iraftJ. 

* Sir William Congreve is said to have devised the plan of the 
« Philanthropic Loan,” and Mrs. Fry lends her earnest a^-^istance to 
see it carried into execution. 
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SONG. 

IROM “THE IMPROVlSATlUrn, 

WiiTN should lovers breathe their vovx^-' 

When should ladies hear them ? 

When ilio dew is on the boughs, 

When none else are near them ; 

Wheii the moon shines cold and pale, 

When the birds are sleeping, 

^Vlieii no voice is on the gale, 

When the rose is weeping ; 

W’.jeii the stars are bright on high, 

Like hopes in young Love's dreami/ig, 

And glancing round the light clouds fly, 

Like soft fears, to shade their beaming, 
riie liiivest smiles are those that live 
On the brow by star-light wreathing; 

Ami the lips their fichest incense give, 

When the sigh is at midnight breathing. 

Uh ! softest is the cheek's love-iuy 
Will'll seen by moonlight hours; 

Other roaes seek the day, 

Ijiit blushes are night-llowers, 
tJli ! when the moon and slurs are bright, 

When the dew-drops glisten, 
liien their vows should lovers plight — 

rhen siiould ladies listen, Clnonu/t. 


INSCRIPTION ON SHERIDAN'S COFriN. 

Ma, Sheridan died July 7lh, ISIG, aj^ed 55 
years ; but, the man who engraved the plate lor 
his codin, knowing that 50 was' fifty, concluded 
that 505, would express 55, which was really 
engraved. 
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FISHMONGERS’ HALL; 

OR, SPEECHES AT A CIVIC FEAST. 

In the chair, of course, sate the Master of 
the Company ; on his left the Right Honourable 
Robert Lord Waithman, on his right his Royal 
Highness the Duke of Sussex (who is a Fish- 
monger); Sir James Macintosh and Sir Thomas 
Lawrence were present, the Greek Deputy Or- 
lando Furioso, the General Quiroga, the Canon 
Riego, Lord Darnley, Lord Arthur Hill, Black 
Williams, Yellotv Lambton, and Grey Bennett. 

The eating part of the affair was extremely 
interesting; there was plenty of every thing, 
which indeed might be eifpected. There can be 
but three motives to actuate noblemen and gentle- 
men to visit such places as Fishmongers’ Hall — 
political intrigue, to see the humours of low life, 
or to get a good dinner ; the three games were 
played on Monday with infinite dexterity. 

The Morning Chronicle says, " After the usual 
loyal and patriotic toasts had been drunk, the 
Chairman proposed the health of the Duke of 
Sussex:” our reporter classes his Royal High- 
ness’s health amongst the loyal and patriotic 
toasts, but we dare say the Chronicle, who knows 
more of such matters than we do, is right. 

His Royal Highness, in returning thanks, re- 
peated his favourite speech. No. 17, useable 
upon all similar occasions, whether by land or 
by water ; abused crowned heads generally, ridi- 
culed the Kings of Spain and Portugal, for the 
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tyranny and fblly they exhibited in defending the 
thrones which are indisputably their own; and 
observeid with a degree of talent hardly con- 
ceivable, that if the House |of Brunswick had 
professed the Roman Catholic faith, like the 
Kings of Spain and Portugal, it never would 
have been called to this country to support the 
Protestant religion ! ! ! at the same time his Royal 
Highness begged to say, that notwithstanding his 
perfect recollection of, and veneration for the 
principles which placed his family on the throne 
of these realms, he personally and individually 
made it a point to vote for the Papists whenever 
he could — a fact which he took that occasion to 
mention, as being a convincing proof how deeply 
he felt the compliment of the invitation ho had 
received to celebrate' the anniversary in honour 
of which they were then assembled. 

His Royal Highness expressed his bopc.s, tiiat 
principles, similar to those which had manifested 
themselves in Spain and Portugal, would ever be 
maintained in this country, as he was convinced 
that nobody who looked at either of those king- 
doms, could hesitate a moment in declaring, that 
their condition had been greatly improved, and 
their happiness vastly increased, by the noble 
struggle which had been made in them for liberty. 

His Royal Highness concluded his speech 
technically; and having, in the coop at Twicken- 
ham, told the watermen how happy he was that 
he was a citizen, told the fishmongers, with equal 
affability and sincerity, how happy he was in 
being a fishmonger — his Royal Highness said, 
that he was convinced, seeing himself surrounded 
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by the most distingaished champions of liberty, 
“ that though plaice was wholly out of the ques- 
tion, they would strain every muscle in the cause 
of freedom !” 

His Royal Highness sat down amidst conti- 
nued plaudits, and finished the exhibition, as a 
good fishmonger ought to do, by taking a “ pro- 
digious draught," 

“ The Lord Mayor’s” health was next proposed, 
piscatorially — “ iorrf Waithman, and success to 
his patent net." 

His Lordship rose, and said how delighted he 
had been to hear the sentiments of his Royal 

friend ; they accorded entirely with his own. “ I 

am not,” said his Lordship, “ going to make a 
speech a yard and a half long, I mean merely to 
say, that 1 hate personalities ; I am always for 
attacking measures, and not men, and I cordially 
despise the squibs and nonsense which a- j con- 
stantly levelled against my trade (cheers). 

Gentlemen, I sit down on my lawn, and langh at 
the virulence of my enemies. 1 shall be too 
happy to sec any of you at my ‘ Hotium, digging 
o’ tatoes) as the poet beautifully expresses the 
healthy toils of the garden. When I leave the 
exalted station which 1 now fill, so much to my 
own satisfaction and that of Mrs. Waithman and ol' 
my Royal friend, a counter-action will take place, 
and I shall descend into the veil of comparative 
obscurity— but. Gentlemen, I never can— r never 
will — I never shawl forget the shop (great 
cheers). — I have made myself, and my famil y^ 
by the shop, and when I forget the shop, may 
the shop forget me y^rreaf cheering).— Gentle- 
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men, in conclusion, I may, perhaps, be permitted 
to touch upon the subject of mad* dogs (heaVy 
hear). Gentlemen, I have been bitten by a mad 
dog myself, and, therefore, the subject is par- 
ticularly interesting to me personally. You all 
know my exertions in the cause ; you liave all 
heard of my perils in the Strand, llow have 1 
overcome the rabid race, how have I preserved 
my good people of London ? all is owing to the 
shop, Gentlemen. 1 have stopped the ])rogress 
oi* the evil; by doing what to the dogs? by kill- 
ing ? No, Gentlemen, by (shouts of np- 

planse.) And I am free to say, an unmuzzled 
dog (unless they be dogs, which f, of course, 
specially excepted in my proclamation) is not 
be seen in the streets of my city at this mo- 
ment.” 

The Noble Lord sat down amidst the loudest 
acc]am"'tions. 

. The song ‘‘ Fishermen all,” was then given by 
Lv)rd Darnley, with an additional verse upon dry 
rot” and ships’ bottoms, which was supposed to 
contain some political allusions, but which, in 
fact, did not. 

The h ealth of Lord Arthur Hill, and the noble 
House of Downshire, was then given. 

The Right Hon. Lord Wtiithman rose, and ex- 
pressed a hope that he should not be out of order, 
considering the locality, if he joined the name of 
Fish Street Hill,” in the fomily toast. The pro- 
position was received with great applause, and 
Lord Arthur returned thanks for the honour which 
had been done them. 

The healths of Quiroga and Orlando Furioso 



456 


fishmongers’ hall. 


were then drunk. These artists returned thanks 
in Spanish and Greek, and Lord Waithhian de- 
clared that he never heard any thing so fine in his 
life. 

The health of the Duke of Sussex was then 
drunk, piscatorially, as the “ Colonel of the Ar- 
tillery Company,” or, as the Master said, as they 
were bound to speak technically, “ the Major 
Sturgeon of Fins-hvay.” This waggery was ex- 
ceedingly relished, particularly by his D.oyal 
Highness. 

The health of the brother of Riego was given 
just as the Master thought the Canon' was primed 
— the Canon went off as expected ; and, specially 
addressing himself to the brother of the King of 
England, made several violent attacks upon 
Royal tyranny — the venerable personage assured 
the company, that it would have been more 
agreeable to his lamented brother to have died 
in battle, than to have been hanged ; but that 
his fortitude at the gallows, recorded all over the 
world, proved him worthy of a better death, and 
the glory of martyrdom ! 

When the Canon sat down, the professional 
people sang, 

" Peace to the soais of the heroes,” 

The Master (Mr. Davidson) then said, he was 
about to propose a toast, to which he was sure 
every body would cheerfully subscribe (a great 
laugh by anticipation) — he meant the health of 
Sir James Macintosh, a living example of ex- 
alted talent and political consistency,” ( Great 
cheers.) 
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Sir James rose, and read a Haileybury lecture 
on political economy, in which he descanted 
upon the advantages of freedom and the beauties 
of tile British constitution ; he said he had always, 
whether at Bombay or in England, maintained 
the inviolability of the liberty of the subject, 
and many other doctrines which, when his His- 
tory was published, would, he had no doubt, 
meet with the approbation uf his numerous and 
respectable friends and subscribers ( laughing ). 

The Honourable Grey Bennett’s health was 
then drunk : upon whicli that gentleman returned 
thanks, and proposed in return. 

Success to Billingsgate all over the world/^ 

which was received with shouts of approbation. 

Mr. Lambton favoured the company witii the 
popular song of 

The morn returns in saffron drest.” 

And his health being given, be observed, tliat he 
was a friend to monarchy, so long as it promoted 
the interests of the people ; that he thought it as 
well to say, that he and his noble father-in-law 
were rather of opinion that they had been going 
too far : that for his part, be had of late shirked 
the radicals ; that having a good deal of property, 
he wished, if possible, to be respectable, and ho 
confessed that he had some thoughts of with- 
drawing from the ranks of Opposition altogether 
next Session. 

This candid confession was uot so well received 
as might have been expected ; the glee of “ Old 
JKng Coal,” however, succeeded, and the gloom 
was speedily dissipated. 
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The Master of the Company observed that, 
although fishing was properly the employitient of 
those afloat, still streams could not ekist without 
hanks \ he therefore had to propose **‘the hehlth 
of William Williams, Esq. member for Wey- 
mouth.” 

Mr. Williams returned thanks ; he said “ that 
he had through life admired their Iloyal visitor 
as a man, and a mason. He had copied his 
morality — he had endeavoured to imitate his 
virtues, but that certainly, excellent and ex- 
emplary as the conduct and character of that 
uiuiflectcd, affable, and amiable Prince, was, and 
however admirably his Iloyal Highness filled the 
chair of a Lodge, he thought if possible his Royal 
Highness was still more perfect as a Fishmonger 
(cheers); ho did not mean to pay his Royal 
Highness a fulsome compliment, he sincerely 
meant what he said, he had never seen him iii 
that character before, but he could not resist the 
expression of bis genuine feelings .” — ( Great 
cheers,) 

Mr. Thompson, the patriot of Holborn-hill, 
spirit-seller to her late Majesty, favoured the 
company with the beautiful air of Gin living 
worth,” which was encored. 

The next toast was Madame Mayor (Mrs. 
Waithman), and the Ladies of London.” 

It is needless to add that shouts followed the 
announcement of this toast; but pipes being 
called for, and the conversation at the upper end 
of the table taking a somewhat indelicate turn, 
our young reporter, who cannot stand tobacco, 
and hates vulgarity, left the Hall just as the 
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Royal visitor was proposing the health of All 
good rmids, and may they never turn out thorn- 
backs In the midst of the npise our young man 
escaped, having lost nothing but a bandana hand- 
kerchief and a silver pencil-case. John Bull, 


WHY^S 

Why do we weep oncoming into the world, 
and weep on going out of it? 

Why are riches honoured more than merit ? 

Why is that which is ugliness at Paris, beauty 
at Pekin ? 

Why have we all two eyes, one nose, one 
mouth, and yet never meet with two people ex- 
actly alike ? 

Why do so many worthy people go on foot, 
and so many knaves in carriages ? 

Why do young ladies, who have received a good 
education, dance so well and tiilk so ill ? 

Why are booksellers richer than authors? 

Why was Socrates ugly, Horace clumsy, 
Sappho diminutive, Cleopatra red-haired, Cicero 
deformed, Pelisson hideous, and Queen Chris- 
tina barbarous ? News of Literature and Fashion, 

TO ONE FOND OF LAW. 

You are so fond of law, I hear, 

That when your cause’s end is near, 

You are displeased and sad : 

You like disputes : — take my advice, 

Marry— 'twill give you an a trice 
Disputes enough to make you mad. 

x2 


Herald. 
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SKETCHES IN THE LIFE ACADEMY ; 

CONTAINING NOTICES OF ALL THE ACADEMICIANS. 

FROM CHARLES WESTMACOTT’s ANNUAL CRITICAL CATALOGUE TO 
THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

With courtly grace and easy air 
\Vc ’ll take Sir Thomas in the chair; 

For who like Lawrence can express 
"i’he varied charms of loveliness*? 

All ancient dame call’d History, 

With disappointment in her eye, 

Advancing, own’d his skill to trace 
The semblance of each human face : 

“ But know (said she) — who fills that throm‘ 

Should be a follower of my own ; 

Some mighty genius, with the skill 
To bid each subject live at %vill ; 
iSuch as his predecessor West, 

Or such as Hilton stands confestf ; 

Or such as he who now appears 
CrowiiM with lionour, taste, and years — 

Flaxman, the son of classic easej, 

Desceiulap' of Praxiteles, 

* VVithoiri wishing to detract from the high character of the Pre- 
sident & works, and cheerfully acknowledging his peculiar personal 
and literary qu.dificatious for the high situation he fills, 1 must yet 
express my regret that he has not found an opportunity (for lie can- 
not want ability) to present the public with one historical subject 
since liis elevation to the chair of the Roya’ Academy. The example 
would be of the greatest consequence to the encouragement of the 
highest branch of the arts, 

t Hilton’s splendid picture of ” Comus with the Lady in the 
Enchanted Chair,**’ in the last year’s Exhibition, and since in that of 
the Royal Institution — a noble composition , in the most dignified 
class of art. 

t The singular fine taste and high classic excellence of this accom- 
plished scholar and admirable sculptor, has done much to improve 
the character of the arts. 
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Whose finished mould anil chaste design 
Is ever perfect to a line ; 

Or yet anotlKir might be nam'd 
For inspiration justly fam'd : 

Howard, whose aerial magic touch, 

Nor tempts too little, or too much ; 

But rich in bright poetic thought, 

Has all the Muses* fancy caught.*' 

Thus spoke the dame, then t(»ok her seat, 
Kach 11. A. witli a smile to greet. 

Wilkie, ivuh Scotia's caution came, 

And met a h?cture from the dame: — 

Be all thyself — nor copy ought — 
Original in style and thought; 

Nor turn aside iVum whims and fears, 

To follow llembrandt or Teniers*. 

Good IMessrs. Datiiells, when you paint, 
Keep your black outline somewhat faint ; 
Or if you’ll take a gentle hint, 

You’d better scrape in aquatint. 

Stoiliard criwreatb thy brow with bays, 
Honour au-d fame have bless'd thy days. 

^1 already most correctly draws f 
From all wiin know him just applause. 
I'urner is Nature’s cliild — not Art — 

His ilorid pencil can impart 
'I’o canvas the luMiriiUit glow 
Whicis decks tlie grove or dell below. 
Noi’tlicotc, the veteran, let me praise 
For works of past and brighter days. 

And Weslali, too, though sameness marks, 
Has yet of genius brilliant sparks. 

The followers af Sir Joshua see 
Bold, natural, eaf-y, grand, and free — 
Phillips and Jackson — both may claim 
Equality with any name. 


* In the last year’s Exhibition, it whl be remembered that Wilku 
lost miidi of Ilia popularity, by an attempt to follow in the style of 
Rembrandt. 

f Thii may be justly applied in both senses. 
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Callcott^ thy bright transparent touch 
Can never praised be too much. 

Shee brightens with increasing years, 

And stands aloof from aH compeers; 

A prodigy to nature true, 

A poet and a painter too. 

Eccentric, yet with art supreme, 

Fuseli’s skill demands my theme. 

Condemning, — yet admiring still, 

In doubt between the good and ill 
Of monstrous — and the true sublime, 

1 ’ll leave thee-— to the hand of time*. 

Hailey, thy Eve full well may claim f 
A niche beneath the dome of fame. 

Chulon and Cooper both may vie 
To excel I in honest rivalry 
Dogs, horses, game — both to the life 
Depict, with all their sports and strife, 

Collins to Nature bends his knee; 

Such worship e’er must honour’d be. 

J3igg, haply in doine^ic tales, 

And scenes of rustic mirth prevails, , 

With cattle in the peaceful vale 
liecline we now with Keinagle : 

Ueechey and Bone, good ancients here. 

Have merit in rheir separate sphere; 

Nor must Ward’s talent be forgot, 

Or iiossi, or R. Westmacott, 

Whose ‘ House 'css Strangers,’ ‘Cupid,’ * Psyche,' 

With admiration e’er must strike ye. 

Tho’ last, not least, where praise is just, 

Chaiurey is perfect in a bnstj 

* In the purchase of the Angerstein pictures by Commissioners for 
the National Gallery, I perceive, by report, the three well-known 
paintings by Fuseli, from Milton, which formed part of the collec- 
tion, have been omitted : how is this to be accounted for ? 
f The exquisite statue of £vc, in the Exhibition of 1829, 

X Allowing Mr. Chantrey the highest credit for his busts, many of 
which are exquisite in every particular, 1 cannot help thinking he 
has been much overpraised, and I shall continue to think so until 1 
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Or single figure, but ’tis strange 
To classic groups lie should not change. 

Ambition and Canova’s iintne 
Point out the noble road to fame ; 

Nor think a figure or a liead 

Will ever gain tfiec more than bread.’' 


•see some more splendid effort of his genius than a single figure or a 
bust. It is the composition of a noble group that displays the super- 
lative mind and talent of the sculptor. Look at the Elgin Marbles, 
view the Frieze of the Parthenon, and say if any single figure in the 
world, not excepting the Venus and Apollo, could have ennobled 
tlie artist in the same degree, and at the same distance of time. 


THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 

A \ ERY eminent surgeon of the metropolis 
was called suddenly a few days ago to visit a 
person ill James’s-square, London. When 
he arrived in the square, he found that his car- 
riage could not be driven up to the house, in 
consequence of a heap of stones lying in the way : 
irritated at the circumstance, be leaned out of 
the window, and with a volley of oaths asked an 
Irish labourer, who stood near, why those stones 
were not removed? Where can I move "em 
too ?” — Move them any where — move them to 
h — I think (rejoined Paddy) they'd be more 
out of your honour’s way if J mov’d ’em to 
heaven,” ,, 
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ON THE ST. CATF^ERINF/S DOCK MEETING A'V 
THE CITY OF LONDON TAVERJ^. 

Sure to succeed. 

When next we plead — 

My hearths as light as a feather: 

Our Chairman Tooky 
Our JjUicytr Tooky 

And our scheme Took — Hall together. 

AN OJllOINAL SUBSCRIBER. 

Hera hi. 


AN OPEN HAND. 

(Ff'om Life, Smooth and Rough as it runs,^*) 

The otlier day, says Ned to Joe — 

Near Ipswich coniines groping — 

Whene’er I hear the cries of woe, 

‘‘ My hand is always open.” 

‘‘ I own,” bins Joe, “ that to the poor 
“ You proie it every minute : 

Your hand js open, to be sure — 

“ Rut then ctiere’s nothing in it !” Tlxfutnnn, 


CURIOUS FACT. 

In the great catalogue of the British Museum 
Library, many of the books are classed according 
to the subjects upon which they treat. Auainst 
the head Rebellion,” there appears this notic^ 
(only )— vide Hibernia.” 
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PETER O’RAFFERTY. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXVllJ. 

Among the watch-house disorderlies brought 
before Sir Richard Birnie, were Messrs. Peter 
O’Raflerty and Andrew Sinnot^ a couple of full* 
bodied Irish shoe-makers. They were charged 
by Dennis Regan, an Irish watchman, who de- 
posed that he found them at two o’clock that 
vsame morning in St. MartinVlane bothering the 
cause, and bating each other mightily.” 

Mr. Peter U’Rafterty undertook to be spukes- 
inan foi the defence, and in so doing, he maiii- 
fested a singular facility at bothering the cause.” 
sn^^/^Sure enough, your Worship,” said he, ‘"‘its 
airvery true, we disagreed about a bit of a disa- 
grievance between us, and went about to settle 
it upon the street, of coarse; but the indifference 
of the consequence is iiotliihg to the purpose, 
for we didn’t think of offending nobody— past, 
present, or future, in the notion at all, letting 
X 5 
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alone our two selves may be ; whilbh is as much 
as to say, please your Worship, * here we are 
as good friends as ever, and likely to continue— 
the beer and the ouM one permitting.’ But that 
says nothing at all of coorse ; and, if I might be 
allowed to express my opinion upon the point in 
consequence, 1 should say there isn’t much the 
matter nor wasn’t — ^barr^ the watchman’s duty, 
and that we obeyed in all points, like honest 
men and good shoemakers ; but if he has anything 
indifferent to bring ybrrut, upon the cause, that’s 
another point, of coorse, and I am ready to 
answer it in any shape.” 

Mr. Andrew Sinnot was so satisfied with Mr. 
Peter O’Rafferty’s oratory, that he did not think 
it necessary to say anything ; and, as Mr. Dennis 
Regan had nothing further to say in aggravation, 
they were both discharged upon payment of their 
fees ; Mr. Peter O’Rafferty observing to his friend 
as they left the room, “By my soul! Andrew, 
but there’s two pots a-piece, and th^ baccah, the 
less for it this day, of coorse — bad luck to it !” 

Herald. 


TRUE WIT. 

Tevs wit is like the brilliant stone 
Dug from Golcouda’s mine ; 

Wliicli boasts two various powers in one 
To cut as well as shine. 

Genius, like that, if {lolidi'd right. 

With die same gifts abounds; 

Appears at once both keen and bri^i^ 

And spaikles while it wounds. 

Globe and Travellev, 
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INSCRIPTION IN THE BOWLING-GjqEEN AT 
GRAVESEND. 

TO THfi MEMORY OF MR. ALDERMAN NYNNy 
AN ]|^on;s$t man, and an ;:xceli.ent p^owl^r. 

Cuique €9t sua famtu 

Full forty long years was the Alderman seen, 

The delight of eiich bowler, and king of this green ; 

As loDg be remembered his heart, and his name, 

Whose ^and was unerring, unrivalled whose fame. 

Ills bias was good, and he always was found 
To go tlie right way, and take enough ground. 

The Jack to the uttermost verge he would send, 

For the Alderman lov*d a full length at each end. 

Now mourn every eye that has seen him display 
The arts of tlie game, and the wiles of his play, 

For the great bowler Death at one critical cast, 

I^as ended his length, and close rubb’d him at last. 

F. W, posuit 1776. Mil rot ^ 


A TAR’$ ATTACHMENT TO HIS ENEMY. 

In the action of Anson with La Jonquierc, 
the Bristol, tion. Captain Montague, and the 
Pembroke, Captain Fincher, were active com- 
petitors for fame. The Bristol having got up to 
the Invincible, and brought her to action, the 
Pembroke attempted to get between them, de- 
siring the captmn of the Bristol to put bis helm a 
starboard, or he should be on board cd* him ; to 
this Captain Montague replied, “ Hun on board, 
and be d— d ;jaeither you nor any other man shall 
come between me and my enemy.”' 


Het (lUU 
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POPULAR AxMUSEMENTS. 

WALIvIXG. 

1 AM very fond of walkiu^^ — both for amuse- 
incnt and exercise, but then I must choose my 
own road : I’m not for your heath and furze, your 
fields and lakes, or a tine^champaign country, but 
a place where you may get some champaign if 
you want it, i. e. the streets of London ; and let 
me ask your geographers, if they know a place 
mora pastoral than Puddle Dock, more rural than 
Ratclifle Highway, or more retired than Labour- 
iii-Vain-Court ? From my youth I was addicted 
to pedestriauism ; I and my brother were, from our 
joint perambulations, called ‘‘The Inseparables/' 

He used to play the walking gentleman at , 

and that accounts for his predilection. We used* 
to stroll together (not act), till we ultimately 
became acquainted with every court and alley in 
the metropolis ! Talk of Robson's ^Directory, 1 
was a much more correct street-guide than he ever 
published ; and if my x)astor is to be believed, I 
was bound inxalf too. Through this overgrown 
town I jog like the Wandering Jew, never staying 
long in one place, my brother attending like my 
shadow (barring his substantiality; but surely 
he 's as much like a shadow as Egerton is like a 
ghost); we discuss, arrange, and propose; make 
prudential resolutions, to be carried into eftect, 
shortly ; form plans, to be executed to-morrow- 
alas 1 to-morrow never comes! But we have 
jserious thoughts of setting down some afternoon 
to reform society altogether. We are not the 
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only folks, I calculate,” who, with nothing to do, 
never have a moment to spare : we can scarcely 
lind an instant’s time to do the most imperative 
duties ; and yet we might answer with the sailor- 
boys, ‘"Bill, what are you doing?” — “Nothing, 
Sir.” — “Tom, what are you about?” — “Helping 
Bill, Sir.” 

The Park has long been celebrated as the spot 
for peripatetics, who wish to bury in oblivion the 
remonstrances of their intestines, and to forget 
that man is a cooking animal : albeit the Park was 
never a place to which 1 paid my frequent devoirs ; 
I have occasionally been there, and viewed some 
half-dozen stragglers, who, like myself, had "" out- 
run the constable,” and were walking, and making 
their little pertinent remarks: “Sharp day, quite 
a biting air — the w ind chops one’s face terribly — 
who won the stakes at the Derby? — your parson’s 
dead, I hear, another member of the cloth re- 
moved,” and other little inuendoes, that show that 
the sacred mysteries of ti\e o’clock, at least live 
in their imaginations. These gentlemen are f)e- 
dcstrians per compulsion, and most of them con- 
tradict one of the strongest assertions in the 
science of pneumatics ; for we have all heard at 
school (they tell boys any thing there), that there 
is no such thing as a vacuum; but let one of these 
Parkonians put his hand into his breeches pocket, 
and he’ll instantly own the absurdity of the 
assertion. 

Walking Stewart* was what I aspire to be, a 

* Walking Stewart formed his peculiarities after one Thomas 
Coryate, who was contemporaneous with Shakspeare. ‘ He (Coryate) 
walked nearly all over the globe; published many works with 
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cosmopolite pedestriw, a >valker of the world : 
be was early in life in the army, I believe in a 
inarching regiment, and his mode of getting over 
the ground made an ingenious essayist accuse him 
of ubiquity; the same accusation might be laid 
against me, for at one moment I may be seen 
musing in Monmouth-strcet, and the next chatting 
in Comhill. I have occasionally, as companion 
ip my rambles, Mr. Robert Slunk ; and, though 
you may not infer it from his cognomen, he is a 
very Chesterfield in point of breeding. We were 
walking in Holborn once, and be came in contact 
with the pail of a milkmaid ; when he actually left 
me soaking in the rain, whilst he ran back “ to 
beg the lady’s pardon and when he was knocked 
down last Monday by a chimney-sweep, be coolly 
remarked, “ that the sweep was the most uncivil 
gqntlemap hp .ever met in his life.” Mr. Slunk 
has an elegant name for every, thing (except bim- 
S,elf), and he is peculiarly averse those ab- 
breviations so co^imon in conversafitm, as Bob 
for Robert, &c.; thus he takes oflF his Welling- 
tons with a haiat-john, and calls the Boots at an 
inn “ the shio^;individual and speaks of the 
dec^aaud Dirty ,D.ick as “ Uncleanly Richard.’’ 
$lupk haa- (“ ns which of us have not ?”) written 
a poem ; it is called “ Slunk on Elegance and 
as some of your readers may wish to become 
subscribers, ^ give a short specimen of bis style. 

^cceptiic (qrudities gabbled h^tU3r in five raonthk* travels for 
one) ; those who know any thing of Stewart, will see how closely lie 
ixniuted his precursor ; ^hey were, however, as unlike in their forms, 
aft they Nurere ftimiliM* in their habits, Coryate being frightfully , 
ugly. 
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l>OUTEN£SS IN 
You see the dame we just now met, 

In Fleet-street^ lowly call’d “ pat Bet 
But 1 less gross, who know and prize her, 

Have named her, Corpulent Eliza/* 

But look, who passes as we parley— 

The pieman tliat they call ^ Mad Charley;'* 

I name him, if you’ve no ohjection, Sir, 

Genteelly, “ The Deranged Confectioner/* 

And now, gentle reader, that wc are io Fleets* 
j$treet, let ns walk about a little. What a plape 
it is ! there’s the wax-work, and the man that 
stands there, as inanimate as any of the pieces 
exhibited: by-thc-by, a lady passing lately, 
stopped, and looking at this beef-eating genius, 
cried, *'How admirable! wouldn’t you think it 
was alive?” when the moving of the dumby’s 
optics put an end to her exclamation. Then 
there’s the pleasure of splashing, and being 
splashed, and the war of umbrellas, the rattle of 
coaches, the«reakingofwaggops,and thesweaiing 
of draymela^ Oh! Johnson! 1 don’t wonder at your 
loving Fleet-street ! It was here that Peter Pop- 
ham used to dwell, a merry man ai^d a fast walker 
■—the most melancholy walk 1 tiver took was to 
his grave, poor soul ! yet he expired in very good 
tempei . Ue surely thought life a jest, for he died 
with a joke io bis m-outb: I was by his bed-side, 
with F-—— , the auctioneer, and he called the 
latter to him, andoaid, “F-— — , I thought I should 
live to be your rival ; I am now going, going, with 
the best of youj” in another moment he was 
pone.'—- it was a poor joke, but it was his last. 1. 
am tcavelling sadlyAnbof record : where am I ?'<*^ 
in Fleet-street Observe that brewer’s servant. 
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driving his well-fed cattle at a rate to endanger 
the lives of his Majesty’s subjects ; would you 
believe it, that those fellows have a club, to pay 
by subscription for any cattle that one of the 
members may run over? So that he who can 
reduce his feeling to a becoming callosity, may 
ensure himself a cheap dinner by running over the 
lirst sheep that comes in the way of his dray: 
what does Mr. Martin say to this? But the deuce 
take the drayman, come on to St. Paul’s : sec they 
have newly painted Queen Ann — (if history speaks 
truth, she was often painted before.) Look at 
the folks within the iron-railing, how little they 
appear! A practical illustration of life: many a 
man becomes insignificant by being exalted. And 
now here wo arc at Doctors’ Commons, where my 
will shall be, if 1 ever get any thing to leave ; 
though, for my own poor part, I would rather have 
my will in this world all my life, than leave twenty 
behind me after my^jdecease. Apropos of Doctors^ 

(Commons; G n asked me the other day, ^‘Why 

the Prerogative Court ought to be the greatest 
thoroughtaro London ?” and I’ve just dis- 
c;overed, that^'^ls, ‘‘ because, where there is a 
will, there is a w^ay.” 

tlld Ur. S. is a professional w^alker, and occa- 
sionally to the injury of his but, 

pshaw ! every doctor does that. He was sent for 
once, in h^j^te, to a patient at Turnham-green ; 
and, ere his arrival, the unfortunate individual 
had ceased to exist;— the son of the deceased 
exclaimed with emotion, Heavens, Dr. S. how 
came you to be so long?”^ — Why, to say the 
truth,” said Esculapius, I bought this horse 



WALKING. 


173 


yesterday, and. had a mind to try how long it 
would take to walk here from town.” 

Amongst tlie infinitude of pedestrians that have 
appeared, since Barclay set the mania afresh 
among us, one of the most extraordinary is a man, 
named Lloyd, who possesses the rope-m«aker’s 
quality of walking backwards; — surely this is an 
odd way of getting forward in life — the old di- 
rection of, Follow your nose,” won^t suit him 
at all. 

There is one class of walkers 1 have not ye 
mentioned ; yet, I know not why I should omit 
them, from a compliance with a morbid sensibility 
—I allude to street-walkers. Header! — as you 
pass them heedlessly, do you reflect, that those 
gaily-decked bosoms are tlio sepulchres of de- 
parted hope that the smile that is heartless 
claims as much pity as abhorrence ; — that even 
the most reckless of these arc unfortunates, that 
claim your sympathy ; — that the^poison of remorse 
embitters their cup of revelry; — that they seek 
riot and intoxication, not as pleasures, but as 
means of forgetfulness ; — and, ab^e all, do you 
reflect, that the blight has been cast upon them 
by our sox — that but for us they might have 
been virtuous, happy, and dispensing happiness ? 
Those, who spurn the guilty, should reflect a 
moment on what caused that guilt — those who 
punish the delinquent, should pause^pne moment 
on his provocation to crime, but — quicquid 
prcecipies, esto brevis ’* — I take the hint, good 
master Horace, and I shall moralize no longer. 

To all those who wish to become sound pedes- 
trians, I beg to address a few words on the subject 
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of shoes. Yon must, reader, abandon your ideas 
of symmetry of foot ; — ^if you wish for ease of toe, 
wear no ffumps (so called, I presume, because 
they let in water) ; but get a whole^me pair of 
hail^incb cordovans, above all, Imrgfd. enough for 
the foot — corns are the greatest enemies a, traveller 
can have. Let your shoes, moreover, be studded 
with nailsj-a scholar should always have his 
shoes studded (studied ) — shade of Johnson! for- 
give me, I could not avoid the pun : — and if thou 
art a real proselyte to the peripatetic cause, wear 
those shoes facetiously yclept aukle-jachs ; they 
are not very elegant — not very romantic ; but, 
take my word for it, they are very comfortable 
besides, Baudall, Belascoe, Bitton, Tom Oliver, 
and an innumerable list of gentlemen, sanction 
the use of them. Do not, in walking, scatter 
your legs, as if each had a separate desjination ; 
but raise your foot only about one inch from the 
ground at each step ; this saves labour and time, 
besides, it prevents yon from monopolizing too 
much mud yourself, or dispensing too much to, 
the pas.sougcrs. 1 know many gentlemen that 
collect so luuch'dirt in their diurnal round, that it 
has been a matter of surprize to me that the con- 
tractors for the dust have not indicted them for 
purloining it. One maxim more — keep your head 
cool, and your feet warm; so good bye to ye, and 
a pleasant walk the moment we get a glimpse of 
line weather. 


BcU’i Weekly Diepatefi. 
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A COLLEGE TALE. 

INSIDE AND OUTSIDE; Or, DO AS YOU WOULD 
BE DONE BY. 

At Trin. Coll. Cam, — which means in proper* spelling. 
Trinity College Cambridge — there resided 
One Harry Dashington, a youth excelling 
In all the learning commonly provided 
For those who chouse that classic station 
For finishing their education: — 

That is — he understood computing 
The odds at any race or match; 

Was a dead hand at pigeon-shooting ; 

Could kick up rows — knock down the watch — 

Play truant and the rake at a random— 

Drink— tic cravats, and drive a tandem. 

Remonstrance, fine, and rustication, 

So far from working reformation, 

SeemM but to make his lapses greater,. 

Till he was warn’d that next offence 
Would have this certain consequence — 

Expulsion from his Alma Mater. 

One need not be a necromancer 
To guess that so wild a wight, 

The next offence occurr’d the next night; 

Wi)en our incurable came rolling 
Home as the midnight chimes were tolling. 

And rang the college bell. — No answer. 

The second peal was vain — the third 
Made the street echo its alarum; 

When to his great delight he heard 
The sordid janitor, old Ben, 

Rousing and growling in his den.— 

Who's theire?— I s’pose young Harum-scarum.*' 

'Tis I, my worthy Ben — 'tis Harry." 

Aye, so 1 thought — and there you’ll tarry. 
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'Tis past the hour the gates are clo&’cl. 

You know niy orders — I shall lose 
J\I y place if I undo the door/' 

‘^And I/* young [lopcfiil interposed, 

“ Shall he expelled if you refuse. 

So prithee” — Ben b^an to snore. 

“ I'm wet,” cried IJarry, “ to the skin. 

Hip ! halloo ! Ben ! — Don't be a ninny ; 
Beneath tl-e grate I've thrust sx guinea. 

So tumble out and let me in.” 

Humph !” growl'd the greedy old curmudgeon. 
Halt* overjoy'd and half in dudgeon, 

“ Now you may pass; but make no fuss. 

On tiptoe walk, and hold your prate.” 

Look on the stones, old Cerberus/' 

Cried Harry as he pass'd the gate; 

I’vo dropp’d a shilling, take the light. 

You'll find it just outside — good night.” 
Behold the porter in his shirt, 

Cursing the rain, which never stopp'd, 
Gniping iind raking in the dirt. 

And all without success: but that 
Is hardly to be wondered at. 

Because no shilling bad been dropp'd; 

So he gave o^er the search at last, 

Ilegaii/d the door, and found it fast ! 

With sundry oaths, and growls and groans, 
lie ra.'g once — twice — thrice; and then. 
Mingled with giggnag, heard the tones 
Of Harry mimicking old Ben. 

“ W ho’s there ? 'Tis really a disgrace 
To ring so loud — I've lock'd the g; te, 

I know my duty — 'tis too late — 

You wouldn't have me lose my place.” 

Psha ! Mr. Dashiiigton, remember 
This is the niiddle of November. 

I’m stripp’d; 'tis raining cats and dogs.” 

“ Hush! hush !” quoth Hal, I'm fast asleep; ’ 
And then he snor’d as loud and deep 
As a whole company of hogs. 
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But, harkye, Ben, I’ll grant admittance 
At the same' rate I paid myself.*^ 

“ Nay, master, leave me half the pittance,” 

Replied the avafecious clf. 

“ No; all, or none— a full acquittance; 

The terms, I know, are somewhat high ; 

But you have fix’d the price, not I ; 

I wonVtake less, I can't alford it.” 
fSo, finding ail his haggling vain, 

Beil, \\ith an oath and groan of pain, 

Drew out the guinea, and restor’d it. 

“ Surely yiju’ll give mo,” growl’d th’ outwitted 
Porter, when again admitted, 

‘‘ Soiiiething now you’ve done your joking, 

For all this troiibh*, time, and soaking.” 

Oh, surely, surely,” Harry said ; 

Since, as you urge, I broke your rest. 

And you’re half drown’d, and quite undress’d, 

I’ll give you leave to go to bed.” 

Cambridge Chronuft 


GRAND MOGUL'S THRONE. 

The throne of the Grand Mogul, Aurengzebe, 
is estimated by Terniver, in his travels, at three 
hundred and sixty millions of livres. Twelve 
columns of massy gold, which supported the 
throne, were covered with large pearls, the ca- 
nopy was also of pearls and diamonds, mounted 
by a peacock with a tail of precious stones; 
every thing else was proportioned to this asto- 
nishing magnificence. T|ie greatest solemnity in 
the year was, when the Emperor used to be 
weighed in golden scales before all the people, 
on which occasion he conscantly received above 
fifty millions of livres in presents. 

British 



478 


HACKNEY-COACHES ». CABRIOLET. 

It's pride that puts doun lialf the tonne, 

So tak' your auld cloak about ye.” 

Scotch SoHg, 

“Get out of my way, you ditty Gab,” cried 
Jarvis, sitting cxultingly on his coach-box, with 
a quid of tobacco in his cheek, and contempt 
in his eye; “who the d— *1 i^dXild squat cheek 
by jowl with you, and be .bumped about in 
public all through the streets of Lonon, taking an 
eight-penny drive? a pretty thing, indeed, taking 
a one-horse shay by the hour, or a hairing for a 
handful of browns.”* Here all the coachmen on 
the stand burst into a fit of laughter, and the 
waterman clapped his hands, and cried, Ann Core, 
“Folks is ashamed,” continued Jarvis, “to be 
seen in that ere machine in the day-time, so they 
gets up at dark, or stops one of they concams at 
the stone's end, and so gets a little fresh hair in 
the country, but they takes 'nation good care to 
be set down<it the turnpike, and so comes into 
town by the marrowbone stage; that is, in plain 
English, on shank's mggyC land applause ), Some- 
times you'll see a tired milliner, with her band- 
box on her lap, scrouged into a corner, for fear 
of touching the man, and lookiii|f t'other way, as 
if butter wouldn’t melt in ^her mouth; poor 
hursome creature, quite afflfontod to be found in 
such a tub! (peals of applmsef. Now the 


* The slang term for pence and half-pence. 
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greatest lord in the land can step into a hackney- 
coach, ay, and the primest coves, your thorough 
bred out and outers, your real dandies, and their 
sweethearts too; the most topping ones of the 
court end of the town, for it’s all in cog., a lancer 
in mufty, a.smwrt life-guard officer in coloured 
clothes, the parson pn a spree, or the alderman 
or magistrate for a lark!” — “D — n all magis- 
trates,” interrupted a brother whip; “I carries 
no such rubbidge, they only gets up to convict a 
poor man for a Httles overcharge.” — “ Never mind 
that,” resumed the first speaker; “but what a 
difiercnt life is ours to that ere chap, perched 
like a monkey on a pail all day, without a cus- 
tomer; why we are noticed by the very first 
about town. — “ Go it, Jarvy,”’ cries a noble ruffian 
tliat’s up to every thing, “ tip us the long trot, 
d — n me, else shall be too late for a set-to at the 
Fives’ Court ; I don’t mind an extra bob or two, 
go it, my boy!” Then agahi, “‘I say, young 
man, do pray make haste, that’s a good soul,’ 
hops out a pretty creature of a dress-Uiaker, or a 
nobleman’s favourite, ' or I shall not be in time 
for the first act of the play, or I shall keep my 
beau waiting too long ;’ odd zookers, what scenes 
we do see, and what company we do take up and 
set down : why I have known Lord Houseface 
quit his curricle and jump into my coach, just 
for an hour's drive with a French lady, merely to 
jabber French' With her: ‘drive any where and 
back again,’ cries my lord, and then tips me five 
bobs. Now, Johnny Raw, thou don’t get as 
much in a week ; now and then, perhaps, a stu- 
dious gentlemun, reading his book as he jogs 
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alon^, or a Plo^'fisted.lawyer epnidag over bis 
brief, and hi^ing'his face for fear, of beiQg; known, 
whilst we cbachees know^^ aU tltp first pjeople, 
and goes to all the first j^laces that’s to be seen. 

I have h%d lords, comets of dragoons, West- 
minster scholars, your tip-top bankers’ clerks, 
Cribb, Spring, Master Molynenx, rich lipenced * 
tvitlers, Pierce Egan, and dll the very first of life 
in London. 1 have been with my coach at the 
uproar (opera), the-a-ters, Royal Saloon, Bag- 
niggc Wells, White Condick ,^ouse, at races, 
milling matches, ))ull-baits, at Long’s hotel, and 
at the Albion ; at Stone’s smoking shop, at the 
Shades, at the Finish, at the hells, and all the 
fashionable places in town ; and I knows all the 
gentlefolks drunk and sober.” Here coachec took 
breath, and bent an eye of disdain on the cab and 
its driver ; but patient reader — 

“Audi alteram parteip.*’ 

“You’re a fine fellow indeed !” answered the 
one-horse director : “yes, indeed, you havejiad 
all sorts of person^ iind all sorts of things, in 
you^r lumber wan (meaning a carai^an) ; decent 
people w'ont henter your rambler, for fear of bad 
disorders and bad smells; there’s no getting a 
mouthful of fresh hair in your coffin of a thing ! 
(this was a dead bit) wilst all’s sweet, open, and 
above-board -with me. You may have carried 
your lords and your ladies, youi^dukes and your 
dollies,' for au^t I knows, but you have also 
carried bailiffs (the joke did not yes, and 

Bow-street runners, thieves, an^'^lckpockets, 
fcllors handcuffed, and prostitute^ sick folk and 
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dead folk, (Ja^ looked grave), 'sacks, and stolen 
goods, fnrniitilre, and live lumbW, dogs, and rag- 
a-muffins, and all sorts of trash, and yon have as 
often set your enstomers down at a jail, or a 
lock-uy-hbnse', at an ospital, and an' edge hah 
ouse, at Bow-street, and the vatch-house, as at 
all the fashionable parts you mentions: there, 
take that. Ili^ow nobody but respectable folks 
are my customers, folks as can shew their faces 
in broad day-light; honest tradesmen, and your 
modest people as pays every body ; there's no 
putting up the blind for feu of a sheriff’s hofficer 
passing by, nor squeedging intd a comer to awoid 
a dun; besides, thete’s something genteel in the 
name of a caberolet, it corned from France, where 
1 am told that generals and peers of the realm, 
clergy, and private gentlemen, -and all the first 
folks, are not too proud to be seen in such car- 
riages, and are set down even at the parliament- 
house, and at the King’s palace : there, tako that, 
Mr. King’s coach-driver, with your dirty leather 
lining, and your two skeleton prads that you’ve 
wronged tl^e nackers and tho' cat’s-meat man of.” 
At this mopient a foreigner came up, and caUed 
the cabriolet in preference to the other vehicles, 
and thus ended the dispute. Now let us examine 
the merits of the case. What the cabriolet-driver 
reported respecting France, is literally trae : you 
frequently see a general, or other officer, covered 
with decorations, sitting modestly in a ^ab/iolet; 
Qor does a nqbleman or a gentleman consider 
himself dis m ibed by this kind of conveyance. 
The carria^^^oes not make^he man ; and how 
often do we seb successful, triumphcffit vice. 
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riding in splendid vehicles, whilst good birth, tar 
lent, bravery, science, and literature, can scarcely 
afford a cabriolet; frequently are these characters 
found in one, in the French metiropolis, where 
economy is the child of justice, and mediocrity 
of circumstances does not create shame. In 
London pride does much evil, and it is pride 
alone which despises the humble cabriolet, or 
the outside of a stage; so that, often, persons 
take cold by travelling thus after dark, for fear 
of being publicly seen, although it is difficult to 
account for the preference given to the hackney- 
coach, unless it be for the sake of concealment, 
or when four or more persons join together ; nor 
do we see such bad company in a cabriolet as in a 
street coach— drunken sailors, for instance, lolling 
out of the windows, &c. &c.; it must also be 
allowed, that the cnbriolet is the most airy and 
wholesome conveyance, and not liable to carry 
felons and prisoners by day, nor nightly loads, 
which delicacy forbids naming: the reason is 
obvious ; concealment is the object in both these 
instances,^which end would bo entirely frustrated 
in the cabriolet, the limits of which could not 
contain the live lumber and nocturnal loads 
alluded to in the cab-driver’s defence. One word 
more on the London cabriolet— it is preferable to ' 
the Paris one ; because, in general, it is newer, 
and the horse is better than those of the famed 
French city ; the driver is more modest, he never 
smokes, seldoni intrudes his conversation upon 
you, as,in Paris, and is more sepa^ted from his 
customers. 


European Magazine, 
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PETER PINDARICS; 

OR, JOE MULLER VERSIFIED. 

THE GOUTY MERCHANT AND THE STRANGER. 

In Broad-street Buildings^ on a winter*s night, 

Snug by his parlour fire a gouty wight 
Sate ail alone, with one hand rubbing 
His legg roll’d up in fleecy hose. 

While t’other held beneath his nose 
The Public Ledger, in whose columns grubbing. 

He noted all the sales of hops. 

Ships, shops, and slops. 

Gum, galls and groceries, ginger, gin. 

Tar, tallow, turmerick, turpentine and tin ; 

When lo ! a decent personage in black 
Entered, and most politely said— 

Your footman. Sir, has gone bis nightly track. 

To the King’s Head, 

And left your door ajar, which 1 
Observed in passing by. 

And thought it neighbourly to give you notice.” 

Ten thousand thanks — how very few get 
In time of danger 

Such kind attentions from a stranger. 

Assuredly that fellow’s throat is 
Doom’d to a final drop at Newgate. 

He knows, too, the unconscious elf, . 

That there’s no soul at home except myself.” 

Indeed !” replied the stranger, looking grave ; 

Then he’s a doifible knave. 

He knows that rogues and tliieves by scores 
Nightly beset unguarded doors : 

And see how easily might one 
Of these domestic foes. 

Even beneath your nose 
y2 
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Perform his knavish tricks-^ 

Enter your room as I have done, 

Blow out your candles— thus— and thus 
Pocket your silver candlesticks, 

And walk off— thus.” 

So said— to done— he made no more remark, 

Nor waited for replies. 

But inarched olF with his prize. 

Leaving the gouty Merchant in the dark. Mirror, 


IMPROMPTU. 

A Gentleman paying a visit one morning 
to a family in Hanover-sqnare, was shewn into 
a room, where on a writing-desk was paper, on 
which a lady had begnn to transcribe a song 
from the Opera of Love in a Village: remarking 
that she had left off at the end of the two fol- 
lowing lines — 

In love should there meet a fond pair, 

Untuto/d hy fitshion or art— 

He took up a pen and completed the verse, by 
adding— 7 

on earth such a couple there are, 

' ' ril be wl.’pt at the tail pf a cart! Herald, 


ON REABING THAT LIEUT. GOLDSMITH IS ABOUT 
TO SET UP THE LOGAN STONE "AGAIN. 

The Logan Stone Jack understands 
'.A gem is. This he sfiys-he’U bet, 

^Because 'tis in « QoldmUh'fi handsp : • 

. And on the^toini of being ler. Post, 
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EARLY LIFE OF GEORGE CANNING. 

George Canning, whenhe was atEton, was 
a strong Whig. The accomplished Duchess of 
Devonshire, mother of the present Duke, patro- 
nized Canning, when a boy, and the embryo 
statesman was a constant guest at Devonshire 
House during the vacations at school. Sheridan 
anticipated his rising fortunes, and, strange as it 
may seem, recommended him to accept the pa- 
tronage of Mr. Pitt, to whom he was introduced 
by the present Marquess of Wellesley, then Lord 
Mornington. Many severe epigrams, written by 
Mr. Canning against Mr. Pitt and his administra- 
tion, previously to their junction, are extant*. 

George Canning, when a boy, was first intro- 
duced to the Duchess of Devonsbiin by Mr. 
Sheridan, at a splendid supper given by her Grace 
to Mr. Fox, Lord John Tpwnshend, Lord Robert 
Spencer, Mr. Hare, Mr. Richardson, (General 
Fitzpatrick, General Burgoyne, Mr. Tickell, and 
other celebrated wits of the day, at |>evonshire 
House. On hiE^ first interview Canning displayed 
wit and talents beyond his age. The late Duke 
of Devonshire, an excellent judge, thought highly 
ol' Canning’s talents, but we believe very soon 
predicted bis abandonment of Devonshire House. 
It is but fair to add, that Canning’s first essay in 

* Doei not the writer in the Chronicle mistake the poetical 
Jeu ^espfit«of Otorge Canning the Barrister, one of the greatest wits 
of his day, and the father of the present ijtatesman, for the productions 
Ebs 
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public life was under the banners of Pitt, who 
negociated with Sir Richard Worsley for the re- 
presentation of Newport, in the Isle of Wight, for 
Canning^ ChfonkU. 


FEMALE COURTSHIP. 

Two or three looks when your swain wants a kiss, 
or three iioes when he bids you say “ yes/' 

Two or three smiles when you utter the no/' 

Two or tliree frowns if he oifers to go, 

Two or three laughs when astray for small chat, 

Two or three tears, tho’ you can't tell for what. 

Two or three letters when your vows are begun. 

Two or three quarrels before you have done, 

'i'wo or three dances to make you jocose, 

Two or three hours in a corner sit close, 

Two or three starts when he bids you elope. 

Two or three glances to intimate hope,. 

Two or three pauses before you are won, 

Two or three swoonings to let him press on, 

Two or three sighs when you've wasted your teariN 
Two or three hums when the chaplain appears, 

Two or three squeezes wlien the hand's given away. 

Two or three' coughs wlieiTyott come to 

Twq or three lasses may have by these rhymes, , 

Two or three little ones, — two or three times. 

British Travelkr, 


PROCLAMATION EXTRAORDINARY. 

The town-crier of Cheltenham being lately 
ordered to give public notice that all defaulters 
of the King’s taxes would bo exchequered, per- 
formed his commission as follows : — “ Notice is 
hereby given, that all persons who do not pay 
their taxes, before the — June, will be executed 
according to the law.” Brighton Gatettt. • 
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SAILOR’S SONG, 

WRITTEN ON BOARD THE — FRIGATE, DURING THE tATE WAR 

When the topsails are set, and the bars are all shipp'd, 

And the drums and fifes merrily play, 

Round the capstan we dance, till our anchor is tripp'd, 

When the Boatswain bawls, " Heave and away !" 

To the fife’s shrill sound,, 

While the joke goes round, 

We step with a pleasing delight; 

Dry nippers clapp’d on. 

We soon hear the song, 

Heave, heave, my brave boys, and in sight.” 

Then the sails are all trimm’d, and the anchor we stow, 

Britain’s white cliffs recede from our view ; 

Bound to season a cruise, we look out for the foe— 

As one man is the whole of our crew $ 

From mast-head they hail, 

I see a strange sail !”«— ^ 

We obey (hope gladdening each face). 

The Boatswain’s shrill call. 

And the Mate’s hoarse bawl, 

All hands to make sail in the chllce !" 

Old Albion’s proud flag at our peak we display, ^ 

And the tri-colour plainly discern ; 

" Cock your locks,” cries the Captain, now keep her away— 
Steady ! J’oint your guns right at her stern ; 

Fire ! fire ! and rake her — 

Now the shots shake h^r: 

See, see, how her masts rattle down ; 

The helm hard a-lee, 

Bold lads, follow me !” 

We board, and the frigate’s our own. 

Then our ensign, so brave, o’er the tri-colour flies, 

Back to England our course we pursue ; 

The breezes are fair— moor’d id port with our prize— 

And the King gives poor sailors their due: 
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Rigg’d out 80 fine, ob. 

Plenty of rhino, 

Gro^ fiddles, and lasses so gay; 

We spent! it on shore. 

Till duty once more 

Cries, Heave ! and the anchor’s away.” 

literary Gazette, 


THE FATHER OF FIGHT-WRITING. 

Major Tophah, who died at Doncaster 
about four years since, has recently receired the 
reward due to his memory as a sportsman and a 
scholar, by the erection of a plain handsome mo- 
nument of statuary marble, with a dove-coloured 
back-ground. We are pleased with this tribute 
post mortem, seeing that to him is the public in- 
debted for many regulations regarding the prize- 
ring, and it was he who set the example of the 
present manner of reporting prize-fights. 

Bell's life in London. 


ORPHEI'S AND EURYDICE. 

“ Et caligantem nigT&fofmidine lucum 
Iftgresstti^ manes^e adiUy rt^'emque tremendum.* 

Giq. IV. 

Sweet Orpheus, as the Poets tell, 

To seek his Wife went straight to Hell, 

What Husband living could be kinder? 

We needs must own we know of none^^ 

Tho’ here and there there may be one 
To think it quite the place to^find her! 

‘ Chronicte. 
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Besigned by T. Rowlandson. 


THE BOLD DRAGOON ; 

On, THE ADVENTURE OF MY GRANDFATHER. 

My grandfather was a bold dragoon, for it’s 
a profession, d’ye see, that has run in the family. 
AH my forefathers have been dragoons,, and died 
.on the field of honour, except myself, and I 
hope my posterity will be able to say the same ; 
however, I don't mean to be vain-glorious. Well, 
my grandfather, as I said, . was .a bold dragoon, 
.awd had served in the Low Countries. In fact, 
he was one of that very army which, according 
to my Uncle Toby, swore so terribly in Flanders. 
He could swear a good stick himself; and more- 
over was the very man that introduced the doc- 
trine Corpond Trim mentions, of radical beat and 
iradical moisture ; or, in other words, the mode 
nOf Aeeping out the damps of ditch-water <by 
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burnt brandy. Be that as it may, it’s nothing 
to the purport of my story, I only tell it, to 
show yon -that my grandfather was a man not 
easily to be humbugged. He had seen service, 
or, according to bis oan phrase, he bad seen the 
devil — fuid that’s saying every thing. 

Well, gentlemen, my grandfather was on his 
way to England, for which he intended to embark 
from Ostend— >bad luck to the place! for one 
.'^ere I was kept by storms and head-winds for 
i three long days, and the devil of a jolly compa- 
nion or pretty face to eomfortme. Well, as I 
'-w;as saying, my grandfather was on bis way. to- 
England, or rather to Ostend — no matter which — 
it’s all the same. So one evening, towards night- 
fall, he rode Jollily into Bruges. Very like you 
all knowBruges, gentlemen ; a queer old-fashioned 
Flemish town, once, they say, a great place for 
trade and money-making in old times, when the 
Mynheers were in their glory ; but almost as large 
and as empty as an Irishman’s pocket at the pre- 
sent day. Well, gentlemen, it was at the time of 
the annual fair. All Bruges was crowded, and 
the canals swarmed with Dutch boats, and the 
streets swarmed with Dutch merchants; and there 
was hardly any getting along for goods, wares, 
and merchandizes, and peasants in big breeches, 
and women in half a score of petticoats. 

My grandfather rode jollily along, in bis easy 
slashing way, for he was a saucy sun-shiny fel- 
low — staring about him at the motley crowd, and 
the old houses with gable-ends to the street, and 
storks’ nests on the chimnies; winking at -the 
yafrows who-siiowed their faces at the windows. 
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and joking the women right and left in tiie street ; 
all of whom laughed, and to<^ it in amazing good 
part ; for though be did not know a word of the 
language, yet he had always a knack of making 
himself understood among the women. 

Well, gentlemen, it being the time of the 
annual fair, all the town was crowded, every inn 
and tavern full, and my grandfather applied in 
vain from one to the other for admittance. At 
length he rode up to an old racketty inn, that 
looked ready to fall to pieces, and which all the 
rats would have run away from, if they could 
have found room in any otW house to put their 
heads. It was just such a queer building as you 
see in Dutch pictures, with a tall roof that 
reached up into the clouds, and as many garrets 
one over the other, as the seven heavens of Ma- 
homet. Nothing had saved it from tumbling down 
but a stork’s nest on the chimney, which always 
brings good luck to a house in the Low Coun- 
tries ; and at the very time of my grandfather’s 
arrival, there were two of these long-legged birds 
of grace standing like ghosts on the chimney-top. 
Faith, but they’ve kept the house on its legs to 
this very day, for you may see it any time you 
pass through Bruges, as it stands there yet, only 
it is turned into a brewery of strobg Flemish 
beer; at least it was so when I came that way 
after the battle of Waterloo. 

My grandfather eyed the house curiously as he 
approached. It might not have altogether struck 
his fancy, had he not seen in laige letters over 
the door, 

HEGH VBRKOOPT MAN 60EDEN DRANK. 
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My gmadfather had learned enough of the Ian* 
guage, to know that the sign promised good 
liquor. " This is the house 'for me,” said he, 
stopping short before the door. 

The sudden appearance of a dashing dragoon 
was an event, in an old inn frequented only by 
the peaceful sons of traffic. A rich burgher of 
Antwerp, a stately ample man in a broad Fle> 
mish hat, and who was the great man, and great 
patron of the establishment, sat smoking a clean 
long pipe on one side of the door; a fat little 
distiller of Geneva, from Schiedam, sat smoking 
on the other; and the bottle-nosed host stood in 
the door, and the comely hostess, in crimped cap, 
beside him ; and the hostess’s daughter, a plump 
Flanders lass, with long gold pendants in her 
ears, was at a side window. 

Humph !” said the rich burgher of Antweitp, 
with a sulky glance at the stranger. 

“ Der Duyvel !” said the fat little distiller of 
Schiedam. 

The landlord saw, with the quick glance of a 
publican, that the new guest was not at all at all 
to the taste of the old ones; and, to tell the 
truth, he did not himself like my grandfather’s 
saucy eye. He shook his head. “ Not a ganet 
in the house but was full !” 

" Not a garret !” echoed the landlady. 

“ Not a garret !” echoed the daughter. 

The burgher of Antwerpv and the little distiller 
of Schiedam, continued to smoke their pipes sul- 
lenly, eyeing the enemy askance from^nder- their 
broad bats, but said nothing. 

My ginndffither was -not a man -to be brow-. 
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beaten. He threw the reins on his horse’s neck, 
cocked his head on one side, stack one ann a> 
kimbo, “Faith and troth!” said he, “but I’ll 
sleep in this house this very night.” — As he said 
this, he gave a slap on his thigh, by way of 
emphasis — the slap went to the landlady’s heart. 

He followed up the vow by jumping off his 
horse, and making his way past the staring Myn- 
heers into the public room. — May be you’ve been 
in the bar-room of an old Flemish inn — faith, but 
a handsome chamber it was as you’d wish to see, 
with a brick ,floor, and a great fire-place, with 
the whole Bible histoiy in glazed tiles ; and then 
the mantel-piece, pitching itself head-foremost 
out of the wall, with a whole regiment of cracked 
tea-pots and earthen jugs paraded on it,, not to 
mention half a dozen great Delft platters, hung 
about the room by way of pictures ; and the little 
bar in one comer, and the bouncing bar-maid 
inside of it, with a red calico cap and yellow 
ear-drops. 

My grandfather snapped his fingers over his 
head, as he cast an eye round the room. — “ Faith, 
this is the very house I’ve been looking alter,” 
said he. 

There was some further show of resistance on 
the part of the garrison ; but my pandfatber was 
an old soldier, and an Irishman to bout, and not 
easily repulsed, especially after he bad got into 
the fortress. So he blarneyed the landlord, kissed 
the landlord’s wife, tickled the landlord’s daugh- 
ter, chucked the har-maid under the chin ; and 
it was apeed on all hands that it would be a 
thousand pities, and a burning shame into the 
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bargain, to turn such a bold dragoon into the 
streets. So they laid their heads together, that 
is to say, my grandfather and the landlady, and it 
was at length agreed to accommodate him with an 
old chamber that had been for some time shut up. 

“Some say ‘it's haunted,” whispered the land* 
lord’s daughter: “but you arc a bold dragoon, 
and I dare say don’t fear ghosts.” 

“ The div^a bit!” said my grandfather, pinch- 
ing her plump cheek. “But if 1 should be 
troubled by ghosts, Tve been to the Red Sea in 
my time, and have a pleasant way pfdaying them, 
my darling.” 

' And then he whispered something to the girl 
which made her laugh, and give him a good- 
humoured box on the ear. In short, there was 
nobody knew better how to make his way among 
the petticoats than my grandfather. 

In a little while, as was his usual way, he took 
complete possession of the house, swaggering all 
over it ; into the stable to look after his horse, 
into the kitchen to look after his supper. He 
had something to say or do with every one ; 
smoked with the Dutchmen, drank with the Ger- 
mans, slapped tlie landlord on the shoulder, 
romped with his daughter and the bar-maid: — 
never since the days of Alley Croaker had such a 
rattling blade been seen. The landlord stared at 
him with astonishment; the landlord’s daughter 
hung her head and giggled whenever he came 
near; and as he swaggered along the corridor, 
with his sword tntiling by his side, the maids 
looked after him, and whispered to one another, 
“ What a proper man !” 
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At supper, my grandfather took command of 
the table*d’h5te as though he had been at homo ; * 
helped every body, not forgetting himself ; talked 
with every one, whether be understood their lan- 
guage or not ; and made his way into the intimacy 
of the rich burgher of Antwerp, who had never 
been known to be sociable with any one during 
his life. In fact, he revolutionized the whole 
establishment, and gave it such a lo^e, that the 
very house reeled with it. He outsat every one 
at table excepting the little fat distillet of Schie- 
dam, who satt^ smoking a long time befpre be 
broke forth i bht when he did, he was a very 
devil incarnate. Ho took a violent affection for 
ray grandfather; so they sat drinking and smok- 
ing, and telling stories, and singing Hutch and 
Iri^h songs, without understanding a word each 
other said, until the little Hollander was fairly 
swamped with his own.gin and water, and carried 
off to bed,, whooping and hiccuping, and trolling 
the burthen of a low Dutch love song. 

■ Well, gentlemen, my grandfather was shc\Yn 
to his quarters up a largo stair-case, composed 
of loads of hewn timber, and through long rigma- 
)N)le passages, hung with blackmied paintings of 
fish, and fruit, and game, and country frolics, 
and huge kitchens, and portly Burgomasters, 
such as you see about old-lashioncd Blemish 
inns, till at length he arrived at his room. 

An old-times chamber it was, sure enough, and 
crowded with all kinds of trumpery. It looked 
like an infirmary for decayed superannuated 
furniture, where every thing diseased or disabled 
was sent to nurse, or to be forgotten. Or rather. 
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it might be taken for a general congress of ol^ 
legitimate moveables^ where every kind and 
country had a representative. No two chairs 
were alike. Such high backs and low backs, and 
leather bottoms, and worsted bottoms, and straw 
bottoms, and no bottoms; and cracl^ed marble 
tables, with curiously carved legs, holding balls 
in their claws, as though they were going to play 
at nine-pins. 

My grandfather made a bow to the motley 
assemblage as he entered, and having undressed 
himself, lilaced his light in the firc-^j^lace, asking 
pardon of the tongs„ which seemed to be making 
love to the shovel |^in the chimney corner, and 
whispering soft nonsense in its ear. 

The rest of the guests wer^ by this time sound 
asleep, for your Mynheers are huge sleeper’s* 
The house-maids, one by one, crept up yawning 
lo their attics, and not a female head in the inn 
was laid on a pillow that night without dreaming 
of the bold dragoon. 

My gr;^ndfatht3r, for his part, got into bed, and 
drew over hipa one of those great bags of down, 
under which they smother a man in the Low 
Countries; and thore he lay, melting between two 
fcather-beds, like an anchovy sandwich between 
two slices of toast and butter. He was a warm- 
complexioned man, and this smothering played 
the very deuce with him. So, sure* enough, in a 
little time it seemed as if a legion of imps wore 
twitching at him, and ail the blood in his veins 
was in a, fever heat. 

He lay still, however, ^ntil all the house was 
^uiet, except the snoring of the Mynheers from 
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the different chambers, who answered one an* 
other in all kinds of tones and cadences, like so 
many bullfrogs in a swamp. The quieter the 
house became, the more unquiet became my 
grandfather^ He waxed warmer and w'armer,- 
until at length the bed became too hot to hold 
him. 

“ May be the maid had warmed it too much?" 
said the curious gentleman, inquiringly. 

“ I rather think the contrary,” replied the Irish* 
man, — “ But bo that as it may, it grew too hot 
for my grandftither.” 

Faith, there’s no standing this any longer,” 
says he. So he jumped out of bed, and went 
strolling about the house. 

“What for?” said the inquisitive gentleman. 
“ Why to cool himself, to be sure— or perhaps to 
find a more comfortable bed — or perhaps — But 
no matter what he went for— he never mentioned 
— and there’s no use in taking up our time in 
conjecturing.” 

Well, my grandfather had been for sdbae time 
absent from his room, and was returning, per- 
fectly cool, when just as he reached the door he 
heard a strange noise within. He paused and 
listened. It seemed as if some one were trying 
to hum a tune in defiance of the asthma. He 
recollected the report of the room being haunted ; 
but he was no believer in ghosts, so he pushed 
the door gently open and peeped in. 

Egad, gentlemen, there was a gambol carrying 
on within enough to have astonished St. Anthony 
himself. By the light of the fire he saw a pale, 
weasen-faced fellow in a long flannel gown and 
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a tall white night-cap with a tassel to it, who sat 
by the fire with a bellows under his atm by way 
of bagpipe, from which he forced the asthmatical 
music that had bothered my grandfather. As he 
played, too, he kept twitching about with a 
thousand queer contortions, nodding his head, 
and bobbing about his tasselled night-cap. 

My grandfather thought this very odd anil 
mighty presumptuous, and was about to demand 
what business he had to play his wind-instrument 
in another gentleman’s quarters, when a new 
cause of astonishment met his eye. From the 
opposite side of the room, a long-backed, bandy- 
legged chair, covered with leather, and studded 
all over in a coxcombical fashion with, little brass 
nails, got suddenly into motion, thrust out first a 
claw-foot, then a crooked arm, and, at length, 
making a leg, slided gracefully up to an easy- 
chair of tarnished brocade, with a hole in its 
bottom, and led it gallantly out in a ghostly 
minuet about the floor. 

The musician now played fiercer and fiercer, 
and bobbed liis. head and Us night-cap about like 
mad. By degrees the danciug mania seemed to 
seize upon all the o&er pieces of furniture. .The 
antique long-bodied chairs paired off in couples 
and led down a country-dance; a three-legged 
stool danced a hornpipe, thoqgh horribly puzzled 
by its supernumerary leg; while the amorous 
tongs seized the shovel round the waist, and 
whirled it about the room in a German waltz. In 
short, all the moveables got in motion; pirouet- 
ting, hands across, right and left, like so many 
devils ; all except a great clothes-press, which- 
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kept curtsying and curtsying, in a corner, like a 
dowager, in exquisite time to the music ; being 
rather too corpulent to dance, or, perhaps, at a 
loss for a partner. 

My grandfather concluded the latter to be the 
reason ; so being, like a true Irishman, devoted 
to the sex, and at all times ready for a frolic, he 
bounced into the room, called to the musician to 
strike up Paddy O’Rafferty, capered up to tho 
clothes-press, and seized upon two handles to 
lead her out : when, whirr ! the whole revel was 
at an end. The chairs, tables, tongs, and shovel 
slunk in an instant as quietly into their places as 
if nothing had happened, and the musician va- 
nished up the chimney, leaving the bellows be- 
hind him in his hurry. My grandfather found 
himself seated in the middle of tho floor with the- 
clothes-press sprawling before him, and the two 
handles jerked off, and in his hands. 

" Then, after all, this was a mere dream !” said 
the inquisitive gentleman. 

" The divil a bit of a dream!” replied the 
Irishman. There never was a truer fact in this 
world. FfdA, 1 should have liked to see any 
man tell my grandffither it was a dream.” . 

Well, gentlemen, as the clothes-press was a 
mighty heavy body, find my grandfather likewise, 
particularly in rear, you may easily suppose that 
two such heavy bodies coming to the ground 
would make a bit of a noise. Faith, the old 
mansion shook as though it had mistidien it for 
an earthquake. The whole garrison was alarmed. 
The landlord, who slept below, hurried Up with 
a candle to inquire the cause, but with all his 
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haste his daughter had hurried to the scene of 
upitoar before .him. The landlord was followed 
by the landlady, who was followed by the 
bouncing bar-maid, who was followed by the 
simpering chambermaids, all holding together, as 
well as they could, such garments as they had 
first lain hands on ; but all in a terrible hurry to 
see what the deuce was to pay in the chamber of 
the bold Dragoon. 

My grandfather related the marvellous scene 
be had witnessed, and the broken handles of the 
prostrate clothes-press bore testimony to the fact, 
'fhere was no contesting such evidence; parti- 
cularly with a lad of my grandfather’s com- 
plexion, who seemed able to makcs-good every 
word cither with sword or sbillelab. So the land- 
lord scratched his head uid looked silly, as he 
was apt to do when puzaled. The landlady, 
scratched— no, she did not scratch her head, but 
she knit her brow, and did not seem half pleased 
with the explanation. But the landlady’s daugh- 
ter corroborated it, by recollecting that the last 
person who had dwelt in that chamber was a fa- 
mous juggler who bad died of St, Vitus’s dance, 
n^nd bad no doubt infected all the furniture. 

This set all things to rights, particularly when 
the chambermaids declared that they had all 
witnessed strange carryings on in that room: 
and as they declared this “ upon their honouiis,” 
there could not remain a doubt upon the subjeot. 

“ And did your grandfadier gO to bed again in 
that room?” said the inquisitive gentleman. 

“ That is more than I can tell. Where he 
passed the rest of the night, was a secret he nerer 
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disclosed. In fact, though he had seen much 
sendee, he was but indifferently acquainted with 
geography, and apt to make blunders in his tra- 
rels about inns at night, which it would have 
puzzled him sadly to account for in the morn- 
ing.”— ro/cs of a Traveller. 

News of Literature and Fashion. 


TO THE COURIER. 

ON niS HAPPY ILLUSTRATION OF THE ILLUSTRIOUS DUKE. 
Curiosa fetid tas. 

Tuo* blest with all these flowers of speech^ 

Wise to abstain, tho* in thy reach. 

From plucking *€m ; 

For why. and thus incur rebuke. 

Make a Count Dip of the good Duke 
Of Buckingham ? 

Grant, tropes and figures from thee flow. 

Don*t prithee, at thy betters so 
Be chucking ’em— 

Tho’ tallow may from fatness spring. 

Why should’st thou make a wick^ed thing 
Of Buckingham ? 

In favour, right to hold up beads. 

As riglit. when out* one danger dreads. 

Is ducking ’em; 

But ’tis not dipping time yust n<m^ 

And thou should’st better manners shew 
To Buckingham ! > 

* Off irith his head— so much for Buckingham f '^Richard ill 


Chronide, 
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THE HUSBAND. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

Faithful as dog, the lonely shepherd’s pride, 

True as the helm, the bark’s protecting guide, 

Firm as the shaft that props the towering dome. 

Sweet as the shipwreck’d seamen’s land, and home, 
Ijycely as child, a parent’s sole delight. 

Radiant as mom that breaks a stormy night. 

Grateful as streams, that in some deep recess. 

With rills unhop’d the panting traveller bless. 

Is he, that links with me his chain of life. 

Names himself lord, and deigns to call me Wife. 

Globe and Traveller^ 


THE WIPE. 

(in imitation of the above.) 

Beautiful as youn;; day, when the sweet season is waking, 

Joyous as the bird of song* when the gay morn is breaking, 

Mild as Zephyr’s softest sigh, on Flora’s bosom breathing. 

Chaste as that tliir <jueen, who found the art of endless wreathing. 
Constant as Apollo’s flow’r, which blooms but in his beaming, 
Fpnd as the moon of that bright star, upon her patli-way gleaming. 
Graceful as the slightest reed upon the green bank waving, 
Courteous as the rippling stream, which that green bank is laving* 
Yet great in soul, and high in mind, the charm, the bliss, of life, 
Is she, the gentlest of her kind, I proudly call my Wife. 

Literary Chronicle, 
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PENCIL-MA^. 

“ Wont to speak plain and to the pttrpose» like an honest man. 

SuAKSPBARE. 

Men frequently defend their conversing with 
an absolute fool, on the score of bis having a 
good heart. We might as well reconcile our- 
selves to the errings of a watch if it work upon a 
diamond. 

Men who afTectV shortness of sight, must think 
it the very height of good fortune to bo bom 
totally blind. 

Those who keep parrots are to be reprehended 
for neglecting native talent, when there are so 
many coxcombs wantihf board and lodging. 

He who loses in t]^e sbarch of fame that dignity 
which .should ever adorn human nature, is no 
more than the opera-singer, who has exchanged 
manhood for sound. 

The man who boasts of excessive gallantry, is 
anxious to appear the rival of a goat. 

If ermined robes are intended to be symbolical 
of the purity of sovereigns, I think a monarch’s 
dispositions would be oftener better illustrated 
by a trimming of tiger-skin; some might as- 
suredly claim a small mixture of the monkey. 

Fortune is surely made blind, that she shall 
not blush for the many fools which belong to her. 

Lounging, unemployed people, may be called 
fA the tribe of Joshua; for with them the sun 
stands still. 

Fanatics think men like bulls, that they should 
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be baited to madness before they are in a fit state 
to die. 

thily good man^ like the dolphin^ looks most 
beautiful when dying*. 

It is an ancient saying — “ Truth lies in a well." 
May we not at times likewise think the most cer- 
tain charity to be at a pump ? 

Men might do worse than copy a lobster ; for 
that always blushes at losing the appearance 
which nature had designed it. 

E:i:aminer. 


EXTRACTS FROM 

ANCIENT POETRY AND ROMANCES OF SPAIN. 

BY MR. BOWRINC. 

The woman who such dreams can dream. 

** La mugger que tal tueno suena," 

The woman who has check’d the glow 
Of honest passion in the breast ; 

The womnn who will not bestow 

Her band on him who loves her best ; 

T!ie woman who can harshly deem 
Of him who is her worshipper; 

The woman who such dreams can dream, 

Kicks, and sticks, and stripes for her ! 

The woman who can plot and plan 

Her own disgrace, her husband’s shame. 

And, i^'ckless, infamize and ban 
A life unstain’d — a virtuous fame ; 

Who’s pleased to he impure, yet seem 
Chaste as the snow-*aj^^ chaste as fair ; 

The woman who such 4l«ains can dream. 

Kicks, and sticks^^4^%tripes for her ! 


Herald, 
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OLD RAPID. 

The Eijirl of Eidon has, in equal time, dispatched twice a.s 
inucli business as the most rapid of his predecessors.” — Art, Court 
of Chan, — Quart. Rev. No. LIX. 

There is to be no jubile^i this year for the birds at Encomhe." 
— Morn. Chron. Aug. 31. 

Whocveu has read vvhut his critic could hatch. 

Must be clearly convinced of his Lordship's dispatch. 

No soul in his seat had one half of his t»*oublc, 

But, ardent and rapid, his quickness is double! 

Of his speed, gaol and grave contain witnesses plenty, 

Tho’ suitors ingrate* call it ^^Jeslina lente!' 

In the Court and the fiehl, he is equally hot, 

And the readiest man, when you come to the shot ' 

He doubles all others — so prompt and so willing — 
la maiming, disabling, and winging, and killing : 

Ur Partridge or Suitor, which e’er the game be, 

Once in his preserve, adieu all jubilee ; 

Before him, poor things, let them fly, let them run, 

He’s sure to do for thcm^cxh sure as a gun ! 

Then Thurlow and Hard wick e, away with your bragging, 

For ne’er was a Chanc’llor so rapid at bagging I 

* Just so, the graceless Yfmng Rapid in the play, who, when 
Rapid is poring over and industriously cobbling his son's coat, 
exclaims— " A'fe’e/? moving! damme, father, how slow you arc T and 
takes it aw'^ay from him. This is very well in a play, but all tlic Did 
Rapids don't siilTcr suits to be taken out of their hands so easily. 

Ch7'0incle. 


THE FEMALE LINGUIST. 

The report having gone abroad that a i'cmalc 
pedant, who w'as somewhat of a linguist, was 
about to be married, a seyerc wit observed, “ He 
could answer for her dia^sition to congregate, 
but feared she would hjr^e no opportunity of 

(declining. GUAe and Traveller. 
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TONSON’S EPITAPH. 

A TRANSLATION of the Latin Epitaph on 
Tonson, which is nearly similar to the celebrated 
one on the late Dr. Franklin. 

THE EPITAPH. 

The rolling course of Life being finished, 

This is the end of Jacob Tonson ; 

A man of eminence in his profession : 

Who, as Acc^cbeur to the Muses, 

Ushered into Life 
The happy productions of Genius. 

Mourn! ye choir of Writers, and break your tuneful reeds ! 
He, your assistant, is no more : 

But this last inscription is engraven 
On this first page of mortality, 

Lest, being committed to the press of the grave. 

The Editor himself should be without a title. 

Here lies a Bookseller, 

(The leaves of life having gone to decay) 

Waiting for a New Edition, 

' ^ Much increased and amended. 

lAterary Chronicle. 


LORD N.'S GAME JOKE. 

On being informed, last autumn, of the elope- 
ment of Mrs. M— , whose maiden was W— , 

his Lordship said, “ Then we must ld|fk out our 
fleecy hosiery.”—" Why so, my Lord?”— "Be- 
cause,” said his Lordship, "it is an unerring 
symptom of a sudden, long, and severe winter to 
see, so early in the set^on, the woodcocks forsake 
the moors” >■ . tSnwic/f. 
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ON THE ORIGIN AND USE OF DIAMONDS. 

Louis De Berguen^ a native of Brages^ was 
the first .who in 1456 attempted to cut the dia- 
mond. The four diamonds that enriched the 
royal robe of Charlemagne were in the native 
state ; but notwithstanding this defect, they were 
not less rare and precious. They were preserved 
for a long time at St. Denis. At that* time, rich 
men alone could possess them. Charles the Rash 
was one of the princes who aflected the new 
luxury of diamonds. He is represented on a 
vignette of a MS. in the Bibliothequc Royalc, 
^vearingin his hat that which was afterwards taken 
among his baggage by the Swiss, after the battle 
of Graudson, and which has since been known 
under the name of Saucy. 

It is said that Agnes Sorel was the first female 
in France who wore a diamond necklace. These 
diamonds were so rough, so ill set, and produced 
so ill an effect, and so much inconvenience to the 
neck of Agnes, that she used to call it her iron 
collar. She wanted to get rid of it, till Charles VII. 
from wh im she doubtless bad it, and who was 
pleased with seeing her handsomely decorated, 
prevailed on her to retain it. The gentle Agnes 
obeyed, an€nisiny ladies have no doubt since then 
acted in tSe same manner. But diamonds at that 
time did not possess the monopoly of pleasing 
them; and, since Agnes, the mode of wearing 
jewels has often changed. - 

Pearls were the favourite ornament of Catherine 
of Medici, and Diana of Poitiers. 

z 2 
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Mary Stuart having brought some superb dia- 
monds into France, the ladies of the Court ro- 
assumed the wear of them. At the coronation ot' 
Mary De Medici, her robes, and those of the 
ladies in her suite, were loaded with pearls. It 
was the custom at that time to put strings of them 
into the hair, which fell inknots over the shoulders. 
Cinder Louis the Fourteenth, the taste for dia- 
monds revived, and the fetes given by that 
sumptuous monarch entirely restored the fashion 
of wearing this brilliant ornament. Robes were 
embroidered with them ; necklaces, aigrettes, and 
bracelets were made of them ; and they were even 
employed to ornament the front of stomachers. 
The queen wore them on her waistband, on the 
epaulettes of her robe, and on the broach of her 
mantle. 

This rage for diamonds continued till the ap- 
' proach of the revolution. Twenty years before 
that epoch, the ladies had become tired of them ; 
and nothing was then to be seen but ornaments 
of steel, glass, and pearls. Sentimental orna- 
ments then had their turn. Necklaces of hair, 
bracelets of hair, medallions and cyphers in hair, 
were at once attestations of the conquests which 
the beauties had made, and of those which they 
aspired to obtain. Steel has re-appeared a sllorf 
time since on the toilets of the elegantes ; and 
necklaces, broaches, ear-rings, and waist-buckles, 
have been again made of steel for several months 

Pretty women should employ nothing but flowers 
in the shape of .ornament. 

. . News of Literature Fashion, 



509 


TEN YEARS AGO, 

That time is past, 

^nd all its aching joys are now no more. 

And all its dizzy raptures ! Not for this 
Faint I, nor mourn, nor murmur. Other gifts 
Have followed for such loss, I would believe. 
Abundant recompense. Wordsworth. 

Ten years ago, ten years ago, 

Life was to us a fairy scene ; 

And the keen blasts of worldly woe 
Had sered not then its pathway green. 

Youtlj, and its thousand dreams, were ours, 

Feelings we ne’er can know again; 

Un wither’d hopes, un wasted powers. 

And frames unworn by mortal paiJi. 

Such was the bright and genial flow 

Of life with us— ten years ago! 

Time has not blanch’d a single liair 
Tliat clusters round thy forehead now; 

Nor hath the cankering touch of care 
Left even one furrow on thy brow. 

Thine eyes are blue as when we met, 

In love’s deep truth, in earlier years ; 

Thy cheek of rose is blooming yet, 

Til lugh snmctiiiies stain’d by secret tears ; 

But where, oh where’s the spirifs glow. 

That shone through all — ten years ago? 

I, too, am changed — I scarce know why — 

Can feel each flaggii^ pulse decay ; 

And youth and health, and visions high. 

Melt like a wreath of snow away ; 

Time cannot sure have wrought the ill; 

Though worn in tliis world’i ^ick’ning strife, 

In soul and form, 1 linger stili « 

In the first summer month of life; 

Yet journey on my path below. 

Oh ! how unlike— ten years ago ! 
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TBN YEARS AfiO. 


But look not thus— I would not give 
The wreck of hopes ttmt thou must share. 

To bid those joyous hours^ revive. 

When all around me seem’d so fair. 

WeVe wander’d on in sunny weather. 

When winds were low, and flowers in bloom*. 

And hand in hand have kept together, 

Ancf still will keep, 'mid storm and gloom ; 

Endear’d by ties we could not know 
When life was young — ten years ago ! 

Has Fortune frown’d ? Her frowps were vain, 

For hearts like ours she could not chill ; 

Have friends prov’d false? Their love might wane. 

But ours grew fonder, finner still. 

Twin barks on this world’s changing wave, 

Stedfast in calms, in tempest tried, 

In concert still our fate we’li brave, 

Together cleave life's fitful tide ; 

Nor mourn whatever winds may blow, 

' Youth’s first wild dreams— *ten years ago ! 

Have we not knelt beside his b^d. 

And watch’d our first-born blossom die ? 

Hoped, till the shade of hope had fled. 

Then w<:pt till feeling’s fount was dry? 

Was it not sweet, in that dark hour. 

To think, ’mid mutual tears and sighs. 

Our bud had left its earthly bower. 

And burst, to bloom iu Paradise ? 

What to the thought that sooth’d that woe 
Were heartless joys — ten years ago! 

V 

Yes, it IS sweet, when IwfiVen ife bright. 

To share its sunny be^s with thee ; 

But sweeter far, ’mid clouds and blight. 

To have thee near to weep with me. 

Then dry those tears— though something changed 
From what we were jn earlier youth. 

Time, that hath hopes and friends estranged. 

Hath Iteft us love in all its truth;' 

Sweet feelings we would not forego* 

For life’s best joys — ten years ago, 

Blacktcoed^i Magazine. 



A TOUCH OF « THE FANCY." 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXIX. 

One Mr. Light was brought out of darkness 
from St. Martin’s watch-house, to answer for 
having taken the liberty of knocking doAra a 
hackney-coachman in front of the Haymarket 
Theatre on the preceding ni^t. 

Mr. Light is a country gentleman, of light 
weight, much muscle, and real respectability ; 
his age some thirty, or thereabout; married, ami 
now on his first visit to town with his lady, and 
though married, able to come or go wherever and 
Avhenever he pleases— just as though he was still 
a bachelor — which is saying a great deal. 

“ And please your Worship," began the com- 
plaining coachman — a stout, twelve stone, woolly- 
headed, large-lipped, young, ruffianish sort of a 
subject—" and please your Worship, I was en- 
gaged to take a party home from the Haymarket 
The-hater last night, 'and while I was waiting for 
"cm, this ere gentleman (Mr. Light) and two more 
squeezes themselves into my coach, and becoz 1 
told ’em, says I, I’m- hired, says I, this ere gen- 
tleman (Mr. Light) jumps out o’ the coach, and 
gives me a comfortable knock-down blow— just in 
no time to speak of ; and, as I wasn’t a going to 
be knock’d about a that’ns for nothing, I give him 
in charge to fhe watch-house." 

" May I be allowed to ask this fellow a few 
questions?” said Mr. Light. 

“ Yes,” replied Mr. Minshull— " but do not 
call him a fellow.’* 
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Beg your Worship’s pardon/* said Mr. Light, 
with a light bow ; and then folding up his arms, 
so as to concentrate his cross^examihatory pow> 
ers, he addressed the coachman with a Pray, 
my good man, where were you when we first 
came up to your coach 

Why, not far off,” replied the coachman, 
else I don’t know where my coach would have 
been by this time. Some of you talked of driving 
it to a rum sort of place for a coach to go, 1 
think !” 

And you say I knocked you down ?” asked 
Mr. Light. — I do,” replied the coachman. 

You may stand by,” said Mr. Light — “ I will 
discuss ym more at large presently.” 

Stephen Winter was called by the coachnicUi 
as a witness. This Stephen Winter had a very 
notice-able look, as Mr. Wordsworth would say: 
his head was covered with the snows of full sixty 
winters, and as pure it looked as that upon the 
top of Skiddow, when it reflects the first ray of 
the morning sun ; his complexion was as clear 
and unsullied as the fresh-opened water liiy ; his 
eye dark, bright, and piercing, and his aspect- 
keen and intelligent; his body bent, and sup- 
ported by a short staff; and yet, with all this 
wintcryness, he is still a boy— -a link-boy ; one 
who, with all his purity, has been, lor these last 
thirty years, bawling ** coach-onhired” at the 
theatres, enveloped in smoke and buried in flame. 
He is, indeed, a fine olid^youth,” and Mr. Light 
found him a keen witness. This gentleman,” 
said he, persisted in making his way into the 
complainant’s coach, though I told him it waj 
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hired, and offered to get him another; and when 
I asked him where he wished to be driven to, he 
replied, in a voice which I shall never forget^ 

' To h — 11, or any where else, you old !’ 

One of his companions was preparing to mount 
the box— for the j)urpose of driving them to 
that place, I suppose ; but just then the coach- 
man came up, and, having told them he was 
hired, he desired them to give up his coach; 
when, what docs this gentleman do, but Jumps 
out of the coach, puts himself in a Fives-court 
attitude, and cries out, ' Here I am — I’m a mill- 
ing cove ! a Bristolian ! and 1 can lick half a dozen 
jnrveys in no time !*” 

" I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Light, inter- 
rupting him, " I said jarveywew, not jarveys.*" 
Well, we won’t quarrel about that,” conti- 
nued the venerable old boy—" it might be jarvey- 
men; but I don’t see how that mends the matter: 
I’ll swear it was some low word of that sort, and 
your deed was as low as your word, for you had 
no sooner uttered it than you knocked the coach- 
man down between the wheels of his own coach.” 

Mr. Light begged permission to put a few 
questions to this witness, and the Magistrate 
assenting, he proceeded thus ; 

" And so you say you saw me knock down the 
coachman ?” 

"I do,” promptly replied Stephen Winter — 
leaning on his short staff, and darting the light of 
his keen dark eye full iiiJdr. Light’s face—" I do.” 

" In what part of his body did I hit him?” 

" I won’t swear to an inch, or two, where your 
fist went when you let it loose, but I will swear 
it was somewhere about his neck.” 

z 5 
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''And yon did not see him collar me?" 

"I did not." 

" You are sensible yon are on your oath ?" 

"I am.— And if you had been as sensible as 
me, yon would not have been here now.” 

Mr. Lig^ht declined putting any more questions 
to Stephen Winter, and went at once into his 
defence. He declared that he merely pushed 
the coachman away, because he rudely seized 
him by the collar to drag him from the coach- 
steps.— He collared him very rudely — "in the 
way in which hackney-coachmen generally collar 
gentlemen.” 

" I did not know,” said the Magistrate, " that 
hackney-coachmen were in the habit of collaring 
gentlemen. I have rode in hackney-coaches many 
thousand times, and I never was collar’d in my 
life.” 

Mr. Light assured his Worship that it was a 
very common practice, nevertheless, and a very 
disagreeable one, for tbey^, had a peculiarly rude 
mode of doing it. He then called the- two young- 
gentlemen who wore with him at the time, aD<i 
they both declared that Mr. Light did not knock 
the coachman ^own; though one of them, a very 
exquisite young man, admitted that he could not 
speak very positively 4p the fact, because at one 
part of the affray he was down himself, and 
whilst he was down he could not see clearly what 
the others were doing. However, they were 
positive that if the coaehman had been with his 
coach, in the first instance, and had civilly re- 
presented to them that his coach was hired, they 
shontd not have attempted to get into his coach, 
and nothing unpleasant would have happened. 
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The Magistrate observed, that if the coachman 
left his coach unattended, he was punishable by 
line, and not assault; and as it was clear an 
assault had been committed, Mr. Light must find 
bail. 

So Mr. Light retired in care of the gaoler, 
followed by his two friends and the coachman. 
By and by, they came in again; Mr. Light joy- 
ously thanking his Worship for his lenity, and 
the coachman saying he did not wish to be too 
hard with Mr. Light. His Worship, unconscious 
that he had shewn Mr. Light lenity, was rather 
puzzled at all this ; but it was soon explained 
to him that the lenity belonged to the coachman 
—he having consented to stay all farther pro- 
ceedings, though why or wherefore did not exactly 
appear. However, as the coachman was so mer- 
cifully inclined, his Worship consented to Mr. 
Light’s discharge ; but Mr. Light, forgetting the 
proverb, “ Never hoot before you arc out of the 
wood,” no sooner heard his discharge pronounced, 
than he gaily exclaimed, “ Thank your Worship 
— and ril bet a guinea he takes such another 
knocking down to-night for another ten shillings!” 
And i.i the next moment poor Mr. Light was in 
custody again. His Worship said it was a flip- 
pant and very- indecorooa. remark, and he was 
determined that the prosecution should not be 
withdrawn. So the coachman was compelled to 
return Mr. lig^t his money, and Mr. Light was 
once more removed by the gaoler; but some time 
afterwards he was liberated, upon a fresh and 
very contrite application. Herald. 
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AN ADDRESS TO THE ECHO. 

If I address the Kcho yonder. 

What will its answer be, I wonder? 

£cAo— I wonder ! 

O wondrous Echo, tell me, bless'e. 

Am I for marriage or for celibacy? 

JEtcho — Silly Bessy ! 

If then to win the maid I try‘. 

Shall I find her a property ? 

JEc/io— A proper tye ! 

If neither grave nor funny 
Will will the maid to matrimony ? 
jEc7io— Try mone^ 1 

If I should try to gain her lieart. 

Shall I go plain or rather smart '' 

Smart ! 

She mayn’t love dress, and I a^ain then 
May come loo smart, and she’ll complain then 
Come plain then ! 

To please her most perhaps, ’tis best 
To come ’’m in common dress’d? 

JLciio — Come undress’d! ih' 

Then if to marry me I tease Jier, 

What will she say if that should please lier? 
^cko — Please, Sir I 

When cross and good words can’t appease her. 
What if such naughty whims should seize her? 
JScho—Yo\i*d see. Sir ! 

When wed she’ll change, for Love’s no sticker. 
And love her husband less than liquor ? 

Echo— Then lick her ! 
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To leave liie then I can’t compel her, 

Though every woman else excel her ? 

Echo — Sell her ! 

^ Che doubting youth to Echo turn’d again, Sir, 

To ask advice, but found it did not answer. 

London Ma^asitu. 


LORD NORBUAY. 

ills Lordship, while lately indisposed, wub 
threatened with a determination of blood to the 
head. Surgeon C — 1 accordingly opened the tern* 
poral artery; and, whilst attending to the opera* 
4ion, his Lordship said to him in his usual rpiick 
manner, C— 1, I believe you were never called 
io the Bar?'' — ^^No, my Lord, I never was,’' 
replied the Surgeon. — Well, I am sure. Doctor, 
I can safely say you have cut a figure in the Tem- 
ple." ChromcU. 


ON PULLING DOWN THE NEWLY-ERECTED BUILI)^ 
TNGS NEAR WESTMINSTER-HALL. 

“ DivimiU—^€cdiJicant--^mutant'* — Ho R. 

Jd (?j^/~they do what I and you can’t.— Free Trandatvm 

If members of an humble stale 
E’er run their heads against a wall;. 

They’re sure to get a broken pate, 

And destiny ordains their fall. 

If M.P.s act a part so gross, 

A happier fate is soon decreed ; 

Their heads are saved — (a nation’s loss f)— 

The wall comes down— the people bleed. 

Examiner^ 
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LOVE IN THE KITCHEN. 

SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXX. 

Among the watch-house prisoners brought 
before Mr. Halls, was a fine fat bouncing dame, 
named Elizabeth Bone, and a sedate, full-sized, 
middle-aged man, named Henry Backler, who 
had been sent to durance by a Mr. Finlayson for 
making love in his kitchen, contrary to special 
agreement. 

Elizabeth Bone is, as we have already hinted; 
fat, florid, and forty ; and she was cookmaid to 
the Finlayson above-mentioned, and a capital 
cook she was too— clean, adroit, sober, honest, 
and industrious, as Mr. Finlayson readily ad- 
mitted. But unfortunately she fell in love ; and 
by falling in love she tell out with her master; 
and by falling out with her master she fell into 
troubles and disputes; and all these ins and outs 
ended in her getting out of place, and into the 
watch-house. It appeared' by Jdr. Finlayson’s 
account, that be engaged l^ty Bone as his 
cookmaid, with an excellent character, and they 
covenanted with each other that she should have 
no followers — especially nmle ones. Betty Bone 
cheerflilly assented to this covenant; and Mr. 
Finlayson flattered himself that, at her time of 
life, there was little danger of her breaking it; 
but they were both out in their reckoning. Before 
one short fortnight had elapsed, Mr. Finlayson 
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found Betty Bone seated before a comfortable fire 
in the kitchen, and the above-mentioned Henry 
Backler on his knees before Betty Bone— making 
love to her! Mr. Finlayson upbraided Betty 
with her breach of contract ; and Betty told him 
“ it was of no use talking — if she didn’t suit 
the place, why the place didn’t suit her; and the 
sooner he got himself another cook the better.” 
The fact was, as we have been credibly informed, 
Mr. Backlcr had promised to make Betty Bone 
bone of his bone and therefore her breach of 
the “ no follower” contract was not to be very 
much wondered at. Mr. Finlayson himself saw 
the matter in matrimonial light, and contented 
himself with taking Betty Bone’s notice to quit, and 
her promise that the courtship should be totally 
suspended until that notice expired — ^for, as ho 
said, he was resolved to have no followers. Now 
it so happened, that before Betty Bone’s notice 
expired, the housemaid went away, and Betty 
Bone was requested to remain until another could 
be got. This she readily undertook to do, and 
every thing went on veiy quietly for some time. 
One night Mr, Finlayson had company at his 
house, and at a very late hour he learned that 
Betty Bone had got her sweetheart in the kitchen 
again. He was exasperated at hearing this; 
Betty was bold in her defence ; her sweetheart, 
Mr. Backler, vowed that wherever Betty Bone 
was, there would he be also ; high words ensued, 
and at last, Mr. Finlay.son, in his anger, sent 
them both to the watch-house. 

This was the very head and front of Betty 
Bone’s offence ; and Mr. Finlayson assured the 
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Magistrate he had no wish to press the matter, 
nor would he have sent them to the watch-house 
if they had not defied him. 

Betty Bone, in her defenee, pleaded that her 
promise not to admit Mr. Backler expired with 
her notice to quit ; and that as she remained after 
the expiration of that notice to suit her master’s 
convenience, she thought she was fully justified 
in suiting her own, by again admitting her suitor. 

His Worship observed, that she had done very 
wrong; for no man ought to have his house in- 
truded upon by strangers against his will. He 
then discharged them both, with an admonition 
for their government; but Mr. Finlayson told 
Betty she should never offend again in his house, 
and tlierefore ho paid her the wages due to her, 
and left her and her lover to wander where they 
would. Htrald. 


EPITAPH. 

•'Ain TO BE COPIED FROM A TOME-STONE IN AN IRISH COUNTRY 
CIIURCH-YARD. 

A LITTLE Spirit slumbofE here, 

Wlto to 01 ? heart was ver,y dear; 

Oh ! lie « as more than life or light, 

Its thoughts by day — its dreams by night ! 

The chill winds came — the young flow*r faded, 

And died— the grave its sweetness shaded. 

Fair boy ! thou .should’st have wept for me. 

Nor I have had to mourn o’er thee; 

Yet not long shall this sorrowing be ; 

Those roses I have planted round. 

To deck thy dear and sacred ground, 

When spring gales next those roses wave, 

They’ll blush upon thy mother’s grave. 

Glode and Traveller. 
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MISS FOOTE AND MR. HAYNE. 

. A VERY NEW BALLAD TO A VERY OLD TUNE« 

In the county of Wilts, as is well known to inanv^ 

A gentleman liv’d, not the wisest of any ; 

But because, it should seem, he had just come of 
He resolv’d that he’d chuse out a wife from the Stage. 

Down down, down derry uowii. 

And w'here could he fix on a place that was better ? 

As he wanted a wife, he was sure there to get her; 

Peers and Commoners set him examples enough, 

If he were not too nice about virtue and stuff, 

1 he Platouists argue that virtue alone 
Is beauty, a truth that we few of us own ; 

And the female professors of art histrionic, 

Are the last in the world I should fancy pkiionic. 

However, he fix’d on a beautiful 

At least, so he thought Aer, and was not afraid ; 

But list’ning alone to his bosom’s suggestion. 

He boldly went up, and he popp’d her the fjueslioii. 

But she was too bashful, sweet creature, by far. 

To consent, without asking permission of Fu : 

She sigh’d, she look’d down, and what may seem oddest, 
She persuaded her lover to think she was modest. 

Papa gi*ve consent he should marry his daughter, 

Provided he settled upon her a quarter 
Of all lie was worth; and forestalling disaster 
Lend him enough money to make him Paymaster, 

The writings were drawn, and the money was paid, 

The wedding-ring bought, and the clothes of the maid . 

That her dresses were white we sliiill need no security. 

For white is the emblem of cfuistcnes& and purity ! 

Already the lover believed in his arms 

The maiden possess’d of such virtues and charms : 

But, alas ! every day tliat wc live, but discovers 
Disappointment in ambush to pounce upon lover? 
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* • 

A hint was first given the lady was light : 

Her lover resented, and offered to hgiit. 

To assail such a paragon, void of pretence, 

Mr. Hayne justly thought was a hayne-OMS offence. 

The day was appointed, but, ah ! to bis shame, 

Tho’ the lady was ready, no gentleman came; 

Such treatment was cruel, but wliat could she do \ 

So helpless, so lovely, so innocent too i 

An apology made, a new day was appointed; 

But as Shakspeare says truly, the times were disjointed 
The bride was at church, quite in time, we presume ; 

But where, tell me where, was the fklse*hearted groom ? 

Where could he be gone ? They suppos’d, sure enough, 

He had found his intended was quite up to snuffi 
Twas true:— but a mm$th had elaps’d, as he heard. 

Since his virgin intended lay in of her third. 

Ah ! who does not pity the lady’s hard case ^ 

In court she intends to redeem the disgrace ; 

And at last she might say in commencing her suit, 

Hayne might have expected fake steps of a Foote, 

No wonder that Hayne, in this instance a nob, 

In the Prize Ring should patronize White-headed Bob : 

The difference is small, in a sense rather mystic, 

'Twixt tlie ring matrimonial, and ring pugilistic* 

In both a man gets his poor head into Chancery ; 

A wife knows how to Jlb,pg well as'to glance her eye ; 

And if she plays foul, tbewVan end to his hopes, 

The husband can only reiifMt to the ropes, 

BelCs Life in London, 


COCKLE SAUCE. 

A COUNTRYMAN, OB the trial respecting the 
right of a fishery, waa cross-examined by Sergeant 
Cockel, who amongf other questions asked ^ the 
witness, Dost thou like fish Yes,” says 
the poor fellow, with a look of native simplicity, 
but I dunna like Cockel sauce with itJ* The 
court was in a roar. Chronick, 
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GRUMPY MEG. 

SKETCHES AT BOW^TREET.— No. XX.Xf. 

Margaret Grumpagr, better known about 
“ Common-garden” by the characteristic title, 
“ Grumpy Meg,” was chaigcd with riotous con- 
duct in the public streets, and with having 
knocked down a gentleman unknown. 

Grumpy Meg is a little, dirty, dumpy, orange- 
coloured woman, cased in coarse bagging, and 
lined with gin. A beadle deposed that, at four 
o’clock on Sunday atWmoon, he saw her disput- 
ing with a gentleman at the comer of Bow-street ; 
“ And at last,” quoth the beadle, “ she took up 
her list, and at one blow knocked him clean in 
the kennel !” 

“ Clean in the kennel!"' said Sir Richard— “ I 
should not have supposed that any person in 
such a place cobid be very clean.’' 

“ Why no, your Worship,” replied the beadle 
— “ he was not very clean, for it took him half 
an hour to scrape the dirt off him.” 

“ Then why did you say hfe was clean ?” asked 
his Worship. And master beadle explained his 
.meaning to be, that the gentleman was knocked 
“ clean off the pavement into the kennel ;” which 
was as much as to say, that he was clean when 
be was knocked, but dirty when down ; and this 
point settled, he proceed^' to state, that the 
gentTcmab did not choose to appear against her, 
having, as he alleged, . had quite enough of her. 

But,” said the beadle, " I took her to the 
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watch-house, for fear she should serve somebody 
else the same trick 

His Worship now asked Grumpy Meg what 
she had to say for herself; and Grumpy Meg, 
with a little bit of a bobbing curtsey, replied, 
Raather tossicated, your Worship.'* 

She had nothing more to say, and the Magis- 
trate ordered that she should find sureties for her 
abstaining from such troublesome tossicatiou*' 
in future. 

Bellas Life in London. 


THOUGHT, 

IN A CEKTAIN GALLEItY, WHILST MR. GRAHAM'S BALLOON WAS PASSING 
OVER IT. 

Atoms or systems into ruin hurled, 

And now a bubble burst — and now a world.”— P op i*. 

WiJY with thia Chapel may we not compare 
The Hubble now surmounting us? Alas ! 

Hoili are but (jii\inbers of offensive air — 

Supplied, alike, from mains of royal gas*.'^ 

Hoth too are guiu d by one master-hand, 

Whom valves, and cords, and pullies all obey; 

Their height controuled — in that, by throwing sand — 

In thi% by scattering brighter du-t away. 

Yet is the semblance with this difference fraught, 

Since nothing altogether like\ we find— 

In thatj the wind must raise the Aeronaut- 
In this^ the Aeronaut must “ raise the wind.*' 

* “ The Balloon was filled,” say the Papers, « from the Main ot 
the Imperial Gas Company.” 
t Nullum simile est idem. 


Chronicle* 



CRFSTOVAL DE CASTILLEJO. 

BY MR. BOWRING. 
WOME?^. 

** Sinmu^cres** J 

I low dreary and lone 
The world would appear, 

If VVonian were none ! 

\Vithout their smile. 

Life would be tasteless, vain, and vile; 

A chaos of perplexity, 

A body without a soul'twould be. 

W’hat are we ? What our race ? 

# How good for nothing and how base, 

' Without fair Woman to aid us ? 

What could we do? Where should we go? 
How should we wander in night and woe, 

But for Woman to lead us? 

How could we love, if woman were not? 

Love — the brightest part of our lot ; 

Love — the only charm of Jiving; 

Love — the only gift vvorth givins. 

\^’ho would take charge of your house? — say \\ho 
Kitclieii, and dairy, and money-chest? 

Who but rlie Women, who guard them best — 
(juard and adorn them too? 

All that is good is theirs, is theirs; 

All we give, and all we get ; 

And if a beam of glory yet 
O'er the gloomy earth appears, 

O, ’tis theirs — O, 'tis theirs ! 

They are the guard, the soul, the seal, 

Of human hope and human weal ; 

They— they — none but they ! 

Woman, sweet Woman — let none say Nay ! 
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FAREWELL TO GREECE. 

FOR MUSIC. 

Farewelx. for ever^ classic land 
Of tyrants and of slaves ! 

My homeward path lies far away 
Over the dark blue waves ; 

And where 1 go, no marble lanes 
From myrtle steeps arise. 

Nor shine th there such fervid suns 
From such unclouded skies: 

But yet, the earth of that dear land 
Is holier earth to me. 

Than thine, immortal Marathon I 
Or thine, Thermopylae ! 

For there my father*s ashes rest. 

And living hearts there be — 

Warm living hearts, and loving ones, • 

That still remember me. 

And oh ! the land tiuit welcometh 
To one such bosom shrine; 

Though ail beside wer^ ruined, lost. 

That land would still he mine ; 

Ay, mine — albeit the breath of lifc 
Not there I breathed first — 

Ay, mine — albeit with barenness 
And poksr darkness curst. 

The bird chat wanders all day long. 

At sunset seeks her nest— 

IVe wander'd long— my native home. 

Now take iittie to thy rest. 

Blackwood's Magazine- 
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A QUERULOUS MAN. 

Mr. Tyers (the proprietor of Vauxhall 
Gardens) was a worthy man, butindnlged himself 
a little too much in the querulous strain when any 
thing went amiss ; insomuch, that he said, if he 
had been brought up a hatter, he believed people 
would have been born without heads ! A farmer 
once gave him a humorous reproof for this kind 
of reproach of Heaven : he stepped up to him very 
respectfully, and asked him when he meant to 
open his gardens. Mr. Tyers replied, the next 
Monday fortnight. The man thanked him re- 
peatedly, and was going away ; but Mr. Tyers 
asked him in return, what made him so anxious 
to know. • '* Why, Sir,” said the farmer, “ I think 
of sowing my turnips on that day, for you know 
we shall be sure to have rain.” 

Lmdon Magtaine. 


ERRATUM. 

< Sir Itaac Coffin : I iay. Sir, let us go on, and haw the churches.”— 

Moruo Chron, June 5 . 

Go on, and have the chureheSf 
Why surely, Sir you are but scofBng, 

It is not what you wish to say. 

Church-yards, you mean, Sh Isaac Ceffin / 

* Chronicle, 



HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


Componiiur orhis 

Regis ad t xemplum^ nec sit injlcctere sensus 
Hnmanos edicia valent^ quam vita regentis,^Qi0AUf>iA.vi, 

«' Sir Charles Forbes thought, if they began to reform the House 
above stairs, they would soon be asked to reform the House belowi 
for there were the same complaints made of Members voting who 
had been out getting their dinners, and had not heard one word 
of the debates.”— CewtwitV/cetf on Private Rills, Friday, May 28 . 

If, by ilie King’s example, ail 
The vulgar great, and vulgar small 
Compose their petty passions, 

As (little things compared to great) 

The kitchens, parlours imitate, 

And take from them the fashions. 

’Tis wise; the House, in its repairs, 

Siiould set about the job up stairs, 

And let reform be ample ; 

For as their mimic power we know, 

Keforined above, let’s hope below 
They’U follow the example! 

Then Bellamy’s shall be forgot — 

Ilis claixt cool, his steak so hot'^. 

Produce no more the evil. 

That Members, with their stomachs full, 

No longer rjympatbise with Diillf, 

Rut vole him to the Qevil ! 

* This species of seduction has always obtained— Jurymen must 
dine, and surely men had much better be hanged, than judges eat 
rheir mutton, ^iold. 

f There appears a vast deal more regard and affection for the hull 
up stairs than dmen; but that mischief is doubtless cured in this way— 
T'he Comedy says, ^ 

The County suffers when a Member bleeds,” ^ 

And we suppose it is thought, with equal -truth, 

The Country's nourished when a Member feeds / 


Chronicle* 
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SPORTING EXTRAORDINARY; 

Or, cockney COMICALITIES. 

BY CHARLEY EASTUP. 

Willa^e Kockaig7i€f Ould Vestminster Pit, 
September the Furst^ 


MISTER HEDITOR, 

Hi dare say sum of yuro Tat dee kali urns 
(the chaps vith the Greek name vat yu replies to 
at the hend of yure volum, I meanfX vill he 
sending yu han hackount of there hexploits on 
the furst of September, and be cluing jjijboye 
a bit about the number of poore haniid^ vat 
they 'have sent to their long homes, or stuffed 

* ,Correspoiident8,we presume, our friend Charley means, although 
we do not u^entand his derivauoli.-^£D. 

A a 
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there nngodlys vith; but hi much qneston hit 
haiiy of the kockaigne klub vill split about the 
vay in vich they manage them here things: so 
has hi took han hexkursion myscl on that day, 
hin kompany vith three bother jenteelmen, hive 
got a yung limb of the Law vat kums to my pit, 
to fresh nibb the ould stump vat hi wrote my last 
vith from Brighten, to tip yu a full, true, and 
partikular hackount hof hall the horribell murders 
vee komitted (as Richard Martin, Esq. M. P. 
voud say). 

Furst, then, to deskribe the dram-hat- his- 
pursons, has the hacktors have it, of the peace : 
there vas yure humble sarvant, wery much like 
Robinson Kruso hin hattire, vith my reeal bear’s 
skin vestkoat vat Mister Kross of Hcxeter-changc 
guve me last vinter, hand vun of the Vestminster 
VFolunteers napsacks slung over my right shoul- 
der, vile hon my left hi karried my famouse long 
.lerman barrell’d duck gun, with dubcll tumbler 
lock and gonld tonchole, vat Lord Fife guve me 
ven ho kamc home from the Seegc of Matagorda, 
hin the late Spanish vars. Then there vas ould 
Kaleb Baldwin, rather quecre in the hogles to 
bee sure, but wery furm hon his pins, vith a reeal 
dubell barrel! fusee, Spanish lock, and spick 
.span new toggery — vite kastor, blue bird’s hye 
chat vipe, brown fnstan jacket, red shag vest- 
koat, and purpell plush jevoel kases, vith new 
yellow tan gaiters, kutting sich a swell, that 
heven his hone buffers dident ’knowledge hiai. 
Next there vas my body taler Peter Scraggs, no 
dung hi has.snro yu, but han hout Jian luniter for 
a lark: only his missis feering^4 m'ought git 
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shot, hand leeve hall the kinchins fartherlcss, had 
pop'd his gun hoff hover night to hur hunkclls, 
verc hit vas not likely to make hany wcry dan- 
gerous report, till my frond George Robins the 
fiock-shi-neer, nocks sum flat down with hit 
bang, hat his next yeer*s sale of hunreedeemha- 
hells. Veil, Sjjr, has poor Peter koudent shoot 
vithout a gup^ vcc made him komissary-general, 
and kommissioned him to karry the bag vith 
hall the grub on one side, and a spare pocket 
on tother for the game. Hi hope you dont 
think vee stunipt hit tliroo Vcstininsler to tire 
hour tikes, and stand the gall' of the rum vuns : 
no, no, Sur, vee plaiid hit better; for having 
made hup hour minds to beet the bushes and 
peserves about llislington, thro HoHow-vay, 
hand rite round by Iligate-hill hover Hamstead- 
hecth, back again, vec agreed vith that prince of 
Kostermongers, Blcar-heycd Bill of Bunhill-row, 
to meat hus hin his shay-cart bin the Horse-ferry 
road by fore oclock of the morning, that vee 
might kommence hoperations before the barbers 
klerks of the City and Vestminster subburbihaiis 
turn’d hout of there snoozing krihs. 

Veil, Sur, Bill came to the scratch vith his con- 
wheyhance wery punctal, and after stooing hour 
vith a gohof Deady’sfull proof at a vater- 
ing-house, vee all mounted the junible. Bill and me 
and the ould one in front, as effective men, and 
the komissary shoved hin behind vith his tikes, 
a4,^rime, and ho£F ve vent at a pretty good pace ; 
but just has vee tumd the komer of the Foxhall- 
road, a queer-looking sort of robbing redbreast 
like kind of a ellap sung out, Stop, my hearties !” 

A aS 
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and vith that he rnn hup to, and seized hold of 
the prod's head.—** Hullo, my master (says hi), 
vat hare yu arter ?” — ** Hi must hexhamine yure 
wehicle,” says he. — "You be d — d,” says Bill. — ■ 
" Drive on, yu pump,” says Kaleb, " the covey's 
tushy, dont ye see.” " Duhb his mummer,” says Pe- 
ter, squeaking out from behind.—" Vee are going 
hon a sporting hexknrsion, ould chap,” says hi. 
" Yu have been hon vun, yu meeu,” says he ; 
** raising the dead, my hearties, 1 nose ye hall 
veil henuff — yure resurecktioners,” says he ; “ so 
none of yure gammon, my hearties, it vont do : 
come throw hout the bodies hand vith that he 
kocked his. blunderbush slap at Bill’s nob, vich 
made him look mighty queer — wery pretty shoot- 
ing, thought hi; but howsomdhever he dident 
lire, or lord help poor -Bill’s Sunday ibasfor, for 
he’d sartainly have spoilt his tile. Kaleb having 
jumpd down, soon kame to han heklarishmand 
(hi think they kail it bin French) vith the trap, 
hoo had mistaken bus in the dark for some body- 
snatchers, wery grave subjects, bout whom he’d 
got a hint. Bowled hon from this to the Homs at 
Kennington ail right— took a doctor a peace to 
raise our ^irits after the late fright, and pushed 
on in prime style hover Blackfriars Bridge, dow^ 
Fleet-market; but hinkrossing Smithfield some 
body gunn'd Bill, and gave the hoffice to sum 
drovers, whoo sung hout, "whoo shot the pig!” 
verchuphon Bill jumpd hout hof the jumble, 
hand ould Kaleb arter him, and having kaut vun 
hon em, finished him boff in wery kleen style. 

From this hop the City-rode ** vee marched 
bon without more himpediment,’’'bas Richmond 
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says, till we kame in site hof the Pcekock hat 
tiislington, vere vee pulled hup to have hanother 
sup of the kordial, to keep hout the morning hair. 
Met a north kountry garde here, vat I knowd, and 
ax'd him how burds vere — the chap vas doum upon 
mty hand sade, not much the vurse for the Cock- 
neys shooting, nor voud not be for this yeertokum. 

Here Bill’s boy met hus, and took the jumble 
back hagen to Bunhill-row — started from this on 
shauks’s mare, to stump hit hup to Uigate-— Ka- 
Job’s vooden klogs made sich a dooce hof a klat- 
ter pon the pavement, that bit frigbtend avay 
hall the road game^no picking hup a pretty little 
shot hin hour progress to the sect hof backtion — 
unbuckled the tikes^too wery staunch dogs — 
not quite sure vether setters lior mastifis, but 
mayhap a little of both — a prime young terrier, a 
son of the famos dog Billy, a reeal good vun for 
a rat — and a famos brindled bull buffer, good at 
any thing — stood the gaff from Mister Toley has 
W'e kleared his piAre— he vanted to know hif vce<l 
brought hany salt vith us, to put upon there tales 
—sade has bow he node vere there vas a tine 
kovey of vool burds^ianid round, and saw a 
ilock of sheep koming hup — half a mind to null 
him for his vit, honly bit vould take time. Had 
a shot hat a pigeon has we passed Hislingtoii 
church-yard, and hit a peace out hof the tomb- 
stone — just turning into Hollowvay, the dogs 
made a fine pint : all fore stood staunch ; vent 
kautiously forvard, and let fly has vee heard 
something rise— all three together— ven bout 
kame ban ould voman, and abused hus for shoot- 
ing bur ^ cat— found pussy had been robbing the 
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barrow of a dealer in dogs* meat^ vich hour tikes 
had halso scented^ and stood to. Tipd the ould 
voman a hob to stash her oracle^ and resolved to 
be more prudent in future — had a glorious shot 
thro the railings^ at three game hens, in a feeld 
near the turnpike : vee vingd vun, and legd an- 
other, but all got avay, ven a fellow kame hout, 
hand sed hed jmll hus all up for poachers, hif vee 
, dident tip three bob and a tanner for avindow hot 
bis, vat sum hof hour shot had felonihously hen- 
tered — subskribed the blunt for the broken glaze 
among hus, and toddled hou a little farther, ven 
just by sum new buildings. Bill and ould Kaleb 
let fly bot^^hat vunce hat a charfinch, vich they 
miss’d, but^^hit the brindle bull buffer slap hin his 
hultimatum, and he vent howling kammomiles 
thro the willage, trigbteuhing avay ball the burds. 
A little further hon vee spyd Lawyer Lee’s pre- 
serve, a snug little krib, on the right hand side, 
vere the ould boy keeps a game cock or two ; 
Kaleb kocked his fuzee, sed be new vee shoud 
have sum sport there, hand hit vas all right ; and 
before hi coud stop him, he let fly at the lawyer’s 
stag kock, vich he took for a feasant, and spoiled 
his krowing; honly he dropt hon the wrong side 
of the gate — here’s a pretty gO;, thinks hi ; vee 
shall hall be hiiidited, kaose hit vill kost the 
lawyer nothing; howsomdever, he kontented him- 
self vith kalling hus kockuey kadgers from his 
bed-room vindow, and swearing hed take sum- 
mer wengeance, and put a bullet into bus hif vee 
. kame there agen« Hi forgot to mention, that a 
jentleman vot lives at a brick-house below on the 
left, vas hup looking arter his pigs, to prevent 
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^hackcidents, kijowing vat a dangerous duyjiit vas, 
hand ax’d to sec hour licenses— a very pretty 
sitiation vere bin now thought hi ; but ouIdKaleb 
gammoned him wery veil, has he happened to bee 
^ a sporting karackter. From this to Higatc vee 
had no sport vurth mentioning, only vun or too 
blank shots; but just before breakfast vun hof the 
tikes gave tongue hat sumthing hon the top hof a 
thatch’d kottage, that look’d just like a feasant’s 
head ; so bang I let fly, and down kame a man on ^ 
tother side, ladder and hall, vat vas thatching the 
roof ; ho wsomdever hi had honly pepperd his kastor 
vith a few small shot, and a quart of heavy tvet 
soon made hall right agon. Arter breakfast vec 
took down the lane to Hamstead, a dreadful 
hackeideut happened to poor Peter Sefaggs : vile 
valkiiig close behind ould Kaleb, hoo vas trailing 
harms and band, has hill luck voud have hit, 
Peter turned round to pick hup sumet, ven Kaleb’s 
peace vent hoff quite hunhexpccktedly, and de- 
posited the hole kontents of three bacca pipes of 
shot into poor Peter’s huUbnatum, leaving his 
hinexpressibells has full hof holes has a kullcndcr, 
and making the poor snyder dance about like a 
vild lliiidian. This kalamity to hour komissary 
quite made a breech hm hour harmless hamuse- 
ments ; so placing the guns across, vee made a 
litter, and klapping poor Peter on them rong side 
upvards,\ee karried him to the public-house at 
the bottom of the lane, vere vee hobtained a 
donkey kart, hand dispatched him home ; hand hi 
ham sorry to say be has been upon the sick box 
hof his klub hever since; hand hi much question 
hif the poor fellow vill hever be abell to sit down 
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kumfortable agcn has long has he lives. This 
hevent hover, Kaleb and myself determined to 
make the best hof hour vay to town, and buy a 
brace of burds a peace hat the Coach and Horses 
in St. Martin’s Lane, hof sum hof the Golden Crosd 
porters, to prevent hour being laffd hat, vich vee 
had just hackkomplished, hand was marching 
home quite snug, ven a messenger harived from 
Hamstead, to require hour personal attendance to 
bale our frend the costermonger ; hoo, having re- 
fused to return vith hus, had got hinto sum scrape, 
and vas put hinto the kage for poaching ; hi need 
not tell you, Sur, vee vent and released the burd, 
and vunce more reached hour hone homes pretty 
veil nocked hup after vat, hi think, yu and yure 
reedcrs vill hadmit vas a pretty hard day’s sport. 

Yure ould Frend, 

CHARLEY KASTUP. 

, Jnnals of Sporting. 

GERMAN EPIGRAMS. 

Who noble is, may hold in scorn 
The man who is but nobly born*^ 

If one have served thee, tell the deed to many. 

Hast thou served many? Tell it not to any. 

Here lies old father Gripe, who never cried “ Jam satis 
^fwould wake him, did he know you read his tombstone gratis. 

Appearance may deceive thee— understand 
A pure white glove may hide a filthy hand. 

London Ma^azinc^ 
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TO LORD ELDON, 

ON THE REPAIR OP MIS HOUSE IN HAMILTON-PLACE. 

My Lord, it seems extremely strange 
That you should now your nature change ; 

It scarce can be reality : 

No time could sure be chosen worse, 

When Liberals are call’d ‘^Europe’s curse,” 

To open wide your Lordship’s purse, 

And shew your liberaliti/. 

What will the great Alliance say. 

To find you thus have fall’n away 
From what they always stand on ? 

Degraded Europe” still may hope 
Beyond the guillotine and rope ; 

Perhaps you’ll even like the Pope, 

If them you thus abandon ! 

Your foes, the Irish Catholics, 

May think you mean at seveuty-six 
Your enmity to smother: 

And making them at last amends, 

Before your long existence ends, 

You and George C — nii— g may be friends, 

Not smile, yet hate each other. 

And shall I hear you in debate 
Recant your cant of church and state, 

While tears excite no laughter? 

For once your sorrow may be true ; 

Sincere at last in what you do, 

If not the better here for you, 

' Twill be far best hereafter. 

• 

No, no, my Lord, it cannot be; 

And these repairs, 'tis plain to see, 

At most are lath and plaster; 

A little “ darling outside shew,*^ 

Convenient zebite washing, or so, 

As if to let the people know. 

How like the horse and master ! 

A a 6 


Chronidr. 
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MR. MARTIN AND THE LIGHTERMAN. 
SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.^No. XXXII. 


James Harris appeared upon summon.'?, lo 
sliow cause why he should not be Rncd, under 
Mr. Martin’s Act, for cruelty to a horse. 

The information was laid by Mr. IVIartin him- 
self, and he deposed, that on a certain day 
named, he saw, with his own eyes, this James 
Harris wantonly and cruelly flogging a horse, 
which horse was drawing a tire-engine (returning 
from a fire); and though the horse wanted no 
flogging at all, he struck it repeatedly over the 
neck, to make it come to him, as he said,” 
added the Hon. Member ; but, if I know any 
thing of the temper of a horse, flogging is the 
exact way to make it go from him.” 

James Harris, the defendant, is servant to a 
respectable ilghtcrman on Ilungcrford wharf; 
and when James Harris had defended himself 
from the charge, by declaring that he had only 
laid the whip over the horse’s neck once, and 
that with a view to bring him round the corner 
of a' street, his master, the lighterman, took up 
the cudgels for him, and said the chfirge was a 
most vexatious one. The man had been in his 
service nineteen years, during which time he had 
never had the slightest reason to complain of his 
want of humanity ; and as to the horse in ques- 
tion, It was quite unmanageable without the 
w^hip. 
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“ Aye, I know ym,” said Mr. Martin, inter- 
rupting him ; you appeared as a witness against 
a horse once before.” 

“ I did,” replied the lighterman, “ and this 
* very horse too; and. if I was sure he would ever 
meet with you again, I’d sell him to-morro>v 
morning, sooner than be dragged out of my busi- 
ness in this way.” 

Why, my good follow,” said Mr. Martin, 
“ your own wife, when I called upon her, told 
me this man of your’s was the most ill-tempered 
fellow in all London !” 

“ She did not, Mr. Martin,” replied the lighter- 
man ; “ she told you the horse was ill-tempered, 
and you have changed it to the man, to answer 
your own purpose, Mr. Martin.” 

“ No, no,” said Mr. Martin, “ it was the man.” 

” It was the horse,” said the lighterman. 

“ It was the man,” said Mr. Martin — “I tell 
you she said the man was the most ill-tempered 
scoundrel in existence; — and so he is — I sec it 
in his countenance!” 

“ Now, your Worship, I’ll be judged by you,” 
said tlie angry lighterman; ‘‘ here is Mr. Martin, 
and here is my man, (pointing to each of them in 
turn), and let any body look at their fizz-konno~ 
mies, and tell me which is the best-humoured of 
the two ?” 

Sir Richard Bimie said this was too delicate a 
question for hipi to decide ; and as Mr. Martin 
persisted in his statement, that the defendant 
had wantonly and cruelly beaten the horse, he 
had no alternative but indicting the penalty. 

Defendant was accordingly fined 10s. and costs. 
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ON THE POYAIS ENQUIRY. 


which the lighterman paid, and then left the 
office very sulkily. 

MR. MARTIN FINED ! 

Pending the above business, Mr. Munden en* • 
tered the office, to while an odd half hour, and 
Sir Richard introduced Mr. Martin to him. Mr. 
Martin bowed, and so did Mr. Munden ; both of 
them looking as solemn and respectful as though 
each thought the other some awful unknown. 

Don’t you know this gentleman?’’ said Sir 
Richard to Mr. Martin — He is Mr. Munden.”— 
‘^ByG — d! and so it is!” exclaimed the Hon. 
Senator — I thought I had seen his face some- 
where !” — Hush, Mr. Martin,” said Sir Richard, 
swearing is fineable.” — By 6 — d ! and so it 
is!” rejoined Mr. Martin, ^'and I’ll pay the fine 
too.” And so saying, he threw down two half 
crowns, which Sir Richard instantly dropped 
into the office charity-box, to the great amuse- 
ment of all present, and the admiration of Mr. 
Munden. BclVs Life in London* 


ON THE POYAIS ENQUIRY. 

Duke Ricuardson is filled wu.h woe, 

And so no doubt is Colonel Lowe, 

And other grim cunnudgeons; 

At least they think it very odd, 

To he condemned by General Codd^ 

Tor catching a few gudgtons* 

Post. 
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"IN CCELO QUIES.” 

He was determined to follow the example of the Vice Chancellor‘s, 
^ for the ^hort time he was likely to be Aeard,'*>^Court of Chaneervl 
May 27 . ^ 

VVnEN Eldon^ pleasant in iiis way, 

1 alks of the time he has to slay, 

We’re very apt to smile ; 

But there we run o’er head and hand. 

Because we do not understand 
Ilis Lordship’s legal style. 

By this, he means, no doubt you'll see, 

(For here no doubt has even he) 

His years will rest require, 

That is, the rest, the French call mort, 

And when he’s dead, and not before, 

Tis thought he may retire / 

♦ We always imitate those we lovej and it would be grievous to 
think, that just as his Lordship is about to be more expeditious, he 
should abdicate ; but he is not the man to listen to wliispers: 

£st mihi purgatam crebro qui persouet aurem ; 

Solve senescentem mature sanus ejuum, ne 
Peccet ad extremum ridendus, ct ilia ducat. 

EpisT.i. 1. 

ChromeU, 


HANDEL AND THE SERPENT. 

Th£ first time the masical instrument called 
the serpent was used in a concert where Handel 
presided, he was so much surprised with the 
coarseness of its tones, that he called out hastily, 
“ Vat de divil is dat?” On being informed it was 
the serpent, he replied, “It never can be de ser- 
pent vat seduced Eve.” Original. 
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DEAD AND ALIVE. 

*' — I ■■■'■■■■■ fxn^n v§i9 ctv 

Tt^fAOb TH /9*« vi^cun»^Soph. (Edip. Tyr. 

No man is good or blest till dead 
And as in Sophocles *tis read, 

The matter nothing new is: — 

Then, Hards lay on like any thing. 

Especially if *tis a King, 

And thus it fares with Louis. 

This Chateaubriand, might and main, 

Bespatters liim in such a strain 
As honesty cries Jic on : 

Till checked by places that survive, 
lie feels (hut any Ass alive. 

Is better than dead Lion. 

But he is right — for when on earth, 

Tho’ none could ever see his worth, 

Yet he was good — for dying : 

And Clmilts is good — for him who prays 
That he, by daubing him with praise, 

May got his wants — by lying! ChronUU, 


OERMAN PUN. 

The Nuremberg Gazette contains the follow- 
iug anecdote : — A person presented himself at the 
house of the Professor Neumann. — ^Wbat is your 
name? said the latter to his visitor. — Kheg, 
(War.)--What age are you ?--Thirty. — I have 
then the honour to have in my house the War of 
Thirty Years, Nem of Literature tf Fashion. 
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HOT SUPPER and cool LODGING, 
SKETCHES AT BOW-STREET.— No. XXXIII. 

f 

Among the disorderlies scraped together, 
was one Mr. John Sniggles— a tall and well- 
dressed, but sadly bemudded elderly. 

This Mr. John Sniggles had been found by a 
watchman in Long-acre, at one o’clock in the 
morning, stretched out fast asleep upon the cold 
wet pavement; and the watchman being of opi- 
nion that it must be a remarkably uncomfortable 
lodging for a tall elderly gentleman, very chari- 
tably endeavoured to rouse him up. But Mr. 
John Sniggles was too much of the temperament 
of Christophero Sly, to take this kindly. Come, 
get up. Sir,” said the watchman, and don’t lie 
sleeping here, in the open air, like a rogue and 
wagabone.” — You lie, you rascal ! — the Snig- 
gles are no wagabones,” muttered Mr. John 
Sniggles— go hang yourself, and let me alone.” 
— Poor gentleman ejaculated the watchman 
— he’s sadly overtaken in liquor; and if iuj lay^ 
here much longer, he’ll catch tlie roomytiz.” So 
saying, he took Mr. John Sniggles under the 
arms, and, with much ado, set him up an end. 
** Take thatT said Mr. John Sniggles, giving the 
watchman a point-blank poke in his beer c/epo^— 
take that! and I’ll tell you what, you rascal, 
if you meddle w'ith me again. I’ll be hanged il I 
don’t knock your brains out!” And then Mr. 
John Sniggles deliberately laid himself down 
upon the pavement again, and tried to go to 
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sleep; but the watchman, having no notion of 
being poked in that manner, instantly called his 
brethren of the watch together, and they carried 
Mr. John Sniggles, riggling and kicking, to the 
watch-house. 

The Magistrate asked Mr. John Sniggles what 
he had to say in his defence. 

“ Sir,” said Mr. John Sniggles, “ I had been 
taking a copious hot supper with a friend— and a 
—I suppose I — ” 

That is,” said his Worship, you suppose 
you adopted that cool lodging, in the hope of 
counteracting the heat of your supper. But why 
did you strike the watchman ?” 

“Why, Sir, I— I— a—” replied Mr. John Snig- 
gles — “ I — that is— I suppose — the watchman— 
if it was a watchman— was— a— very officious, as 
they generally are, indeed.” 

“ Oh yes!” said his Worship, “ they are very 
officious— very officious indeed— especially to 
gentlemen who are given to sleeping on the pave- 
ment ; but as it happens to be their duty to be 
officious in such cases, they must not be beaten 
for it; and therefore you will put in bail for your 
appearance, to answer the assault at the next 
Sessions.” 

Mr. John Sniggles was thoa walked away by 
the gaoler ; but we believe he was afterwards let 
go, without bail, upon the intercession of the 
watchman himself ; who no douht had some sub* 
stantial reason for not pressing the matter further. 

Heralds 
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CHARLES ir. AND MILTON. 

Charles II. and his brother James went 
. to s6e Milton, to reproach him, and finished a 
profusion of insults with saying, “ You old vil- 
lain, your blindness is the visitation of Provi- 
dence for your sins.” “ If Providence,” replied 
the venerable bard, has punished any sins with 
blindness, what must have been the crimes of 
your father, which it punished with death!” 

Literary C/tronick, 


WOMAN’S LOVE. 

Alas! the love of Woman, it is known 
To be a lovely and a fearful 
For all of theirs upon that die is tiirown ; 

And if ’tis lost^ life hath no more to bring 
To them, but mockeries of the pa-st alone ; 

And their revenge is as the tiger’s spring — 

Deadly, and quick, and crushing. Yet as reu^ 

Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel. 

Lord Byron, 
Heraid, 


QUIN AND TOE BATH MILLINER. 

It is told, that a milliner of Bath, carica- 
turing sensibility, was detaining Quin, while 
buying a pair of gloves, with expressions ot her 
ardent desire to see him make love.” Quin, who 
seems to have been the Dr. J ohnson of the stage, 
if we may judge from the character of his replies, 
answered, * Madam, I never make love ; I always 

buy it ready made' Olobe and TrarelUr. 



EULOGIUM ON HAYDN. 


In Haydn’s Adagio Movements there is a 
prolusion of the “ milk of human kindness ” 
happily mixed with the most fascinating ele- 
gance and genuine dignity. The tranquillity of 
this great composer’s mind is eminently conspi- 
cuous, even in the most exalted flights of his 
fancy ; and his native touches of simplicity, in- 
spire us with as much veneration as the masterly 
clTusions of his expansive imagination. 

S. T. Esq. 

Original. 


M.VJESTY OF THE PEOPLE. 

I r is related of the famous wit, George Sel- 
wyn, that walking one May-day through the 
streets of London, and observing the chimney- 
sweepers bedizened it all their sooty finery, he 
observed to a friend, that “ heiiad often heard 
talk of the maje'^ty of the people, and supposed 
these were some of the young princes.” 

Chronicle, 


EPITAPH, 

Written Sir William CurtiSy on the Fruit of the Lores of 
Ex-^Shcriff Parkins and Hannah White; lohich, to the great 
joy if its amiable Father^ died a few dai/s ago. 

Here lies the Child of Hannah White, 

And eke of Shcritl' Parkins — 

Begot one charming summers night. 

When Ex was on his larkiiigs/' 

Literary Chronicle, 
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MU. FOX S ESTIMATE OF FRENCH CHARACTER. 

Ijy one of the latest days of Fox, the cou- 
• versation turned on the comparative wisdom of 
the French and English character. ^'The French- 
man,*’ it was observed, delights hiinS'elf with 
the present ; the Englishman makes himself anxi- 
ous about the future. Is not the Frenchman the 
wiser?'' “ He may be the merrier y" said Fox: 
** but did you ever hear of a savage who <Jid not 
buy a mirror in preference to a telescope?" 

Chronic Ir. 


THE BARBER. 

Lord Erskink having been disappointed, 
when a student at Cambridge, of the attendance 
of the college barber, was compelled to forego 
his commons a^jUall. In revenge, he determined 
to give his hair-dresser a dressing — so he sal 
down and began a parody on “ Gray's Bard — 

Ruin seize tiiee, ruthless Coe, 

Contusion on thy frizzing wait ! 

IJadst thou the only comb below, 

Thou never more shouhlst touch iny pate ! 

“ Club, nor queue, nortwistetl tail, 

Nor e’en thy clialt’ring, barber, shall avail 

To save thy horsewhippM hack from daily fears, 

From Cantab’s curse, fiom Cantab’s tears.’' 

E'fontifur, 
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A BRIEF CHRONOLOGY 

OF 

REMARKABLE EVENTS FOR THE YEAR 1824. 


JAN. 6. — Thurtell, Hunt, and Probert, tried at Hertford for the 
murder pf Weare; tlie trial lasted two days, when Tluirteil and 
Hunt were convicted, and Probert admitted an evidence for the 
Crown. Thurtell was executed on the PViday following, and 
Hunt's sentence was commuted to transportation for life. 

12. James Such, a student of Trinity College, Cambridge, was 
convicted of a gross fraud upon various booksellers there, and 
sentenced to two years* imprisonment. 

14. Lord Cochrane created Marquis of Maranham, besides 
several other titles of nobility, by the Emperor of the Brazils, 
An Association formed in London for working the (principal mines 
of Mexico. 

14. New Literary Society established in Edinburgh, of the nature 
of the Roxburgh Club, for the republication of scarce and curious 
tracts. 

15. Mr. John Hunt of the Examiner tried in the Court of 
King's Bench, and found guilty of publishing a Libel on his late 
Majesty George the Third, in a work called the “ Liberal,” on 
the prosecution of the mUrcalkd — Cbnstitutioiial Association. 

SO. The King of Spain, by Edict, abolishes ifse Political Con- 
stitution of the Indies, and places affairs exactly us they were in 
1820. 

FEB. 8.— Parliament opened by Commission — the speech, a 
flattering picture of the increasing prosperity of t)\e nation— 
Consuls appointed. io the free Provinces of America; declaration 
of a strict neutrality on the part of England in the war between 
France, the Allies, and Spain. No amendment was moved in 
either House. 

The Government of the Netherlands contract for tfie 
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erection of a mortument, on the plains of Waterloo, to com- 
memorate the victory obtained there by Great Britain and \m 
Allies over Napoleon ; the cost estimated at 1^,000/. sterling. 

Feb. 12. Advices received from Zante, of Lord Byron, Col. 
Leicester Stanhope, and several other literary and military cha- 
racters rendering essential service to the Greeks. 

21. Notification in the Gazette, of hostilities having commenced 
against the Regency of Algiers, for refusing reparation for an 
insult ofiered to the flag of the British Consul. 

21. The Bey of Tunis compelled to give up the Greek captives 
forcibly taken from a British vessel. 

21. The Emperor of the Brazils gives a new and liberal con- 
stitution to the Brazilian States. 

23. The Clinricellor of the Exchequer brouglit fouvard liis 
financial arrangement for this and two succeeding years; when, 
after proposing various new grants for repairs at Windsor Castle, 
the building of new churches, and establishment of a national 
gallery of paintings, and purchase of the Angeistein pictures for 
67,000/. all of which were agreed to, he declared the intention of 
government to remit a million of taxes annually! should the 
peace continue. At the same time it was agreed to liquidate 
the 4 per cent, then standing at 75 millions, by commuting tlieiu 
annually, until the whole should be paid oft. 

24. Mr. Williams brought forward his motion for a Committee 
to inquire into the forms and practices of the Court of Cliancery, 
when Mr. Peel suggested the issuing of a Coininis&ioii, which was 
agreed to. 

26. Mr. Abercromby moved for leave to bring in a Bill for the 
more effectual representation of the City of Edinburgh in Parlia- 
ment, which was rejected by a majority of 92 to 75. 

MARCH 6.— Advices received of a great mortality prevailing 
at Rome, in consequence of the intense cold. 

6. Interesting information receiveil of the success of the Greek 
cause ; Col. Liecester Stanhope succeeds in estahlishiug a corps 
of artillery; Lord Byron the soul of the Greek cause; remon- 
strance of the Porte in conscque»c<f of the interference of his 
Lordship and other illustrious Englishmen, to our Ambassador 
Lord Strangford. 

6. Sir Harry Neal maintain.5 a strict blockade oft' Algieis. 
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March 6. Serious disturbances continue in Limerick^ Cork, 
and Kilkenny; numerous arrests take place under the Insur- 
rection Act. 

6. A general survey of Ireland finally determined upon by the 
government, and Major Colley, with twenty cadets, sent from ^ 
Woolwich for that purpose. 

10. The King was pleased to decide that one uniform system 
of field exercise and inovement shall be established tlirougliout 
tlie army; and all general officers, colonels, and commanding 
officers of corps, arc held responsible for the due and accurate 
performance of every part of the regulations approved by his 
Majesty, in order that no deviation may creep into practice. 

12. A paper printed by order of the House of Commons, pre- 
senting an abstract of the net public income and expenditure of 
the United Kingdom for the last year; by which it appears that 
the income paid to the Exchequer in the year ending Jan. 6, 1824, 
was 57,672,999/* 8/f. 4\d. the expenditure 50,962,014/. 17s. illd, 
leaving a surplus of 6,710,984/. 10s. 5id» 

15. The first pile of the new London Bridge was sunk this 
morning, amidst the cheers of a great number of persons, who 
had collected on both sides of che^irater, and on the west side of 
London Bridge, to witness the commencement of this undertaking. 

16. The great question of the condition of the West Indian 
slaves came under discussion. The speech of Mr. Canning was 
full, clear, and caiulid, and of the mildest and most conciliating 
temper. That the communications' made in it partook of the 
satisfactory character, will be seen by tlie following abstract of 
the Order in Coun< by which a milder treatment of the Negro 
was enjoined to persons in authority : 1, The use of the whip, 
so indecent and so shocking, is to be utterly abolished in regard 
to female slaves. — 2. The whip is no longer borne by the driver 
in the field; to be no longer employed as a summary punishment 
of the male negroes; to be wholly laid aside as a stimulus to 
labour, and resorted to only as a chastisement for misbehaviour, 
deliberately proved and recorded. — 3, Ample provision is to be 
made for the religious instruction of the Negroes, by the appoint- 
ment of tw'o Bishops, with regular clergy under them.— 4. Mar- 
riage is to be encouraged, families never to be separated, and 
the property of the slave is to be protected by positii'e law.— 

5, Banks are to be established, in which the slave may deposit 
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his earnings ; the money so placed to be sacred, in nil cases)^ 
from the master’s grasp. — 6. The testimony of slaves, under cer^ 

^ tain limitations depending on personal character, is to be re- 
ceived in all civil cases, except when the master’s immediate 
(interests are concerned, and in all criminal cases, except when 
the life of a white person is involved.— 7. The slave who has 
acquired a certain sum of money is to have the power ot pur» 
chasing his own manumission, or that of his wife or child ; and 
tlms the father may become, as it is fit he should, the instnmicni 
of liberty to his olfspring. In the first instance, the experiment 
.IS to be tried in the conquered colonics alone ; niid it is lioped 
that the old Knglish colonics, with the advantage of their 
Legislative Assemblies, will not fail to follow so excellent an 
\ example. — Mr. Canning obtained leave to bring in n bill making 
(he slavc'-trade piracy. 

March 1«. A fire broke out in the extensive wharfs and 
warehoii'ses of Mcs»rs. Pickford and Co., on the banks ol the 
Citv-road iJasin, which prosed dreadfully dastructivo, 

24. Dreadful fire at Woolwich, and twelve houses, besiib ^ 
other property, completely destroyed. 

30. Lord Gilford appointed Master of the Rolls. 

APRIL O.-Lieut. Goldsmith, of his Majesty’s cutter Nimble, 
^ith fourteen of his men, succeeded in throwing down the ccle- 
hriited Logging (rocking) Stone, one hundred tons weight, wliich 
‘jlood on tlie suinmit of a mass ot rocks at the Land s Kud, 
C’oi'iiwall; by which wanton frdlic two poor families, who acted 
as guides to visitors, have b^en deprived of subsistence. In 
consequc icc of a representation to tlie proper quarter, tht 
Lieutenant has since been engaged in an attempt to replace it in 
Us former sitiiulioii. 

8 By the Statistical Return for the year 1823, it appeai-s that 
m the metropolis crime has bc>ei. nearly stolionnry Ibr Bie last 
wioht years; the number of persons committed for trial in Lon- 
don and Middlesex, during the year 1817, being 2f>3G, and m 
18'>3 2503; in 1820, the number was 2773; but in the follow- 
ing vkr it had fellen to 0480. It appeai-s by the returns, that 
ii^tiie ve.ar 1817, 13,932 persons were committed for trial in 
England and Wale,, and in 1819, 14,254; but the number ... 
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1833 is only 13,363, being a diminution of more than fourteen 
per cent, on the aggregate of crime. 

April 15 * The House of Commons adjourn to the 3d of May, ^ 
on the motion of Mr. Secretary Canning. 

38. Preparations commence for the new buildings at King’i 
College, Cambridge, which is intended to rival the most superb 
Gothic edifices of Europe. 

MAY 5.— A tesselated pavement discovered at Oakley Park, 
in the county of Gloucester, and various other vestiges of Roman 
antiquities. The entire skeleton of a large mammoth (i.e. a 
fossil elephant) dug up at Ilford, in the county of Essex, near 
Bow. 

6. The King of Spain issued a declaration, that lie never 
would consent to the independence of his former colonies, but 
that he would appeal to a Congress of European Sovereigns. 

6. An important treaty concluded between Great Britain and 
the Netherlands, in relation to their respective possessions in the 
Indian Seas, was signed in March last, by which we resign cer« 
tain islands and settlements to the Netherlands. 

20. Ilis Majesty held his drawing-room at St. JamesVpalace* 
being the first since the repairs, and for ten years past there. 

It was most numerously attended. 

20. Intelligence received of the defeat of the British force at 
Cape Coast-castle by the Ashantccs, and the capture and 
murder of the governor of Sierra Leone (Sir Charles M‘Cartby): 
out of fourteen officers who were present, only one (Lieutenant 
Erskine) escapc'd to tell the tale of woe. The Ashaiitees were 
15,000 strong, and the British not one third of the number. 

21. The bill repealing the Spitalfields Acts, carried in the 
House of Lords by a majority of 61 to 55. 

25. Mr. Harris, and a young lady of the name of Stocks, 
thrown out of a balloon, and the former killed. 

JUNE 1.— A tunnel under tlie Thames commenced on the 
Surrey side, near Swan-lane, Rotherbithe, and to come out on 
the Middlesex near King Ed ward-street, Wapping. 

10. A great explosion at the rocket foctory of Sir William 
Congreve at West Ham, Essex, by which several persons lost 
tlieir lives. 
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June 10. At the Old Bailey sessions, eight shopmen of Carlile 
Vi ere tiied and convicted of selling offensive, publications, and 
bcniciiced to different terms of imprisonment. 

^ 16. A Bill passed both Houses, for restoring to the Heirs Male 

certain of the Attainted Scotch titles. 

^ 18. Lord Holland brought in a Bill to the House of Lords, 
which eventually passed both Houses, to enable the Duke of 
Norfolk, as Ilercdiiary Earl Marshal of England, to execute the 
olfice without taking the oath of supremacy. 

25. Ihc Houses of Parliament prorogued by the King in 
person. 

JULY 1.— By an Order in Council, two new classes of Petty 
Officers are to be established on board Ills Majesty's ships, to be 
called Masters’ AssisUints, and Volunteers of the Second Class, 
to rank after Midshipmen, and to be entitled to a monthly pay 
of 3/. 11s, the former, and the latter 1/. 12s. 

1*1. The metropolis visited bjr one of tlie most severe storms 
of tliunder and lightning ever witnessed. 

20. Death of the King and Queen of the Sandwich Islands, 
who had come on a visit to this country : they were attacked by 
measles, and inflammation on the lungs, and died within a few 
days of each otlier; their bodies were afterwards embahned, and 
conveyed on board the Blonde frigate, Captain Lord Byron, to 
OwyJiee. 

AUGUST. — Accounts received of a new war in India witli 
the Burmese. 

Account of the loss of the ship Fame, with the vaiuaUe pa- 
pers of Sir Stamford Ilaffles on board, relative to Bencoolen and 
the surrounding states. 

10. An Irish priest named Carrol, tried at Wexford for mur- 
dering an infant, and proved insane. 

10. Hydrophobia dreadfully prevalent in England, and seve- 
lal persons bitten and affected 

10. A ncN * Society of Christians established at Manchester, 
who profess to abstain entirely from animal food. 

SEPT. 16.— Louis the Eighteenth, King of France, departe.i 
fins life; succeeded by his brother, now Charles the Tenth. 

16. Arrival of a Mexican Gazette, wdth the account of Itur- 
hidt^s landing, arrest, and execution, for attempting to disturb 
the tranquillity of tlse Mexican States. 

29. Mr. Sadler, the Aeronaut, killed by falling from his bal- 
loon, in a descent near Blackburn. 

OCT. 13.— A terrific accident, by the falling in of a cotton 
'uctory at Manchester, and upwards of twenty persons killed. 

Bb 
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JAN. 12.-^oseph Marryatt, Esq. M. P. aged 67. ^ 

164 Edward Grainger, Esq. aged 27 , Lecturer on Anatomy. 

17. William Osgoode, Esq. Chief Justice of Canada. 

17. At Florence, the celebrated John King ; better Jviiown 
Jew King, the money-lender. 

20. Mrs. Thicknesse, authoress of the School of Fashion, and 
other works. 

28. Cberalier Langles, the celebrated Orientalist. 

FEB. 9.— Mr. George Sinico, Bookseller, of Air-street, Pic- 
cadilly. 

8. John Fane, Esq. aged 75, M. P. for Oxfordshire ; a de- 
scendant) by his mother's side, from N ieholas Rowe, the cele- 
brated Poet Laureate. 

19. Sir John Orde, Bart. Admiral of the Red, aged 75. 

At Cullon, ill tlie county of Louth, on the ^tb ult. in her 
87th year, Margaret Viscountess Ferrard, Baroness of Oriel. 
Her Ladyship was a Peeress in her own right, and is succeeded 
in her titles by her only son, the Right lion. Thomas li. Skef- 
hngton, now Lord Ferrard. 

On the 15th ult. at Brompton, Kent, 1'liomas Vivian, Esq. 
aged 77 yearn, 55 of which he was a purser in the Royal Navy, 
being ^)e oldest oiiicer of that rank. 

On me 23d ult. at Oxted, Lieut.-Col. Francis William Beilis. 

On the 25th ult. Steplien Smith Ward, Esq. of Pkiistoiv, 
Essex, in his 73d year. 

On tlie 26ih ult. in Percy-street, James Harvey, M. D. 

At Bromley, Charlotte, daughter of the late Henry Holland, 
Esq. of Sioane-place. 

On the 27 th ult. at the Surrey Dispensary, Soutl^^, aged 
28, Mr. Benjamin tiu^ett, late Apothecary to the institution. 

In Hill-street, BeeKey-equare, Jane Kehieys Tynte, widow 
of the late John Kemeys Tynte, Esq. and mother of the Member 
for Bridgwater, in the 86th year of her age. 

On the 27th ult." at Chiswick, die Rev. Dr. Home, in die 86tli 
year of hfs age. 

On the 23d ult. at Boulogne, in his 80th year, Sir Brooke 
Boothby, Bart. F.L.S. of Ashbourn-ball, Derby. He is suc- 
ceeded by his only brotlier, William Boothby, Esq. of Edwiii- 
ston^ Nottingham. 

On the 15th ulL at Glyndbourne, Sussex, in the 95th year of 
his age, the Rev. Francis Tottd, M. A. one of the Prebendaries 
of Petetboroogh. 

At Castle Howard, Yorkshire, in the 71st year of her age. 
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the Ri^ht Hon. Margaret Caroline, Coantest of Carlisle. Her 
Ladyship was the second daughter of Granville Leveson Gower, 
first Marquis of Stafford, and sister of the present Marquis. 

» At Clonmel, Sir Richard Junes. Out or 33 children, tlie fruit 
of his only marriage, he Ims lefb 15, and his lady, to moarii his 
4oss. 

At Kensington, in the 64th year of her age, Mrs. Buckland, 
relict of the late T. Buckland, Esq. formerly of l^rFs-court, Ken- 
sington. 

On the 1st iiist. in the 94th year of his age, James Chapman, 
Esq. of St. PauKs, Cray-hill, in the county of Kent. 

In his 84th year, John Hicks, Esq. of Upper Charlotte*street, 
Fitzroy-square. 

On the 3 1st iilt. Mr. George Fordyce Movor, of Finsbury* 
square, aged 34. 

On the i5th ult. at Monlough, county of Down, Mr. William 
Gihsort, farmer, aged 104 years. His brother died a few years 
ago, aged 99; and a sister, not long since, at the still more ad- 
vanced age of 105. 

i Lately, Sarah Westerman, of Brooks«bank, Wakefield, in Jier 
102d year. 

At her residence in the King’s Palace, St. James% the Coun- 
tess of Harrington. 

Sir John Simeon, one of the Musters of the Court of Chan- 
cery. 

At Low Greaves, near Ulverstoii, bitely, Mr. Wm. Sharpe, 
<igcd 46. His death was singularly sudden ; being in the act of 
holding a pig by a cord, for the butcher’s stroke, which was no 
sooner inflicted, than he fell down dead, exactly at the same 
time with the pig ! 

Aged 73, at Woolwich, the once beautiful and admired 
actress, Mrs. Hartley. She was a contemporary with Garrirk, 
and, we believe, the only one that remained, excepting Mr. 
Quick and Mrs. Mattocks. 

At his another’s house, in Birmingham, Mr. George Mills, me- 
dallist, aged 29. His genius in his profession, will be acknow- 
ledged by all admirers of the art who have seen the medah ex(> 
cuted by him of the late Mr. President West, Mr. Watt, Admi- 
ral Duckworth, and other eminent men. Mr. West pronounced 
him to be, in his opinion, the first medallist in England. 

On the 30th ult. in a fit of apoplexy, David Samuda, Esq. of 
South-street, in the 58th year of his 

At Malta, on the 17th ult. Sir Thomas Maitland, by apo- 
plexy. Sir Thomas was a G, C. B. and G. C. He was Colonel 
of the 10th Regiment of Foot, Governor of Malta, Commander 
of the Forces m the Mediterranean, and Lord Comrois* 
sioner of the Ionian Islands. He was the brother of the Earl of 
Lauderdale. 
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On the 7 111 inst. at Hampstead, in his 89th year, Jolm Watts, 
Esq. who was for many years Deputy Comptroller of the Post 
Office. 

On the 1st inst. at Cheltenham, aged 78, llie Ilev. Sir Henry 
Bate Dudley, Bart. 

On the SOth uit. at Rochfort, at an advanced age, Gustav us 
Hume Rochfort, Esq. M. P. for the county of Westmeath. 

Lately, at Bayswatcr, at the advanced age of 85, after being 
bedridden ten years, Mr. Charles Frederick Baunigarten, for- 
merly Leader of the Band at Coveut-gurden Theatre fur thirty 
years, and well known to the gallery part of the audience as 
« Nosey, play up, Nosey.” 

At Cadogan-place, in the 36th year of her age, Jane, the wi/e 
of Alfred Thrale Perkins, Esq. 

On the 11th inst. at Walton, the Lady Harriet Bennet, young- 
est daughter of tlie Earl of Tankerville. 

In Queen-square, in his 70th year, Richard Cheslyn Cress- 
well, proctor. 

Of an apoplectic attack, while attending the West India 
Meeting, Edward Bullock, Esq. of Upper Bedfurd-place, in his 
3CJd year. 

In Piccadilly, in his SOth year, Sir William Paxton, of Mid- 
dleton-hall, Caermarthenshire. 

At Cavenclish4iall, Suffolk, aged 20, Georgiana Lucy Mack- 
.vorth, youngest daughter of Sir Digby Mackvvorth, Bart. 

At Gloucester, Caroline, wife of Alexamler Maitland, Esq. 

Suddenly, in Trinity-square, Daniel Curling, Esq. Secretary to 
the Customs; and, within a few hours of his decease, his son 
William, who had been for some time in a state of decline. 

On the 10th inst, in Tuvistock-place, in tlie 64tb your of his 
age, Robert Kingston, Esq. of the Stock Exchange. 

In May’s-buildings, St. MarlinVliiuc, Mr. John Davy, aged 
59, Musical Composer — Just like Love,'' “ May we ne’er want 
a Friend,” ** Tlie Peath of the Smuggler,” and “ The Bay of 
Biscay,” will remain lusting testimuuiuls of Ins powers. He aa*! 
a pupil of Jackson of Exeter. 

At Sneed-park, near Bristol, inconsequence of an accidtut, 
Mr. George Webb Hall, in the 50th jCur of his age. 

On the 22d inst. at Stoketon-hou'»c, near Salt ish, the Hon. 
Miclmel De Courcy, Admiral of the Blue. He was the third 
son of Lord Kiusale, Baron Courcy and Uingio\e, and Premier 
Baron of Ireland. 

At Belmont, in the 9 1st year of her ago, Harriet, youngest 
daughter of the late Lieut.'Gen. Sir Gkfurge Prevost, Bart. 

In the parish of Ruabon, Dolly Barclay, aged 101 years. She 
retained ner faculties in an astonishing degree of perfection, and 
ate her food with an ext-elleiit appetite. 

At Brae-Marr, on the 11th inst. in the llltli year of his age. 
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the venerable Higlijander, Patrick pront* to whom His Majesty 
granted a pension of one guinea per week. He expired while sit* 
ting in his*elbow-chair» having felt scarcely any previous illness. 
He was engaged under the Pretender. 

M/VllCH. — In Clidbrd-street, Lieutenant-General Sir George 
^ Wood, K.G.B. of the East India Company's Bengal army. 

At Treleaven, near Mevagissey, Cornwall, aged 85, tiie Hevr 
P. Lyne, D.D. fifty two years vicar of that parish, a gentle- 
man of extensive erudition, but of very eccentric habits. His 
distinguishing peculiarity was a dreadf of contamination, ile 
scrupulously avoided not only direct contact with tlie human 
species, but with any thing that had been touched by others. 
He suffered no one to approach within a certain distance of 
ills person; nor would he put on a garment of any kind, until 
Jt had passed through a series of ablutions, and had been tho- 
roughly fumigated by himself. Even money he wonld not touch, 
unless it had passed through water, and, either by himself^ or in 
his presence, been cleansed, by brushing, from its contracted 
impurities. Until within a few days of his decease, be uniformly 
rose at a veiy early hour, and retired to his study, where, with 
the intervals of meals, he continued secluded the areater part of 
the day, not permitting to himself, even in the cmdest weather, 
tlie indulgence of a fire. 

Dr. Rumsey, of Amersham, Bucks, suddenly. He had gone 
to Chalfonc, accompanied by his daughter, and was proceed- 
ing farther, when one of the horses got his leg across the 
pole of the carriage. Dr. Rumsey being alarmed, opened the 
carriage door, and let himself out ; he walked a few paces, and 
:.at down on a bank, exclaiming he had but a few minutes to 
'ire, and expired before assistance could be procured. 

Ill St. Jnmes’s-square, the Marquis of Titcbfield, the inde- 
pendent Member for King’s Lynn. 

On the 10th of January, of the African fever, caught while 
surveying the river Gambia, Mr. Bowditcb, the enterprising 
traveller, .'fe has Jeff a widow, who accompanied him to Africa, 
and three young children, wholly unprovided for. 

At Pwilcornei, near Bronwydd, Carmartlienshire, at the ad- 
vanced age of 106, Wiiliam Mathias. He retained his iaculcies 
to the last. 

At Cliffe, in Kent, Jacob Harvey, Esq. in his 63d year. He 
had retired to bed apparently in perfect heulih. 

On the s^d inst. at fiylocka-ball, Enfield, James Francis Mes- 
tinras. Esq. late partner in the house of Sir Francis Baring and 
Co. at the advanced age of B6. 

At the Grove, a^r a long ind^iositton, Thomas Villiers, 
Earl of Chutendoa^ in his 70th year. His Lonhddp is sueceeded 
in his titles by hia brother, John Charies VlUiers, ifpw Earl of 
Clarendon. 
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Mr. Pencock, one of the Messengers of the Treasury, rose in 
apparent good health, and was preparing to attend his duty, 
when he was seized with a fit of apoplexy, and instantly expired. 

At Rosevalen, Mrs. Catherine Arthur, widow, aged 77. She 
was mother of SO children, in 19 years, at single births. 

At Chelsea, Robert Hall, M. D. late Surgeon to his Majesty’s 
forces; the lineal descendant of the ancient Border Chieftain, * 
Hobbie Hall, of Ilaughhcad, celebrated for his great strength 
and prowess in the records of the times, and great grandson of 
Henry Hall, of Haughhead, the distinguished Covenanter, who 
fought with such desperate valour at Druinclog, Rutherglen, &c. 
and who, in conjunction with Hnckston of iWhillet, defended 
to the last extrenifity the important' pass in the middle of Bothwell 
Brigg, in that memorable engagement which proved so fatal to 
the Covenanting cause. 

At Southampton, in the 48th year of his age, Lord Edward 
CVBryen, brother to the Marquis of Tlioinond, and son-in-law 
of the Duke of Beaufort. 

At Easton-lodge, Essex, Charles V^iscount Maynj^d, in the 
73d year of his age. His Lordship is succeeded in his title and 
estates by his nephew, Henry, now Viscount Maynard. 

On the 15th inst. Lieut. James Reid, R N. eldest son of Sir 
John Reid, Bart. 

At the Bay of Baluxi, Mississippi, Cady Latbntaine, aged 137. 
Tic retained his faculties until the day of his death. 

Sir Thomas Plumer, Muster of the Rolls. He had been for a 
long time in a declining state. 

In his 78th year, James Gwrey, Ebq. of Busbey, Herts. 

At Bath, Lieut.-Col. HiH, Royal Murines, aged upwards of 
90 years; one of the oldest ofiicerb in his Majesty’s service. 

Oil l^uiiday, at Streatham-park, in his 55th year, Thomas 
Harrison, Esq. F, R. S. Honorary Secretary to the Royal Insti- 
tution and African Association, Commissary to the University 
of Cambridge, and Chairman of the Quarter Sessions for Surrey. 

SO. The llev. Thomas Maurice, M. A. Assistant-Keeper of the 
MS. ip the British Museum. 

31. Lord Coleraine, better known as the Celebrated Colonel 
Geoige Hanger, aged 73. 

31. James Gandod, Esq. F. S. A. und M-R.J.A. the cele- 
brated architect of the Sister Kingdom. 

APRIL 3. — William Cooke, Esq. Author of tlie ‘‘Art of 
Living in Loiidoti,” ** Dramatic Cnticisfn,” &c. 

On the 19tli inst. at Missolonglii, in Greece, Lord Noel Byron, 
in the 37th year of his age.— (See page 361.) 

23. R. Payne Knight, Esq. F. S.A. Vice-President of the 
Society^of Antiquaries, and a distinguished literal^ character. 

At J&risji the SSth ult. La Reveillere Lepaui, Member of 
die National Convention and Executive Dxrectoiy, aged T0« 
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At Walthamstow^ William Matthew Rnikos, Rst|. need dl. 

On the 3d iiist. at Banff, at his father's house, Lieut.-Col. 
James Robinson. 

At Grendon, in the 85th jear of his ace. Sir George Chet- 
jvynd, Bart, of Grendon*haU, Warwick. Sir George is succeeded 
in his title and estates by his .eldest son, one of ilie representa- 
tives for Stafford. 

At Cheltenham, in her 83d year, Mrs. Ann Hunt, relict of 
Mr. George Hunt, formerly of Hallen, drloucestcrshirc*. She 
was a Minister f and a member of the Sociel y of Friends. 

At Lambeth, William Messing, Esq. of the Stock Exchwngc, 
in his 75th year. 

In Henriettu-street, Caveiulish-squnre, Major-General Do\e- 
ton, of the INfadras Ebtahlishiiient, and M. for Lancaster. 

Lately, at Drumore, parish of Kirkinaitien, in his 105th year, 
John King, officer of Customs. 

Lately, at Winslow, Ann Price, in her 97 th year. She wa*; 
the tnotlier of ^23 children, 10 of niioui siirvi\e her, and the* 
youngest ?s 59 years of age. 

At Ayr, on the 3d iiist. llainiltoii Douglas Boswell, E-iq. of 
Garalhin, Ho retired to bed a little before eleven, apparently 
in perfect healtli, and in less than a quarter of an hour fie was a 
corpse. 

On tljc 30th ult. at Rome, the Ouche&s of Devonshire. I'he 
<Ai!npIaiat w!iicb carried ofi' lier Grace was an inflammation in 
the bowels. 

Mr. Mackin ton'll, a member of the Stock Exchange, and In 
the full vigour of manhood, suddenly fell down and expired in an 
apoplectic fit, while adjusting an account in his counting-tionsc. 

At Earl's Colne Priory, in the 90ih year of his age, the Rev. 
1’homas Carwardine, A. M. Prebendary of St. Paul's, and Vicar 
of Earl's Colne. 

In Highbury -place, William Harrynian, Esq in his 75lii year. 

Til Montagu-square, Richard Cracruft, Esq. 

On the 15th inst. at his seat, 1 renun t-park, Cornwall, Vice- 
Admiral *Mr Edward Builer, Bart, in tlie fiOth year of his age. 

On the 15ih inst. in his 80lh year, Robert Roy, Esq. of 
Fulham, formerly ofiOld Burlinglon-street. 

On the ISth inst. at Netberby, Cumberland, Sir James Gra- 
ham, Bart, aged 32. 

On the 13th inst. Mr. Peter Sidebothuin, of Upper Norion- 
street. 

On the 15th inst. at Pimlico-house, Hadley, Edward Beavan, 
Esq. aged 70. 

On the 17 th inst. in Nortliumbeiland-street, Harry Hooloy, 
Ei>q. aged 76. 

Edward Jones, Welsh Bard to the Prince of Wales, aged 72. 

' At Ediuborgh, Lady Caroline Macdonald, danghtev of the 
Earl of Mount Edgecumbe. 
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On the 16th inst. in Wexford, aged 93 yean, Cornelius Fitz- 
patrick, Esq.— Mr. Fitzpatrick served in the army under George 
the Second, at the battle of Dettingen, and witnessed the re- 
markable step taken By Lord Stair, m depriving the monarch of 
the commana, and placing him under arrest till the day was 
decided. 

MAY. — At Brompton, aged 84, Captain Boger, Royal Navy. 

At Ealing, Major Aldridge, aged 85. 

At Lyons, the lion. William Moore, last surviving brother of 
the late Earl of Mountcashell. 

On the 10th inst. at Riegate, in the 93d year of his age, 
Francis Maseres, Esq. M.A. F. R.S. many years Cursitor Baron 
of his Majesty^s Court of Exchequer. 

On the 97 th ,ult. in his 70th year, Reuben Fletcher, Esq. of 
the Royal Mint. 

Of a sudden attack of apoplexy, at Fulham, Mr. W. Osborne, 
aged 72. -i ■ 

On the 4th of March last, .Tames Dunn, Esq. R. N. of Lilliput 
Hall Estate, Saint James’s, Jamaica. 

Ac the New Hunimuius Hotel, on the 25th ult. Major-General 
FrancivS Stewart, of Lcsiniirdic. 

Mr. Richd. Hayward, ofTookVcourt, Chancery-lane, solicitor. 

At Stnniford-hili, on the 28th ult. Jane, wife of Captain John 
Gordon, Royal Artillery. 

After a long illness, Sarah, wife of Mr. Joseph Ollier, surgeon, 
of Queen-square, Westminster. 

On the 14th inst. Charles Max. Thomas Western, Esq. late 
Captain in the IBtli Hussars, and Lieutenant-Colonel in tlie 
Portuguese Army. 

At Clapham, on the 14th inst. the Rev. James Philipps, for 
2 1 years Pastor of the Independent Congregation in that place. 

In Rutland-street, Clielteniium, — Pool, at the age of 110 
years. She retained her faculties to the last moment, having 
only teen confined lo her room a few days. 

On tlie lOch inst. Henry Cheryton, Esq. late Colonel in the 
First Regiment of Foot Guards. 

At Islington, on the 18th inst. in the Slst year of his age, the 
Rev. George Strahan, D. D. Prebendary of Rochester, Rector 
of Kingsdown in Kent, and upwards of fifty years Vicar of Isling- 
ton. " 

In the 84th year of Ins age, Thomas Burnell, Esq. at Ham- 
mersmith. 

Henry Peirae, Esq. of Bedale, Yorkshire, one of the Repre- 
sentatives of Nocthallerton. 

Suddenly, at Clifton, Lieutenant-Colonel Samuel Hal), C. B. 
of his Majesty's 65tli Regiment. 

On the 10th inst. Henry Cliaytor, Esq. late a. Colonel in the 
3d Regiment of Foot Guards. 
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In Ills 70th ycRr> Philip Braham, Esq. of Glocester-placc, 
Portinan-square. 

On the 11th inst. at Walthamstow, Richard Staiufortli, Esq. 
• aged 64. 

John Parry, Esq. Vice Warden of the Stannaries for Devon* 
•shire, and formerly proprietor of the Courier. 

On the 23d inst. Jonathan Peel, Esq, of the firm of Peel and 
Williams, Manchester, and cousin to Sir Robert Peel, Uart. 

Sir John Hill, Bart, of Hawkstone, Salop, in hi-^ 8 1th year. 

At London, Miss Crachaini, tlie celebrated Sicilian dwart^ 
only nineteen inches high. 

At Cottartown, Logiealmond, Elspeth Robertson, in the 100th 
year of her age. 

At London, Archibald Cullen, Esq. one of bis IMajcsty’s 
Counsel, youngest son of the celebrated Dr. Cullen. 

JUNE. — Lately, in Paris, at a very advanced age, Sir IMichacl 
Croraie, Bart. 

In Piccadilly, John Blackburn, Esq. 

On the 31st ult. at Bath, the Lady of Sir George Abern-ombie 
Robinscii, Bart* 

Anthony Henley, Esq. of Judd-street, Brunswick-squarc, aged 
63 years, many years l^age to bis late Alnjcaty. 

On the 23(1 ult. suddenly, aged 7 1, at Birmingham, on his 
journey from bis seat at Putney to Manchester, James Ackers, 
Esq. of Lark-hill. 

Robert Filmer, Esq. of Upper Montagu-street, Russell-squarc, 
son of the late Sir Edmund Filmer. 

At Edinburgh, on the 2d inst. Thomas John, third son of 
Mr. Cornelius Elliot, bookseller there. 

At Margate, Robert Edward Hunter, M. D. and F. L. S. 

On the 7th inst. at Battersea, IJenry Condell, Esq. in the C7tlj 
year of his age. He was well known as a composer. 

Lord Viscount Tamworth, son of the Earl Ferrers, at Chnrtley 
Castle, the seat of his father, of an inflammation in the bowels. 

On the 26th ult. in Hert ford-street, May-fair, Thomas Banks, 
Esq. aged 70. 

On the 6th inst. Thomas S. Joliflb, Esq. at his Manor-house, 
Arauierdown-park, Somersetshire, at the close of his 78th year. 

In South Audley-street, Thomas Chevalier, Estp Surgeon 
Extraordinary to the King, and Professor of Anatomy and 
Surgery to the Royal Co^ege of Surgeons in London. 

Suddenly, at Newark, in the 78th year of his age, William 
Sealand, one of the firm believers, to his last moment, in the 
mission of Joanna Southcott. 

Mr. Oxberry, the celebrated Comedian, at his house, the 
Craven*6 Head, Drury-lane, of an mflaramation in the chest. 

In Tripity-college, Oxford, aged 63, the Rev. Thomas Lee, 

At Brighton, Abigail, tlie wife of M* Mocatta, Esq. 
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On the 4th inst. at the Parsonage, East Horseiey, Surrey, 
aged 70, the Rev. John Owen, M. A. Rector of East Ilorseley,^ 
and of St. Rennet’s, Paul’s Wharf, London, Archdeacon of 
Richmond, Yorkshire, and Chaplain-General to his Majesty’s 
forces. 

On the 4th inst. Richard Carter, Esq. of Surrey-street, Strand, 
aged 70. 

On the 26th of May, at Montcallier, near Turin, Capel Loift, 
Esq. Mr. LofTr was twice married; was a man of letters, and, 
though a la^vyer, a lover of liberty. 

In Lower Grosvenor-street, Lord Henry Thomas Howard 
Molyneux Howard, Deputy Earl Marshal of England, and bro- 
ther to the Duke of Norfolk. His Lordship sat in the present 
Parliament for Steyning. 

On the 14tli inst. at Lambeth, Hcwling Luson, Esq. in bif 
81st year. 

On the 1st of February, at Bombay, S. P. W. Johnston, Esq. 
Assistant-Secretary to Governiuent in Ceylon, eldest son of Sir 
Alexander Johnston. 

On the 21st inst. in Park-street, James Peter Auriol, Esq. 

On the 7th inst. at Leamington, Lieut. Joseph Deane Rourke, 
of the 7th, or Royal Fusileers, and son to the Dean of Ossory. 

Aged 62, Mr. Lowry. He was not only an admirable engraver 
in his line, but a man of almost universal talent and great 
scientiiic knowledge, as well as an amiable and honourable cha- 
racter. His death was caused by an inflammation of the bladder, 
from which he had Suffered many months, and particularly 
during the last ten days. 

On the 21st inst. the lion. Gerard Tumour, R. N. son ot 
Edward Garth Tumour, late Earl of Winterton. 

At Fintry, Stiilingshire, on the 2d inst. Janet Waters, aged 
100. She had 13 children, 53 grandchildren, and 40 great grand- 
children; total 106. 

At Oxford, in tue 78th year of his age, Martin Wall, M. D. 
and Lord Lichfield’s Clinical Professor in that University. 

On the 24th inst. Mr. Chas. Muss, the celebrated painter in 
enamel. 

At his house, Wei beck-street, the Rt. linn. Alexander Went- 
worth, Lord Macdonald. 

At Seymour-place, Little Chelsea, Donna Maria Theresa 
Del Riego y Riego, widow of Don Rafael del Riego y Riego« 

JULY— In Cavendish-square, the Countess Brownlow. 

On the 5ch inst. at Brighton, Peter Teinpleman, Esq. of 
Wickbury-bouse, Wilts, aged 63. 

On the 12th ult. at Naples, William James Turner, Esq. in 
his 5l6t year. 

At Hazlewood Hall, near Tadcaster, Yorkshire, Lady Vava- 
^vjr, relict of Sir Walter Vavasour, Bart* 
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On the 16th ult. in the 86th year of his age^ Mr. J. Hunt, of 
Gissing, surgeon, tlie founder of Kbenezer Chapel, in Norwich, 
a man of piety and benevolence, but iiitUtiiated, having sue* 
cessively embraced the profession of Presbyterian, Independent, 
Anabaptist, Swedenborgian, Unitarian, and Methodist; he 
founded and endowed a chapel at Gi8sing,to a profession of unit- 
* ing in himself and his hearers a compound of opinions made up 
of this mixture, and so well succeeded, that the place was gene- 
mlly attended. 

In Bedford-square, in his 81st year, Sir George Wowl, Knt. 
late one of the &irons of the Court ot Exchequer. 

At Upton, in his H7tl» year, W. Detinar, Esq. sugar-rcfnier. 

At Pentonvillc, Mr. John Edward Pilgrim, aged 60, of the 
Stock Exchange. 

On tlie 1st inst. at Aberystwith, VV, Bcnsall, Esq. M. D. 
aged 48. 

On tlie 2Pth ult. at Thetford, in Norfolk, Henry Ilerlhead, 
Esq. aged 61. 

On the 8th inst. in the 90th year of his age, Mr. Perigall, of 
Berry, near Totness, Devon. 

On the 8th inst. suddenly, of apoplexy, at Tunbridge Wells, 
Richard Bttdd, Esq. of Russell-square, in the75tli year of his 
age. 

At Lotherton, near AberfonI, aged 65, John Raper, Esq. 
of York, banker; he died while taking an airing in his carriage. 

On the lOth inst. at Halstead-placc, in Kent, Anna Maria, 
wife of Alderman Atkins. 

Gilbert Hutcheson, Estj. Deputy Judge-Advocate for Scotland. 
He was seized with an apoplectic fit while in the street, and 
expired before medical assistance could he obtained. 

On the 15th inst. at Eton, Salop, the Dowager, Lady Tyrwhitl 
Jones. 

On the nth inst. at Exeter, Mr. Fliiulell, Propnetm* and 
Editor of the Western Luminary. 

On the irth inst. aged four years, Lady Frances Boyle, 

youngest daughter of the Earl of Shannon. 

At the PrioiT, Stanmore, Lady Jane Gordon, eldest daugh- 
ter of the Earl of Aberdeen. , • « . 

At Wykes Court, near Hridport, Dorsetshire, in the84tbyeai 
•f his age, W. Fowler, Esq. . , i-u* 

Lieut.-Gen. Lachlan Macquarrie, in the 63d year of bis age. 


AUGUST.— Aged 88 years, Wra. Bmid, Esq. late principal 
clerk to the Commissioners of Sewers, in which omce he iiad 


acted iipwards of 50 years. . i 

On the 24th ult. at Cheherrham, 2^ Catherine Mary 
Richards, youngest daughter of the tote Lord Chief Barom 
On the 15th^ ult. at Yates-couft, the Ilou. Stanhope Frcde- 
rick Hopwood Byog, youngest son of Viscount lornngton. 
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On the 14tli ult. at Fannolee, county of Dublin, Lady Alex^ 
arider, relict of the late Sir Wm. Alexander, Bart. 

At Aberdeen, on the 17th ult. in the 19th year ofbisaee, 
Mr. John Winton, student of medicine; and on the IQtlibis 
brother, Lieut. William Winton. The latter, although to ap- 
pearance in his ordinary health immediately before, dropped 
down and instantly expired. 

On the 16th ult. at Paris, Charles Magniac, Esq. many years 
resident at Canton, in China. 

At Inverary, on the 11th ult. Majop>Gen. Dugald Campbell. 
Mr. Samuel Rolls, Coiniiion Councilman of Aldersgate Ward-, 
had been walking in his garden at Tottenham on Sunday 
morning, when, feeling indisposed, he returned in doors, and 
lay down on the bed. Medical assistance was sent for, but 
before it arrived he had expired. 

In tlie Scotch quarter, Carrickfergus, on the 5th ult. Jane 
Lee, dealer, aged 80 yeai*s ; born in the house in which she 
died : she was never known to be absent from it one night. 

At Greenock, on the 10th ult. Mrs John Muir, in the 26th 
year of her age. She was married at Saltcoats on the 6th ult. 
whence she proceeded with her husband to Largs, where they 
took the steain-bont for Gourock, and, by a violent exertion in 
landing, she sustained so severe an injury, that, after reaching 
Greenock, she lingered in increased agony till she expired. 

Mr. Wm, Sharn, the celebrated engraver, a man as eminent 
fur his talents as nis credulity. He died a believer in the foole- 
ries of poor Joamia Soulhcoit! 

On the 22d ult. suddenly, in his carriage, at Great Camford, 
near Poole, Admiral Thomas Maciianiara Russell, aged 85 years 
Oil ‘’ e 39th ult. at Starke-custle, Kent, Major J. B. Hart, 
»t^ ot His Majtsf}’s 95th regiment, aged 51 
•’ In Atolesworth-btreet, Dublin, Sol. Williams, Esq. historical 
and portrait painter, member of tlie Clementine Academy, 
Bologna, and the Hgyal Hibernian Academy. 

On tlie 5th inst aged 25, Augusta Elizabeth, wife of John 
Kirkland, Esq. ; and on the 3d ult. aged 18, Charlotte Frances, 
the eldest and fourth daughters of the late Major-General John 
Agmondisham Vesey. 

On the 28th ult. at Dun-bouse, Miss Erskine, of Dun, only 
sister of the Countess of Cassillis. 

At Balmuto, on the 22d ult. tlie Hun. Claud Irvine Boswell, 
Lotd Balmuto. 

At the Parsonage-house, Cheynies, Bucks, the Rev. W'm. 
Morris, M. A. Rector of Cheynies, and of Foxley, Wilts. 

The Rev. Creive Sbetwood Davies, perpetual curate of Flint. 
At Portsea, aged 93, Mr. S. Smyth, master in the Royal 
Navy, and tiie oldest officer but one of that class in the service. 

On the 4th inst, at Cheltenham, Thomas Jameson, M. D. 
aged 71. 
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On the 9th ult. in licr 70th year, Mrs. Esther Delph. On the 
I7th ult. Mr. Aaron Delph, in ihe 43d year of his age. And on 
the 3d inst. Mr. E. Delph, in the 83d year "of his age; he was 
• parish clerk of Marsham for more than 60 years. Tl)e above 
three were father, mother, and son, who lived all in one house, 
f At Manchester, Alexander Livingston, a native of Haddington, 
in Scotland, aged 98 years. He served 27 years in the Scotch 
Greys, and was with that regiment at the memorable battle of 
Mindenm 1759, where he had two horses shot under him. At 
the battle of Lefette he was severely wounded, and has been 
for nearly 50 years a pensioner of Chelsea Hospital. 

On the JSth inst. in Upper Gower^street, Lucy Elizabeth, 
wife of Lord Maurice Drummond. 

At Watford, Mrs. Ardesoif^ widow of the late Stephen Arde- 
boif> Esq. 

On the 13th inst. at Pakefietd, Suffolk, aged 17, Jane Anne, 
eldest daughter of the Rev. J. W. Cunningham, vicar of Harrow. 

Suddenly, while in the act of writing a letter to her son, Mrs. 
Sutton, relict of Mr. Sutton, late minister of the Independent 
Chapel in Taunton. 

At Churcham, the Rev. Charles Palmer, M. A. vicar of that 
place, with the parish of Bully annexed, and perpetual curate 
of St. Catherine’s, Gloucester. 

On Sunday, as Iw’Abbd Papillon, one of the chief priests of 
the French chapel, George-street, Poitman-square, was preach- 
ing to Prince Pulignac, the French Ambassatior, and suite, he 
was observed by his Excellency to stoop in the middle of his 
discourse, in a very extraordinary position, for above a minute. 
His Excellency became alarmed, and ordered one of his attenrl- 
ants to request Mr. Chcn4, chief chaplain, to ascend pulpit, 
when, to his inexpressible terror, lie found tlie revereiici prel:*' 
on the point of Expiring. Immediate did was given, but i... 
vital spark had fled. lie was in the 79th year. 

On the 14th inst. Blyth-hall, Warvi ickshire. Lady Georgiana 
West, wife of Frederick West, Esq. daughter of the late Earl of 
Chesterfleld. 

At his Chambers, in King's College, Cambridge, on the 15tli 
inst. in his 77th year, Benjamin Sheppard, Esq. 

Aged 37,' Mr. Thomas Taylor, of Tiverton. He retired to 
bed onSunday evening in perfect health, but early on the fol- 
lowing raornin| his wife was alarmed by liearing him groan, 
when, on examination, she found him dead. 

Aged 88, the Rev. Win. Caite, vicar of Hciniiigborou^h. He per- 
formed to the day of his death the duties attached to bis vicarage. 

At Bombay, on the 18tlj of April last, G. A. C. Hyde, Esq. 
of the Bombay Civil Service, aged 26. 

At Bellevue, Shropshire, in his 75th year, James Male, Esq. 
Deputy-lieutenant of the county of Salop. 

Her Grace the Duchess of Gordon. 

Cc . • 
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SEPT.— On the 8th of August, at Marseilles^ tlie celebrated 
German Philologer, Frederick WoU* in the 6Cth year of his 
age. 

At the house of his son, in the Vale of Neath, the Kight Hon. 
Valentine Lewis, Earl of D unraven, aged 7S. 

Suddenly end alone, on the 23d uli. Mr. Eliaa^Bishop. He 
went out ill his pleasure yacht to amuse himself by fishing in 
Torbay ; the wind filling the white sails of liis little bark, wafted 
him to shore at Goodrington Sands, where he was soon found by 
bis disconsolate mother, sister, and brother, in the attitude of 
steering. 

Of a brain fever, the Rev. Piers Robert Gamble, Inspector of 
Jails iti*Bel(ast. 

At Bath, in the 8 1st year of his age, William Falconer, IVl.D. 
son of the late William Falconer, Esq. Recorder of Chester. 

At Pcutonville, Mr. Alexander Greig, in his OQih year. 

Lord Viscount Hampden, llis Lordship had enjoyed his title 
only a few days, and is succeeded in the entailed estates by 
George Earl of Buckinghamshire. 

In York-street, Covent-garden, Mr. Jolin Henry Bohie, I’o- 
reign Bookseller to Ills Majesty, in the 40th year of his age, 

Mr. Wijliuin Richardson, of North Shields, Notary Public, 
aged 65. He attended morning service at the church, and dined 
with his family in his usual gooa health. An hour after he went 
to his office, where remaining longer than usual, bis daughter 
went to seek him, and found him sitting in his chair, quite cold. 
He had begun to write a letter, and is supposed to have expired 
just as he had finished the first word ! 

In York, Elizabeth Eglin, a poor widow, in the 102d year of 
her age. Her mother lived to be 103 years old, and her grand- 
mother attained the still greater age of 104. 

At Sydenbim, in the 67th year of his age, Andrew Laurie, 
Esq. of the Adelphi. 

On the 6th inst. nt Dalston, the Rev. James Mnggs, aged 74, 
Vicar of Ewell. 

At Northampton, in the 87th year of his age, William Kerr, 

Esq. M.D. 

In his 55th year, Chailes Dupuis, late of Park-lane. 

On the 4tb inst. Mark Harrison, Esq. of Hastoe; near Tring, 
Herts, formeriy of Finch-lane, banker, aged 76. 

Wm. Jefton, gardener, of Wolverhampton, at the extraordi- 
nary aTO of 108 years^ 

At Gcurbaliy, Ualway, the seat of the Earl of CJancarty, Ni- 
cholas Power Trench, Esq. uncle to his Lordship and the Arch- 
btsbop of Tuatiu 

On the 6tb inst. at bis seat, Lynsted-lodge, Kent, the Right 
Hon. Lord Teynlmm, aged 57. 

At Brough-nall, Cattorine, JAdy Lawson, aged 54, wife of Sir 
Henry Lawson, ]^rt. of Brougb-ball, Yorkshire. 
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On the 1 itb iiist.'ae Ipswich, LieuC.*G^o. John Prince, aged 74* 

On the I2th uit. near Southampton, in his 73d yeakr^ 'Ae Ilev. 
Sir Charles Rich, Bart. 

On the 3 1st uit. Benjamin Webb Anstie, Esq, of Devizes. 

At Diiiedor, near Hereford, in his lO^d year, Mr. Wm.I>avie 5 « 

I On the 19th iiisc. in the 7^d year of her age, Susanna, the wife 
of Sir Robert Peel, Bart. 

In Bed^rd-square, Thomas Leverton, Esq. one of His Ma« 
jesty's Justices of the Peace. 

On the 23d iust. in Burton*crescent, John Cartwright, the 
undeviacing friend of civil and religious liberty. Had he lived 
to ihe 28tb inst. he wduld have completed the 84th year of a 
consistent and virtuous life. He was the third son of William 
Cartwright, Esq. of Maruham, Nottinghamshire ; wiis a Com- 
mander lu the Royal Navy, and formerly Major of the Notting- 
iiarashire Militia. The taper of life might in him he said to have 
burned to the socket : his disease was old age. The Maior has 
been before the world, as a public character, upwards of fifty 
years, and whatever opinion may be entertained with respect to 
the particular opinions which he consistently maintained through 
good and evil report, there was but one voice with regarii to his 
private character, which was excellent. He was a gentleman, in 
the best sense of the word ; and we believe lie has left the world 
without putting it in the power of any man to say, that during 
his long life he ever deviated from the most straight forward 
course. 

At Brighton, aged 70, the Hon. Mrs. Francos Wall, daughter 
of the laie Lord Fortrose. 

Robert Forrester, Esq. Treasurer of the Bank of Scotland. 

At Chelsea, Henry Cooper, Esq. Barrister. 

The Princess Kutusow Smolensk!, widow of Field- Marslial 
Blucher. 

OCT. — On the lllh August, at Gastoiini, in Greece, Lord 
Charles Murray, a younger son of the Duke of Athol. This 
excellent and high-spirited young man was a volunteer in the 
glorious cause of the Greeks. Not many months ago he left 
England, to assist in the regeneration of that illustrious people. 
Next to that of Lord Byron, his loss will be the greatest that 
Greece has suffered from the stroke of death among its foreign 
friends. 

On the 5th inst. in tlie 74th year of his age, the Rev. Thomas 
Roberts, Vicar of Fottenhain, "and Rector of St. Peter's, Corn* 
hill. 

On the 6th inst. in Gerrard-sueei,. Soho, aged 70, Edward 
Johnson, Esq, Comptroller of the Twopenny Post-office for 46 
years. 

On the 3d inst. at Sydenham, Bury Hutchinson, Esq. of . 
Bloomsbury-square, aged 73 years. 
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On th 0 4tb inst. at Mile-end, aged Janies Brurahead, Esq. 
Collectdt of Excise. 

On the 39th ulc. at Loudham-hall, Suffolk, the Lady Sophia 
Macdonald, wife of James Macdonald, Esq. M, P. 

Mr. James Beeves, nearly thirty yqars Chief Clerk at the 
Police Offices of Bow-street and Union-hall. 

At Hastings, on the 15th inst. aged 17, Lociana, eldest 
daughter of Siegmund Rucker, Esq. of West-hill, Wandsworth. 

At Cuckheld, on the 17th inst. Susanna, wife of Charles Au- 
gustus Tulk, Esq. M.P. and daughter of Marruaduk'e Hart, Esq. 
of Hampstead. 

In Great Coram-street, Dr. Brodum, in the {)9th year of his 
age. 

At St. Lucia, on the 29th of August, Henry Maddock, Esq. of 
Lincohi^s Inn, one of His Majesty's Commissioners of Legal In- 
quiry in the West India Colonies. 

At Squerrics, on the 20th inst. in the 79th year of his age, Sir 
Nathaniel Dokinheld, Bart, of Stanlake, BerKs. 

On the 23d inst. Inward Stanley, Esq. aged 90, for many 
years his Majesty's Consul-General at Trieste, 

On the 22d inst. at Plymouth, aged 48, Captain John Weeks, 
11. N. 

In Dublin County, N.C. (America) on the 1st Sept. Mr. 
Jacob Matthews, aged 108 years. Until a few months before 
his death. Ids sight was pjerfect,and tie could walk 10 or 15 miles 
a day. Seven yeai's ago his wife died, aged 100 years; they ha<i 
been married aimut 80 years. 

On the 28th inst. in Sloane-strec^ hi the 82d year of her age, 
Mrs. Smith, widow of Colonel George Smith. 

On the 22d inst. at Dullinghatn-house, Cambridge, Lieut.- 
Goneral Jeffrea$on^ in , the 63d year of bis age. 

On the 5th,of April, on the ^'oyage to Van Dieman s Land, 
Mr. Edward Rutler, of Bru ton-street, aged 32, recently appointed 
Registrar of the Soprew Court of tliat Colony. 

On ilte 29th inst. at Maae-hii), Oreenwich, Richard Dixon, 
Esq. aged 66i 

On the 1st inst. It^ving just eqtered her 76 th year, Mary, the 
widow of the late JoUn.S;ockdaJ% boobt^eller, of Piccadilly. 

On the 21st inst. at- Sain t Adiesse, hr Normandy, aged 7C^ 
Robert Charles Dallas, ,Esq. author of the * ** History of the 
Maroon War,'' Percival,'' “Aubrey,'' &c. 
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